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COUSIN   PONS 


INTRODUCTION 

One  of  the  last  and  largest  of  Balzac's  great  works — the 
very  last  of  them,  if  we  except  La  Cousine  Bette,  to  which  it 
is  pendant  and  contrast — Le  Cousin  Pons  has  always  united 
suffrages  from  very  différent  classes  of  admirers.  In  the 
first  place,  it  is  not  "disagreeable,"  as  the  common  euphe- 
mism  has  it,  and  as  La  Cousine  Bette  certainly  is.  In  the 
second,  it  cannot  be  accused  of  being  a  herquinade,  as  those 
who  like  Balzac  best  when  he  is  doing  moral  rag-picking  are 
apt  to  describe  books  like  Le  Médecin  de  Campagne  and  Le 
Lys  dans  la  Vallée,  if  not  even  like  Eugénie  Grandet.  It  has 
a  considérable  variety  of  interest;  its  central  figure  is  curi- 
oiisly  pathetic  and  attractive,  even  though  the  curse  of  some- 
thing  like  folly,  vrhich  so  often  attends  Balzac's  good  char- 
acters,  may  a  little  weigh  on  him.  It  would  be  a  book  of  ex- 
ceptional  charm  even  if  it  were  anonymous,  or  if  we  knew  no 
more  about  the  author  than  we  know  about  Shakespeare. 

As  it  happens,  however.  Le  Cousin  Pons  has  other  attrac- 
tions than  this.  In  the  first  place,  Balzac  is  always  great — 
perhaps  he  is  at  his  greatest — in  depicting  a  mania,  a  passion, 
whether  the  subject  be  pleasure  or  gold-hunger  or  parental 
affection.  Pons  has  two  manias,  and  the  one  does  not  inter- 
fère with,  but  rather  helps,  the  other.  But  this  would  be 
nothing  if  it  were  not  that  his  chief  mania,  his  ruling  passion, 
is  one  of  Balzac's  own.  For,  as  we  hâve  often  had  occasion 
to  notice,  Balzac  is  not  by  any  means  one  of  the  great  imper- 
sonal  artists.    He  can  do  many  things  ;  but  he  is  never  at  his 
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best  in  doing  aiiy  nnlcss  his  own  jHM-sonal  intercsts,  liis  likings 
aiul  hatrod^,  his  suH'orings  ami  cnjoyinents,  are  conccrncd. 
He  was  a  kiiul  of  actor-mauagor  in  his  Comédie  Humaine: 
and  porhaps,  like  otlior  actor-nianagers,  lie  took  ratlior  dis- 
proportiouate  care  of  tho  parts  which  he  pkiyed  himself. 

Now,  he  was  even  more  dcsiierate  as  a  collcctor  and  fancier 
of  bibelots  than  he  was  as  a  speculator;  and  vvhile  the  one 
mania  was  ncarly  as  responsible  for  his  pecuniary  troubles 
and  his  need  to  overwork  himself  as  the  other,  it  certainly 
gave  him  more  constant  and  more  comparatively  harmlcss 
satisfactions.  His  connoisseurship  has,  of  course,  been 
questioned — one  connoisseur  avouM  bc  nothing  if  he  did  not 
question  the  compétence  of  another,  if  not  of  ail  others.  It 
seems  certain  that  Balzac  frequcntly  bought  things  for  what 
they  were  not;  and  probable  that  his  own  acquisitions  went, 
in  his  own  ej^cs,  through  that  succession  of  stages  which 
Charles  Lamb  (a  sort  of  Cousin  Pons  in  his  way  too)  de- 
scribed  inimitably.  His  pictures,  like  John  Lamb's,  were 
apt  to  bcgin  as  Raphaels,  and  end  as  Carlo  Marattis.  Balzac 
too,  like  Pons,  was  even  more  addicted  to  hric-à-hrac  than  to 
art  proper;  and  after  many  vicissitudes,  he  and  Madame 
Hanska  seem  to  hâve  succeeded  in  getting  together  a  very 
considérable,  if  also  a  very  miscellaneous  and  unequal,  col- 
lection in  the  house  in  the  Eue  du  Paradis,  the  contents  of 
which  were  disperscd  in  part  (though,  I  believe,  the 
Eothschild  who  bought  it,  bought  most  of  them  too)  not 
many  years  ago.  Pons,  indeed,  was  too  poor,  and  probably 
too  queer,  to  indulge  in  one  fancy  which  Balzac  had,  and 
which,  I  think,  ail  collectors  of  the  nobler  and  more  poetic 
class  hâve,  though  this  number  may  not  be  large.  Balzac 
liked  to  hâve  new  beautiful  things  as  well  as  old — to  hâve 
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beautiful  tliings  made  for  him.  He  was  an  unwearied  cus- 
tomer,  though  not  an  uncomplaining  one,  of  the  great  jeweler 
Froment  Meurice,  whose  tardiness  in  earrying  out  his  behests 
he  pathetically  upbraids  in  more  than  one  extant  letter. 

Therefore,  Balzac  "did  more  than  sympathize,  he  felt" — 
as  it  has  been  well  put — with  Pons  in  the  iric-à-hrac  matter  ; 
and  it  would  appear  that  he  did  so  likewise  in  that  of  music, 
though  we  hâve  rather  less  direct  évidence.  This  other  sym- 
pathy  has  resulted  in  the  addition  to  Pons  himself  of  the 
figure  of  Schmucke,  a  minor  and  more  parochial  figure,  but 
good  in  itself,  and  very  much  appreciated,  I  believe,  by  fellow 
méloma7ies. 

It  is  with  even  more  than  his  usual  art  that  Balzac  has  sur- 
rounded  thèse  two  originals — thèse  "humorists,"  as  our  own 
ancestors  would  hâve  called  them — with  figures  much,  very 
much,  more  of  the  ordinary  world  than  themselves.  The 
grasping  worldliness  of  the  parvenu  family  of  Camusot  in 
one  degree,  and  the  greed  of  the  portress.  Madame  Cibot, 
on  the  other,  are  admirably  represented;  the  latter,  in  par- 
ticular,  must  always  liold  a  very  high  place  among  Balzac's 
greatest  successes.  She  is,  indeed,  a  sort  of  companion  sketch 
to  Cousine  Bette  herself  in  a  still  lower  rank  of  life,  repre- 
senting  the  diabolical  in  woman;  and  perhaps  we  should  not 
wrong  the  author's  intentions  if  we  suspected  that  Diane  de 
Maufrigneuse  has  some  claims  to  make  up  the  trio  in  a 
sphère  even  more  above  Lisbeth's  than  Lisbeth's  is  above 
Madame  Cibot's  own. 

Différent  opinions  hâve  been  held  of  the  actual  "bric-à- 
bracery"  of  this  pièce — that  is  to  say,  not  of  Balzac's  compé- 
tence in  the  matter,  but  of  the  artistic  value  of  his  introduc- 
tion of  it.     Perhaps  his  enthusiasm  does  a  little  run  away 
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with  him;  pcrhnps  he  ^ivcs  us  n  lifUc  Ion  niucli  of  ii,  and 
avails  liinisolf  too  frcoly  of  thc  liconso,  at  loast  of  tlio  tcnipta- 
tion,  to  iligress  wliich  \ho  introduction  of  such  pcrsons  as 
Élio  Mapis  atTords.  And  it  is  also  opon  to  any  one  to  say 
tliat.  tho  cliniax,  or  whal  is  in  <MToct  tho  cliniax,  is  introduccd 
somcwhat  too  soon;  tliat  tlie  strugglo,  flrst  ovcr  tho  body  ;ind 
thon  ovi'r  tho  propcrty  of  Patroclus-Pons,  is  inordinatdy 
spun  ont,  and  that,  cvon  granting  th(>  aulhor's  mania,  he 
niight  havo  utilizod  it  botter  by  giving  us  niorc  of  tlie  liarin- 
less  and  ill-trcated  cousin's  happy  hunts,  and  less  of  thc  dis- 
putes ovcr  his  accumuhited  quarry.  This,  howcver,  means 
siniply  (ht'  ohl,  and  generally  ratluM-  impertinent,  suggestion 
to  thc  artist  that  he  shall  do  with  his  art  something  différent 
froni  that  which  he  has  hinisclf  chosen  to  do.  It  is,  or  should 
be,  sulBcient  that  Le  Cousin  Pons  is  a  vcry  agreeable  book, 
more  pathetic,  if  less  "grim}'^,"  than  its  companion,  full  of  its 
author's  idiosyncrasy,  and  characteristic  of  his  genius.  It  may 
not  hc  uninteresting  to  add  that  Le  Cousin  Pons  was  origi- 
nally  called  Les  Dcnx  Musiciens,  or  Le  Parasite,  and  that  the 
change,  wliich  is  a  great  improvement,  was  due  to  the  in- 
stances of  Madame  Hanska. 

(For  bibliography,  see  the  Préface  to  La  Cousine  Bette.) 

G.  S. 
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TowARDS  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  one  October  day 
in  the  year  1844,  a  man  of  sixty  or  thereabouts,  whom  any- 
body  might  bave  credited  with  more  than  his  aetual  âge,  was 
walking  along  the  Boulevard  des  Italiens  with  his  head  bent 
down,  as  if  he  were  tracking  some  one.  There  was  a  smug 
expression  aboiit  the  mouth — he  looked  like  a  merchant  who 
bas  just  done  a  good  stroke  of  business,  or  a  bachelor  emerg- 
ing  from  a  boudoir  in  the  best  of  humors  with  himself  ;  and 
in  Paris  this  is  the  highest  degree  of  self-satisfaction  ever 
registered  by  a  human  countenance. 

As  soon  as  the  elderly  person  appeared  in  the  distance,  a 
smile  broke  out  over  the  faces  of  the  frequenters  of  the 
boulevard,  who  daily,  from  their  chairs,  watch  the  passers- 
by,  and  indulge  in  the  agreeable  pastime  of  analyzing  them. 
That  smile  is  peculiar  to  Parisians  ;  it  says  so  many  things — 
ironical,  quizzical,  pitjdng;  but  nothing  save  the  rarest  of 
human  curiosities  can  summon  that  look  of  interest  to  the 
faces  of  Parisians,  sated  as  they  are  with  every  possible  sight. 

A  saying  recorded  of  Hyacinthe,  an  actor  celebrated  for 
his  repartees,  will  explain  the  arehseological  value  of  the  old 
gentleman,  and  the  smile  repeated  like  an  écho  by  ail  eyes. 
Somebody  once  asked  Hyacinthe  where  the  bats  were  made 
that  set  the  house  in  a  roar  as  soon  as  he  appeared.  "I  don't 
bave  them  made,"  he  said  ;  "I  keep  them  !"  So  also  among 
the  million  actors  who  make  up  the  great  troupe  of  Paris, 
there  are  unconscious  Hyacinthes  who  "keep"  ail  the  ab- 
surd  freaks  of  vanished  fashions  upon  their  backs;  and  the 
apparition  of  some  bygone  décade  will  startle  you  into  laugh- 
ter  as  you  walk  the  streets  in  bitterness  of  soûl  over  the  trea- 
Bon  of  one  who  was  your  f  riend  in  the  past. 

(1) 
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In  sonie  rospocts  the  pnssor-bv  iulhored  so  faithfully  to  the 
fashions  of  the  yonr  1S0(»,  that  lie  was  not  so  miicli  a  burlesque 
caricntun»  as  a  rcjiroiîuctioii  of  Ihc  I'^.iujmiv  jiorioil.  To  an 
observer,  aceiiraey  of  détail  in  a  revival  of  tliis  sort  is  ex- 
tremely  valuable,  but  aecuraey  of  détail,  to  be  properly  ap- 
preeiated,  denuinds  the  critical  attention  of  an  expert  flâneur; 
wbile  the  man  in  tlie  street  who  raises  a  laugh  as  soon  as  he 
cornes  in  sif^ht  is  bound  to  be  one  of  those  outrageous  exhibi- 
tions whieh  stare  you  in  the  face,  as  the  saying  goes,  and 
jiroiluee  the  kind  of  cfTect  whicli  an  actor  tries  to  securo  for 
the  sueeess  of  his  ontry.  The  eldcrly  person,  a  thin,  sparc 
juan,  wore  a  nnt-brown  spencer  ovcr  a  coat  of  uncertaiii 
green,  with  white  métal  buttons,  A  man  in  a  spencer  in  the 
year  1844!  it  was  as  if  Napoléon  himself  had  vouchsafcd  to 
coine  to  life  again  for  a  couple  of  hours. 

The  spcncin",  as  its  naine  indicatos,  was  the  inv(>ution  of 
nu  Knglish  lord,  vain,  doul)t1ess,  of  his  handsome  shape. 
Some  tirae  before  the  Peace  of  Amiens,  this  nobleman  solved 
the  problem  of  covering  the  bust  without  destroying  the  out- 
lines  of  the  figure  and  encumbering  the  person  with  the 
hidcous  boxcoat,  now  finishing  its  career  on  the  backs  of  aged 
haekncy  cabuicn  ;  but,  élégant  figures  being  in  the  minority, 
the  success  of  the  spencer  was  short-lived  in  France,  English 
though  it  was. 

At  sight  of  the  spencer,  men  of  forty  or  fîfty  mentally  in- 
vested  the  wearer  with  top-boots,  pistachio-colorod  kerseymere 
sraall  clothes  adorned  with  a  knot  of  ribbon  ;  and  beheld 
themselves  in  the  costumes  of  their  youth.  Elderly  ladies 
thought  of  former  conquests  but  the  younger  men  were  ask- 
ing  each  other  why  the  aged  Alcibiades  had  eut  olï  the  skirts 
of  his  overcoat.  The  rest  of  the  costume  was  so  much  in 
keeping  with  the  spencer,  that  }'ou  would  not  hâve  hesitated 
to  call  the  woarer  "an  Empire  man."  just  as  you  call  a  cer- 
tain kind  of  furniture  "Empire  furniture;"  yet  the  new- 
comer  only  symbolized  the  Empire  for  those  who  had  known 
that  great  and  magnificent  epoch  at  any  rate  de  visu,  for  a 
certain  aecuraey  of  memory  was  needed  for  the  full  apprécia- 
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tion  of  the  costume,  and  even  now  the  Empire  is  so  far  away 
that  not  every  one  of  us  can  picture  it  in  its  Gallo-Grecian 
reality. 

The  stranger's  hat,  for  instance,  tipped  to  the  back  of  his 
head  so  as  to  leave  almost  the  whole  forehead  bare,  recalled 
a  certain  jaunty  air,  with  which  civilians  and  ofïicials  at- 
tempted  to  swagger  it  with  military  men;  but  the  hat  itself 
was  a  shocking  spécimen  of  the  fifteen-franc  variety.  Con- 
stant friction  with  a  pair  of  enormous  ears  had  left  marks 
which  no  brush  could  efface  f rom  the  underside  of  the  brim  ; 
the  silk  tissue  (as  usual)  titted  badly  over  the  cardboard 
foundation,  and  hung  in  wrinkles  hère  and  there;  and  some 
skin-disease  (apparently)  had  attacked  the  nap  in  spite  of 
the  hand  which  rubbed  it  down  of  a  morning. 

Beneath  the  hat,  which  seemed  ready  to  drop  off  at  any 
moment,  lay  an  expanse  of  countenance  grotesque  and  droll, 
as  the  faces  which  the  Chinese  alone  of  ail  people  can  im- 
agine for  their  quaint  curiosities.  The  broad  visage  was  as 
full  of  holes  as  a  colander,  honeycombed  with  the  shadows  of 
the  dints,  hollowed  out  like  a  Eoman  mask.  It  set  ail  the  laws 
of  anatomy  at  défiance.  Close  inspection  failed  to  detect  the 
substructure.  Where  you  expected  to  find  a  bone,  you  dis- 
covered  a  layer  of  cartilaginous  tissue,  and  the  hollows  of  an 
ordinary  human  face  were  hère  filled  out  with  flabby  bosses. 
A  pair  of  gray  eyes,  red-rimmed  and  lashless,  looked  forlornly 
out  of  a  countenance  which  was  flattened  something  after  the 
fashion  of  a  pumpkin,  and  surmounted  by  a  Don  Quixote 
nose  that  rose  out  of  it  like  a  monolith  above  a  plain.  It  was 
the  kind  of  nose,  as  Cervantes  must  surely  bave  explained 
somewhere,  which  dénotes  an  inborn  enthusiasm  for  ail  things 
great,  a  tendency  which  is  apt  to  degenerate  into  credulity. 

And  yet,  though  the  man's  ugliness  was  something  almost 
ludîcrous,  it  aroused  not  the  slightest  inclination  to  laugh. 
The  exceeding  melancholy  which  found  an  outlet  in  the  poor 
man's  faded  eves  reached  the  mocker  himself  and  froze  the 
gibes  on  his  lips;  for  ail  at  once  the  thought  arose  that  this 
was  a  hùman  créature  to  whom  Nature  had  forbidden  any 
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expression  of  love  or  ((Mulerness,  sinoe  siu  li  (^xjiression  could 
only  lu'  paiiifiil  or  ridiculoiis  lo  tlic  woinan  ho  lovcd.  In 
the  présence  of  such  niisfortiiiu'  n  l'^renelinian  is  silent;  to 
liim  it  seenis  the  most  cnicl  of  ail  alUictions — to  be  unable  to 
please  ! 

The  nian  so  ill-favoroil  was  dresscd  aftcr  the  fasliion  of 
shabby  gentility,  a  fashion  which  the  ricii  not  st'ldom  try 
to  copy.  lit'  won-  low  shoes  beneath  gaiters  of  the  pattern 
worn  by  the  Impérial  (îuard,  doubtloss  for  the  sake  of  econ- 
omy,  because  they  kept  the  socks  clean.  The  rusty  tinge 
of  lus  black  breec'hes,  like  tlie  eut  and  the  white  or  shiny  line 
of  the  creases,  assigned  the  date  of  the  purchase  some  three 
years  baek.  The  roomy  garnients  failed  to  disguise  the  lean 
proportions  of  the  wearer,  due  apparently  rather  to  consti- 
tution than  to  a  Pythagorean  regimen,  for  the  worthy  nian 
was  endowed  with  thick  lips  and  a  sensual  mouth;  and  when 
he  sniilcd,  displayed  a  set  of  white  teeth  which  would  hâve 
donc  crédit  to  a  shark. 

A  shawl-waistcoat,  likewise  of  black  cloth,  was  supple- 
mented  by  a  white  under-waistcoat,  and  yet  again  beneath 
this  gleamed  the  edge  of  a  red  knitted  under-jacket,  to  put 
you  in  mind  of  Garat's  five  waistcoats.  A  huge  white  muslin 
stock  with  a  conspicuous  bow,  invented  by  some  exquisite 
to  charm  "the  charming  sex"  in  1809,  projected  so  far  above 
its  wearer's  chin  that  the  lower  part  of  his  face  was  lost,  as 
it  were,  in  a  muslin  abyss.  A  silk  watch-guard,  plaited  to 
resemble  the  keepsakes  made  of  hair,  meandered  down  his 
shirt  front  and  secured  hi,s  watch  from  improbable  theft. 
The  greenish  coat,  though  older  by  some  three  years  than 
the  breeches,  was  remarkably  neat;  the  black  velvet  collar 
and  shining  métal  buttons,  recently  renewed,  told  of  careful- 
ness  which  descended  even  to  trifles. 

The  particular  manner  of  fixing  the  hat  on  the  occiput, 
the  triple  waistcoat,  the  vast  cravat  engulfing  the  chin,  the 
gaiters,  the  métal  buttons  on  the  greenish  coat, — ail  thèse 
réminiscences  of  Impérial  fashions  were  blended  with  a  sort 
of  afterwaft  and  lingering  perfume  of  the  coquetry  of  the 
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Incroyable — with  an  indescribable  finical  something  in  the 
folds  of  the  garments,  a  certain  air  of  stiffness  and  correctness 
in  the  demeanor  that  smacked  of  the  school  of  David,  that 
recalled  Jacob's  spindle-legged  furniture. 

At  tîrst  sight,  moreover,  you  set  him  down  either  for  the 
gentleman  by  birth  fallen  a  victim  to  some  degrading  habit, 
or  for  the  man  of  small  independent  means  whose  expenses 
are  calciilated  to  such  a  nicety  that  the  breakage  of  a  window- 
pane,  a  rent  in  a  coat,  or  a  visit  from  the  philanthropie  pest 
who  asks  you  for  subscriptions  to  a  charity,  absorbs  the  whole 
of  a  month's  little  siirplus  of  pocket-money.  If  you  had  seen 
him  that  afternoon,  you  would  hâve  wondered  how  that  gro- 
tesque face  came  to  be  lighted  up  with  a  smile  ;  usually,  surely, 
it  must  hâve  worn  the  dispirited,  passive  look  of  the  obscure 
toiler  condemned  to  labor  without  ceasing  for  the  barest  neces- 
saries  of  life.  Yet  when  you  noticed  that  the  odd-looking 
old  man  was  carrying  some  object  (evidently  precious)  in  his 
right  hand  with  a  mother's  care  ;  concealing  it  under  the  skirts 
of  his  coat  to  keep  it  from  collisions  in  the  crowd,  and  still 
more,  when  you  remarked  that  important  air  always  assumed 
by  an  idler  when  intrusted  with  a  commission,  you  would 
hâve  suspected  him  of  recovering  some  pièce  of  lost  property, 
some  modem  équivalent  of  the  marquise's  poodle  ;  you  would 
hâve  recognized  the  assiduous  gallantry  of  the  "man  of  the 
Empire"  returning  in  triumph  from  his  mission  to  some 
charming  woman  of  sixty,  reluctant  as  yet  to  dispense  with 
the  d'aily  visit  of  her  elderly  attentif.  " 

In  Paris  only  among  great  cities  will  you  see  such  spectacles 
as  this;  for  of  her  boulevards  Paris  makes  a  stage  where  a 
never-ending  drama  is  played  gratuitously  by  the  French  na- 
tion in  the  interests  of  Art. 

In  spite  of  the  rashly  assumed  spencer,  you  would  scarcely 
bave  thought,  after  a  glance  at  the  contours  of  the  man*s 
bony  frame,  that  this  was  an  artist — that  conventional  type 
which  is  privileged,  in  something  the  same  way  as  a  Paris 
gamin,  to  represent  riotous  living  to  the  bourgeois  and  philis- 
tine  mind,  the  most  mirific  joviality,  in  short  (to  use  the  old 
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Kalu'liiisian  word  lunvly  takcii  iu\o  \\ii{') .  Yi't.  [hh  cldorly 
pcrsoii  had  oiuv  takcii  tlu'  inciial  aiul  llic  travclinj];  scliolar- 
ship;  lu*  hatl  t'oinixiscil  Ihc  lirst  cantata  crownctl  bv  the  In- 
stitut at  tlic  timc  of  tlic  ri>-ostablishnioni  of  tlu»  Académie  de 
Hdiiu' ;  hc  was  M.  Sylvjuii  l*ons,  in  faet — M.  Sylvain  Pons, 
whoso  nanie  ai)i)('ars  on  tlu>  envers  of  well-known  sentimental 
sont^s  trilled  hy  onr  mothers,  to  say  nothini;  of  a  eon])le  of 
iiporas,  played  in  IHIT)  and  IHK!,  and  divei-s  un])ublished 
scores.  The  worthy  soûl  was  now  endintï  his  days  as  the  eon- 
duetor  of  an  orchestra  in  a  boulevard  théâtre,  and  a  nuisic 
nuister  in  several  young  ladies'  boarding-schools,  a  post  for 
whieh  his  face  pariieularly  recommended  him.  He  was  en- 
tirely  dépendent  upon  his  carnings.  Running  about  to  give 
private  lessons  at  his  âge! — Think  of  il.  llow  niany  a  mys- 
tery  lies  in  that  unromantie  situation  ! 

But  the  last  man  to  wear  the  spencer  carried  something 
else  about  him  besidcs  his  Empire  associations;  a  warn- 
ing  and  a  lesson  was  writtcn  large  over  that  triple  waistcoat. 
Wherever  he  went,  he  exhibited,  without  fee  or  charge,  one 
of  the  many  victims  of  the  fatal  System  of  compétition  which 
still  prevails  in  France  in  spite  of  a  century  of  trial  without 
resuit;  for  Poisson  de  Marigny,  brother  of  the  Pompadour 
and  Director  of  Fine  Arts,  somewhere  ahout  1746  invcnted 
this  method  of  applying  pressure  to  the  brain.  That  was  a 
hundred  years  ago.  Try  if  you  can  count  upon  your  fingers 
the  men  of  genius  among  the  prizemen  of  those  hundred 
3'ears. 

In  the  first  place,  no  deliberate  effort  of  schoolmaster  or 
adminîstrator  can  replace  the  miracles  of  chance  which  pro- 
duce great  men  :  of  ail  the  mysteries  of  génération,  this  most 
défies  the  ambitious  modem  seientifîc  investigator.  In  the 
second — the  ancient  Egyptians  (we  are  told)  invented  in- 
cubator-stoves  for  hatching  eggs;  what  would  be  thought  of 
Egyptians  who  should  neglect  to  fill  the  beaks  of  the  callow 
fledglings?  Yet  this  is  precisely  what  France  is  doing.  She 
does  her  utmost  to  produce  artists  by  the  artificial  beat  of 
compétitive  examination;  but,  the  sculptor,  painter,  engraver. 
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or  musician  once  turned  eut  by  this  mechanical  process,  she 
no  more  troubles  herself  about  them  and  their  fate  than  the 
dandy  cares  for  yesterdays'  flower  in  his  biittonhole.  x\nd 
so  it  happens  that  the  really  great  man  is  a  Greuze,  a  Wat- 
teau,  a  Félicien  David,  a  Pagnesi,  a  Géricault,  a  Decamps,  an 
Auber,  a  David  d'Angers,  an  Eugène  Delacroix,  or  a  Meis- 
sonier — artists  who  take  but  little  heed  of  grands  prix,  and 
spring  up  in  the  open  field  under  the  rays  of  that  invisible  sun 
called  Vocation. 

To  résume.  The  Government  sent  Sylvain  Pons  to  Eome 
to  make  a  great  musician  of  himself;  and  in  Eome  Sylvain 
Pons  acquired  a  taste  for  the  antique  and  works  of  art.  He 
became  an  admirable  judge  of  those  masterpieces  of  the  brain 
and  hand  which  are  summed  up  by  the  useful  neologism  "bric- 
à-brac;"'  and  when  the  child  of  Euterpe  returned  to  Paris 
somewhere  about  the  year  1810,  it  was  in  the  charaeter  of  a 
rabid  collector,  loaded  with  pictures,  statuettes,  frames, 
wood-earving,  ivories,  enamels,  poreelains,  and  the  like.  He 
had  sunk  the  greater  part  of  his  patrimony,  not  so  much  in 
the  purchases  themselves  as  on  the  expenses  of  transit;  and 
every  penny  inherited  from  his  mother  had  been  spent  in 
the  course  of  a  three-years'  travel  in  Italy  after  the  résidence 
in  Eome  came  to  an  end.  He  had  seen  Venice,  Milan,  Flor- 
ence, Bologna,  and  Xaples  léisurely,  as  he  wished  to  see  them, 
as  a  dreamer  of  dreams,  and  a  philosopher;  careless  of  the 
future,  for  an  artist  looks  to  his  talent  for  support  as  the  fille 
de  joie  counts  upon  her  beauty. 

Ail  through  those  splendid  years  of  travel  Pons  was  as 
happy  as  was  possible  to  a  man  with  a  great  soûl,  a  sensitive 
nature,  and  a  face  so  ugly  that  any  "success  with  the  fair" 
(to  use  the  stereotyped  formula  of  1809)  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion ;  the  realities  of  lif e  always  f ell  short  of  the  ideals  which 
Pons  created  for  himself;  the  world  without  was  not  in  tune 
with  the  soûl  within,  but  Pons  had  made  up  his  mind  to 
the  dissonance.  Doubtless  the  sensé  of  beauty  that  he  had 
kept  pure  and  living  in  his  inmost  soûl  was  the  spring  from 
which  the  délicate,  graceful,  and  ingénions  music  flowed  and 
won  him  réputation  between  1810  and  1814. 
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Every  rcputation  foiiiuli'il  u[)i)n  Ihc  fashion  or  tlir  fancy  of 
tho  hour,  or  upon  llu'  sluirt-livi'd  follios  of  l*aris,  producoa  ita 
Tons.  No  place  in  thr  uorkl  is  so  iiu'xorablo  in  great  things; 
no  city  of  tho  globe  so  liisilainfully  iiululgciit  in  small.  l'ons' 
notes  were  tlrowned  before  long  in  lloods  of  (îernian  harinony 
and  tlie  niiisie  of  Kossini  ;  and  if  in  IS'J  l  lie  was  known  as  an 
agreeable  nuisioian,  a  composer  of  varions  drawing-rooin 
mélodies,  judge  if  he  was  likely  to  l)e  famous  in  1S31!  In 
1844,  tbe  year  in  wbich  the  single  drania  of  bis  obscure  life 
began,  Sylvain  Pons  was  of  no  more  value  thau  an  antedi- 
luvian  scmiquaver;  dealers  in  music  bad  nevcr  beard  of  bis 
uame,  tbougli  lie  was  still  composing,  on  scauty  pay,  for  bis 
own  orchestra  or  for  neighboring  théâtres. 

And  yet,  the  worthy  man  did  justice  to  the  great  masters  of 
our  day;  a  masterpiece  fiuely  rendered  brought  tears  to  bis 
eyes  ;  but  bis  religion  never  bordered  on  mania,  as  in  the  case 
of  Hoffmann's  Kreislers;  he  kept  his  enthusiasm  to  himself  ; 
liis  deligbt,  like  the  paradise  reachcd  by  opium  or  hashish, 
lay  within  bis  own  soûl. 

The  gift  of  admiration,  of  compréhension,  the  single  faculty 
by  which  the  ordinary  man  becomes  the  brother  of  the  poet, 
is  rare  in  the  city  of  Paris,  that  inn  wbither  ail  ideas,  like 
travelers,  come  to  stay  for  awhile;  so  rare  is  it,  that  Pons 
surely  deserves  our  respectful  esteem.  His  personal  failure 
may  seem  anomalous,  but  he  frankly  admitted  that  he  was 
weak  in  barmony.  He  had  negleeted  the  study  of  counter- 
point  ;  there  was  a  time  when  he  might  bave  begun  his  studies 
afresh  and  held  his  own  among  modem  composers,  when  he 
might  bave  been,  not  certainly  a  Rossini,  but  a  Hérold.  But 
he  was  alarmed  by  the  intricacies  of  modem  orchestration; 
and  at  length,  in  the  pleasures  of  collecting,  he  found  such 
ever-renewed  compensation  for  his  failure,  that  if  he  bad  been 
made  to  ehoose  between  his  curiosities  and  the  famé  of  Ros- 
sini— will  it  be  believed? — Pons  would  bave  pronounced  for 
his  beloved  collection, 

Pons  was  of  the  opinion  of  Chenavard,  the  print-collector, 
who  laid  it  down  as  an  axiom — that  you  only  fully  enjoy  the 
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pieasure  of  looking  at  your  Ruysdael,  Hobbema,  Holbein, 
Raphaël,  Murillo,  Greuze,  Sébastian  del  Piombo,  Giorgione, 
Albrecht  Diirer,  or  what  not,  when  you  bave  paid  less  than 
sixty  francs  for  your  picture,  Pons  never  gave  more  than  a 
hundred  francs  for  any  purchase.  If  he  laid  ont  as  much  as 
fifty  francs,  he  was  careful  to  assure  himself  beforehand  that 
the  object  was  wortli  three  thousand.  The  most  beautiful 
thing  in  the  world,  if  it  cost  three  hundred  francs,  did  not 
exist  for  Pons.  Rare  had  been  bis  bargains  ;  but  he  possessed 
the  three  qualifications  for  success — a  stag's  legs,  an  idler's 
disregard  of  time,  and  the  patience  of  a  Jew. 

This  System,  carried  out  for  forty  years,  in  Rome  or  Paris 
alike,  had  borne  its  fruits.  Since  Pons  returned  from  Italy, 
be  had  regularly  spent  about  two  thousand  francs  a  year 
upon  a  collection  of  masterpieces  of  every  sort  and  descrip- 
tion, a  collection  hidden  away  from  ail  eyes  but  his  own  ;  and 
now  his  catalogue  had  reached  the  incredible  number  of  1907. 
Wandering  about  Paris  between  1811  and  1816,  be  had  picked 
up  many  a  treasure  for  ten  francs,  which  would  fetch  a  thou- 
sand or  twelve  hundred  to-day.  Some  forty-five  thousand 
canvases  change  hands  annually  in  Paris  picture  sales,  and 
thèse  Pons  had  sifted  through  year  by  year.  Pons  had  Sèvres 
porcelain,  pâte  tendre,  bought  of  Auvergnats,  those  satellites 
of  the  Black  Band  who  sacked  châteaux  and  carried  off  the 
marvels  of  Pompadour  France  in  their  tumbril  carts  ;  he  had, 
in  fact,  collected  the  drifted  wreck  of  the  seventeenth  and 
eighteenth  centuries  ;  he  recognized  the  genius  of  the  French 
school,  and  discerned  the  merit  of  the  Lepautres  and  Laval- 
lée-Poussins  and  the  rest  of  the  great  obscure  creators  of  the 
Genre  Louis  Quinze  and  the  Genre  Louis  Seize.  Our  modem 
craftsmen  now  draw  without  acknowledgment  from  them, 
pore  ineessantly  over  the  treasures  of  the  Cabinet  des  Es- 
tampes, borrow  adroitly,  and  give  out  their  pastiches  for  new 
inventions.  Pons  had  obtained  many  a  pièce  by  exchange, 
and  therein  lies  the  ineffable  joy  of  the  collector.  The  joy 
of  buying  bric-à-brac  is  a  secondary  delight  ;  in  the  give-and- 
take  of  barter  lies  the  joy  of  joys.     Pons  had  begun  by  col- 
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lectinir  snufT-boxos  and  iiuniatiiros  ;  his  nnmo  wns  iinknowii 
in  l)ric-à-l)riUH)l(><,^_v.  l'or  lie  scldoiii  sliowi'd  liinisi'lf  in  salus- 
rooms  or  in  the  sliops  of  wt'U-known  dealers;  Pons  was  uot 
aware  ihat  his  treasiiros  liad  any  coniinercial  value. 

Tlu'  latc  lamenli'd  Dusoniini'rard  triod  lus  bost  to  gain 
Pons'  conlidi'nci',  but  tbo  prince  of  bric-A-brac  dicd  bcfore  he 
could  <;ain  an  cntraïu'c  to  tlie  P(»ns  niuscuin,  the  onc  privato 
eolloction  whieli  could  compare  with  the  fauu)us  Sauvagoot 
muséum.  Pons  aiuî  M.  Sauvageot  indeed  resonibled  each 
othcr  in  more  ways  than  one.  M.  Sauvageot,  like  i^ons,  was 
a  musician;  he  was  likewise  a  comjjaratively  poor  man,  and 
he  had  collected  his  bric-à-brac  in  nuuh  the  same  way,  with 
the  same  love  of  art,  the  same  hatred  of  rich  capitalists  with 
well-known  nanies  who  collect  for  tiie  sake  of  running  up 
priées  as  cleverly  as  possible.  There  was  yet  another  point 
of  resemblance  between  the  pair:  Pons,  like  his  rival  com- 
petitor  and  antagonist.  felt  in  his  heart  an  insatiable  crav- 
ing  after  spécimens  of  the  craftsman's  skill  and  miracles  of 
workmanship;  he  loved  them  as  a  man  might  love  a  fair  niis- 
tress;  an  auction  in  the  salerooms  in  the  Rue  des  .Teimeura, 
with  its  aecompaniments  of  hammer  strokes  and  brokers'  men, 
was  a  crime  of  Use-hric-à-hrac  in  Pons'  eyes.  Pons'  muséum 
was  for  his  own  delight  at  every  hour;  for  the  soûl  created  to 
know  and  feel  ail  the  beauty  of  a  masterpiece  has  this  in 
comnion  with  the  lover — to-day's  joy  is  as  great  as  the  joy  of 
yesterday;  possession  never  palis;  and  a  masterpiece,  happily, 
never  grows  old.  So  the  object  that  he  held  in  his  hand  with 
such  fatherly  care  could  only  be  a  "fînd,"  carried  off  with 
what  affection  amateurs  alone  know  ! 

After  the  first  outlines  of  this  biographical  sketch,  every 
one  will  cry  at  once,  "Why  !  this  is  the  happiest  man  on  oarth, 
in  spite  of  his  ugliness  !"  And,  in  truth,  no  spleen,  no  dull- 
ness  can  resist  the  counter-irritant  supplied  by  a  "craze,"  the 
intellectual  moxa  of  a  hobby.  You  who  can  no  longer  drink 
of  "the  cup  of  pleasure,"  as  it  has  been  called  through  ail 
âges,  try  to  collect  something.  no  matter  what  (people  hâve 
been  known  to  collect  placards),  so  shall  you  receive  the  small 
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change  for  thc  gold  ingot  of  happiness.  Hâve  you  a  hobby? 
You  hâve  transferred  pleasuro  to  the  plane  of  ideas.  And  yet, 
you  necd  not  envy  the  worthy  Pons;  such  envy,  like  ail  kin- 
dred  sentiments,  would  be  founded  iipon  a  misapprehension. 

With  a  nature  so  sensitivc,  with  a  soûl  that  lived  by  tireless 
admiration  of  the  nuignifieent  achievements  of  art,  of  the 
higli  rivalry  betwcen  human  toil  and  the  work  of  Nature — 
Pons  Avas  a  slave  to  that  onc  of  the  Seven  Deadly  Sins  with 
which  God  surely  will  deal  least  hardly;  Pons  was  a  glutton. 
A  narrow  inconie,  combined  with  a  passion  for  bric-à-brac, 
condemned  him  to  a  regimen  so  abhorrent  to  a  discriminat- 
ing  palate,  that,  bachelor  as  he  was,  he  had  eut  the  knot  of  the 
problem  by  dining  out  every  day. 

Now,  in  the  time  of  the  Empire,  celebrities  were  more 
sought  after  than  at  présent,  perhaps  because  there  were  so 
few  of  them,  perhaps  because  they  made  little  or  no  political 
pretension.  In  those  days,  besides,  you  could  set  up  for  a 
poet,  a  musician,  or  a  painter,  with  so  little  expense.  Pons, 
being  regarded  as  the  probable  rival  of  Nicolo,  Paër,  and  Ber- 
ton,  used  to  receive  so  many  invitations,  that  he  was  forced  to 
keep  a  list  of  engagements,  much  as  barristers  note  down  the 
cases  for  which  they  are  retained.  And  Pons  behaved  like 
an  artist.  He  presented  his  amphitryons  with  copies  of  his 
songs,  he  "obliged"  at  the  pianoforte,  he  brought  them  orders 
for  boxes  at  the  Fcydeau,  his  own  théâtre,  he  organized  con- 
certs, he  was  not  above  taking  the  iîddle  himself  sometimes 
in  a  relation's  house,  and  getting  up  a  little  impromptu  dance. 
In  those  days,  ail  the  handsome  men  in  France  were  away  at 
the  wars  exchanging  sabre-cuts  with  the  handsome  men  of  the 
Coalition.  Pons  was  said  to  be,  not  ugly,  but  "peculiar- 
looking,"  after  the  grand  rule  laid  down  by  Molière  in 
Eliante's  f  amous  couplets  ;  but  if  he  sometimes  heard  himself 
described  as  a  "charming  man"  (after  he  had  done  some  fair 
lady  a  service),  his  good  fortune  went  no  further  than  words. 

It  was  between  the  years  1810  and  1816  that  Pons  con- 
tracted  the  unlucky  habit  of  dining  out  :  he  grew  accustonipd 
to  see  his  hosts  taking  pains  over  the  dinuer,  procuring  the 
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firsl  and  bo<;t  of  rvprvthinfx.  l)rinfîing  ont  thcir  clioicost 
vintapos.  so('in<î  oarofully  to  tlip  dessert,  the  enlToo,  tlie 
liqueurs,  piviiifj  him  nf  Iheir  bosi,  in  short  ;  tho  best,  nioreover, 
of  tbose  tinies  of  llu^  I-'inpire  wbon  Paris  wns  glulted  with 
kinprs  and  quoons  and  prineos,  and  many  a  privato  house  emu- 
lated  royal  splendors. 

People  usod  io  play  at  i\oyalty  tbon  as  thoy  play  nowadays 
at  parlianient,  crcafing  a  whole  host  of  societics  with  prési- 
dents, vice-presidcnts,  secrctaries  and  wliat  not — agricultural 
societies,  industrial  societics,  societics  for  the  promotion  of 
soriculture,  viticulture,  the  growfh  of  fla\,  and  so  forth. 
Some  bave  evcn  gone  so  far  as  to  look  about  them  for  social 
evils  in  ordcr  to  start  a  socicty  to  cure  them. 

But  to  rcturn  to  Pons.  A  stomach  thus  educated  is  sure 
to  react  upon  the  owners  moral  fibre;  the  démoralisation  of 
the  man  varies  directly  with  his  progress  in  culinary  sapience. 
Voluptuousness,  lurking  in  ever}'  secret  recess  of  the  heart, 
lays  down  the  law  thorein.  Honor  and  resolution  are  battered 
in  breach.  The  tyranny  of  the  palate  bas  never  been  de- 
scribed  ;  as  a  necessity  of  life  it  escapes  the  criticisra  of  litera- 
ture  ;  yet  no  one  imagines  how  many  hâve  been  niined  by  the 
table.  The  luxury  of  the  table  is  indeed,  in  this  sensé,  the 
courtesan's  one  competitor  in  Paris,  besides  representing  in  a 
mannor  the  crédit  side  in  another  account,  where  she  figures 
as  the  expcnditure. 

With  Pons'  décline  and  fall  as  an  artist  came  his  simul- 
taneous  transformation  from  invited  guest  to  parasite  and 
hanger-on  ;  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  quit  dinners  so  ex- 
cellently  served  for  the  Spartan  broth  of  a  two-franc  ordinary. 
Alas  !  alas  !  a  shudder  ran  through  him  at  the  mere  thought 
of  the  great  sacrifices  which  independence  required  him  to 
make.  He  felt  that  he  was  capable  of  sinking  to  even  lower 
depths  for  the  sake  of  good  living,  if  there  was  no  other  way 
of  enjoying  the  fîrst  and  best  of  evervthing,  of  guzzling  (vul- 
gar  but  expressive  word)  nice  little  dishes  carefully  prepared. 
Pons  lived  like  a  bird,  pilfering  his  meal.  iîying  away  when 
he  had  taken  his  fill,  singing  a  few  notes  by  way  of  return; 
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he  took  a  certain  pleasure  in  the  thought  that  he  lived  at  the 
expense  of  society,  which  asked  of  him — what  but  the  trifling 
toll  of  grimaces  ?  Like  ail  confirmed  bachelors,  who  hold  their 
lodgings  in  horror,  and  live  as  much  as  possible  in  other  peo- 
ple's  houseS;,  Pons  was  accustomed  to  the  formulas  and  facial 
contortions  which  do  duty  for  feeling  in  the  world;  he  used 
compliments  as  small  change;  and  as  far  as  others  were  con- 
cemed,  he  was  satisfied  with  the  labels  they  bore,  and  never 
plunged  a  too-curious  hand  into  the  sack. 

This  not  intolérable  phase  lasted  for  another  ten  years. 
Such  years  !  Pons'  life  was  closing  with  a  rainy  autumn.  Ail 
through  those  years  he  eontrived  to  dine  without  expense  by 
raaking  himself  necessary  in  the  houses  which  he  frequented. 
He  took  the  first  step  in  the  downward  path  by  undertaking 
a  host  of  small  commissions;  many  and  many  a  time  Pons 
ran  on  errands  instead  of  the  porter  or  the  servant  ;  many  a 
purchase  he  made  for  his  entertainers.  He  became  a  kind  of 
harmless,  well-meaning  sTpj,  sent  by  one  family  into  another; 
but  he  gained  no  crédit  with  those  for  whom  he  trudged 
about,  and  so  often  sacrificed  self-respect. 

"Pons  is  a  bachelor,"  said  they;  "he  is  at  a  loss  to  know 
what  to  do  with  his  time  ;  he  is  only  too  glad  to  trot  about  for 
us. — What  else  would  he  do  ?" 

Very  soon  the  cold  which  old  âge  spreads  about  itself  began 
to  set  in;  the  communicable  cold  which  sensibly  lowers  the 
social  température,  especially  if  the  old  man  is  ugly  and  poor. 
Old  and  ugly  and  poor — is  not  this  to  be  thrice  old?  Pons' 
winter  had  begun,  the  winter  which  brings  the  reddened  nose, 
and  frost-nipped  cheeks,  and  the  numbed  fingers,  numb  in 
how  many  ways  ! 

Invitations  very  seldom  came  for  Pons  now.  So  far  from 
seeking  the  society  of  the  parasite,  every  family  accepted  him 
much  as  they  accepted  the  taxes;  they  valued  nothing  that 
Pons  could  do  for  them;  real  services  from  Pons  counted  for 
nought.  The  family  circles  in  which  the  worthy  artist  re- 
volved  had  no  respect  for  art  or  letters;  they  went  down  on 
their  knees  to  practical.  results  ;  they  valued  nothing  but  the 
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foriimo  or  t^ocial  position  lU'quiri'tl  sincc  thc  yoar  1830.  The 
bourgo«isie  is  a f raid  of  intellect  and  gonius,  but  Pons'  spirit 
and  nianner  were  not  hauj-dity  enou<j:h  to  ovcrawe  his  rela- 
tions, and  naturally  he  luul  coiiu-  at  iast  to  be  aceounted  lésa 
thnn  uotliing  with  tluMii,  tlu)ii<j[h  lie  was  not  alto^othor  de- 
spised. 

Ile  liad  sulTered  aeutcly  amcnig  lliem,  but,  liki^  ail  timid 
créatures,  he  kcpt  silence  as  to  bis  pain;  and  so  by  def];ree8 
schooled  himself  to  bide  bis  foclings,  and  learned  to  take 
sancluary  in  bis  inmost  self.  Many  supcrficial  persons  iu- 
tt'rprot  tbis  conduct  by  tbe  short  word  "soliisbness;"  and,  in- 
deed,  tbe  roseniblance  between  tbe  egoist  and  tbe  solitary  hu- 
niau  créature  îs  strong  enougli  to  seem  to  justify  tbe  barsher 
verdict  ;  and  tins  is  especially  true  in  Paris,  where  nobody 
observes  others  closely,  where  ail  tbings  pass  swift  as  waves, 
and  last  as  little  as  a  Miuistry. 

So  Cousin  Pons  was  accused  of  selfîshness  (behind  bis 
back)  ;  and  if  tbe  world  accuses  any  one,  it  usually  finds  him 
guilty  and  condemns  him  into  the  bargain,  Pons  bowed  to 
the  décision.  Do  any  of  us  know  how  such  a  timid  créature 
is  cast  down  by  an  unjust  judgment?  Who  will  ever  paint 
ail  tbat  the  timid  sufïer  ?  This  state  of  things,  now  growing 
daily  worse,  explains  tbe  sad  expression  on  the  poor  old  niu- 
sician's  face;  he  lived  by  capitulations  of  which  he  was 
ashamed.  Every  time  we  sin  against  self-respect  at  the  bid- 
ding  of  the  ruling  passion,  we  rivet  its  hold  upon  us;  the 
more  that  passion  requires  of  us,  the  stronger  it  grows,  every 
sacrifice  increasing,  as  it  were,  the  value  of  a  satisfaction  for 
which  so  much  bas  been  given  up,  till  the  négative  sum-total 
of  renouncements  looms  very  large  in  a  man's  imagination. 
Pons,  for  instance,  after  enduring  the  insolently  patronizing 
looks  of  some  bourgeois,  incased  in  buckram  of  stupidity, 
sipped  his  glass  of  port  or  finished  his  quail  with  bread- 
crumbs,  and  relished  something  of  the  savor  of  revenge  be- 
sides.    "It  is  not  too  dear  at  the  price  !"  he  said  to  himself. 

After  ail,  in  the  e)'es  of  the  moralist,  there  were  exten- 
uating  eircumstances  in  Pons'  case.    Mau  only  lives,  in  fact, 
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by  some  personal  satisfaction.  The  passionless,  perfectly 
righteous  man  is  not  hiiman  ;  he  is  a  monster,  an  angel  want- 
ing  wings.  The  angel  of  Christian  mythology  has  nothing 
but  a  head.  On  earth,  the  righteous  person  is  the  sufficiently 
tiresome  Grandison,  for  whom  the  very  Venus  of  the  Cross- 
roads  is  sexless. 

Setting  aside  one  or  two  commonplace  adventures  in  Italy, 
in  which  probably  the  climate  accounted  for  liis  success,  no 
woman  had  ever  smiled  upon  Pons.  Plenty  of  men  are 
doomed  to  this  fate.  Pons  was  an  abnormal  birth;  the  ehild 
of  parents  well  stricken  in  years,  he  bore  the  stigma  of  his 
untimely  genesis  ;  his  cadaverous  eomplexion  might  hâve  been 
contracted  in  the  flask  of  spirit-of-wine  in  which  science  pré- 
serves some  extraordinary  fœtus.  Artist  though  he  was,  with 
his  tender,  dreamj',  sensitive  soûl,  he  was  forced  to  accept  the 
character  which  belonged  to  his  face;  it  was  hopeless  to  think 
of  love,  and  he  remained  a  bachelor,  not  so  much  of  choice  as 
of  necessity.  Then  Gluttony,  the  sin  of  the  continent  monk, 
beckoned  to  Pons;  he  rushed  upon  temptation,  as  he  had 
thrown  his  whole  soûl  into  the  adoration  of  art  and  the  cuit 
of  music.  Good  cheer  and  bric-à-brac  gave  him  the  small 
change  for  the  love  which  could  spend  itself  in  no  other  way. 
As  for  music,  it  was  his  profession,  and  where  will  you  find 
the  man  who  is  in  love  with  his  means  of  earning  a  liveli- 
hood  ?  For  it  is  with  a  profession  as  with  marriage  :  in  the 
long  length  you  are  sensible  of  nothing  but  the  drawbacks. 

Brillât-Savarin  has  deliberately  set  himself  to  justify  the 
gastronome,  but  perhaps  even  he  has  not  dwelt  sufficiently  on 
the  reality  of  the  pleasures  of  the  table.  The  demands  of  di- 
gestion upon  the  human  economy  produce  an  internai  wrest- 
ling-bout  of  human  forces  which  rivais  the  highest  degree  of 
amorous  pleasure.  The  gastronome  is  conscious  of  an  ex- 
penditure  of  vital  power,  an  expenditure  so  vast  that  the  brain 
is  atrophied  (as  it  were),  that  a  second  brain,  located  in  the 
diaphragm,  may  come  into  play,  and  the  suspension  of  ail  the 
faculties  is  in  itself  a  kind  of  intoxication.  A  boa  constrictor 
gorged  with  an  ox  is  so  stupid  with  excess  that  the  créature  is 
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casily  kilh>(i.  Wliat  inaii,  on  (li(>  wroni,^  si(l(>  of  forly,  is  rash 
onoujjjh  to  wtirk  aftor  diniKM-?  And  rcniark  in  \ho  sanio  con- 
nection, that  ail  groat  nu  r,  liavi>  l)(>('n  niodcratc  caters.  The 
oxhilarating  cfToct  of  ilic  wing  of  a  cliickcn  ui)(ni  invnlids  ro- 
covcring  froni  serions  illnoss,  and  long  conlinod  to  a  stintcd 
and  (^aiH^fully  clioscn  dirt,  lias  hvm  froqnontly  roinarkcd. 
Tlio  sobor  Pons,  wliosc  wholo  onjoynicnt  was  concontratcd  in 
the  exercise  of  his  digostivo  organs,  was  in  the  position  of 
chronic  convalescence;  lie  looked  to  his  dinner  to  givo  liiui  the 
ntmost  degree  of  pleasnrable  sensation,  ntul  hithcrto  lie  liad 
procnred  snch  sensations  daily.  Who  dares  to  bid  farcwell 
to  old  habit  ?  ^îany  a  nian  on  tho  brink  of  snicido  bas  boen 
pluckcd  back  on  the  throshold  of  dcath  by  the  thonght  of  the 
café  where  he  plays  his  nightly  ganie  of  dominoes. 

In  the  year  1835,  chance  avenged  Pons  for  the  indifférence 
of  woniankind  by  finding  biiii  a  prop  for  his  declining  years, 
as  the  saying  goes;  and  he,  who  had  been  old  from  his  cradle, 
found  a  support  in  friendship.  Pons  took  to  himself  the  only 
lifc-partner  permitted  to  him  among  his  kind — an  old  man 
and  a  fellow-musician. 

But  for  La  Fontaine's  fable,  Les  Deux  Amis,  this  sketch 
should  hâve  borne  the  title  of  The  Two  Friands;  but  to  take 
the  name  of  his  divine  story  would  surely  be  a  deed  of  vio- 
lence, a  profanation  from  which  every  truo  man  of  letters 
would  shrink.  The  title  ought  to  be  borne  alone  and  for  over 
by  the  fabulist's  masterpiece,  the  révélation  of  his  soûl,  and 
the  record  of  his  dreams  ;  those  three  words  were  set  once  and 
for  ever  by  the  poet  at  the  head  of  a  page  which  is  his  by 
a  sacred  right  of  ownership  ;  for  it  is  a  shrine  before  which 
ail  générations,  ail  over  the  world,  vdW  kneel  so  long  as  the 
art  of  printing  shall  endure. 

Pons'  friend  gave  lessons  on  the  pianoforte.  They  met 
and  struck  up  an  acquaintance  in  1834,  one  prize  day  at  a 
boarding-school  ;  and  so  congenial  were  their  ways  of  think- 
ing  and  living,  that  Pons  used  to  say  that  he  had  found  his 
friend  too  late  for  his  happiness.  Xever,  perhaps,  did  two 
soûls,  so  much  alike,  find  each  other  in  the  great  océan  of 
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liumanity  wliicli  flowcd  fortli,  in  disoliodicnoo  to  the  will  of 
God,  from  its  source  in  the  Garden  of  Eden.  Before  very  long 
the  two  musieians  could  not  live  without  each  other.  Confi- 
dences were  exchanged,  and  in  a  week's  time  they  were  like 
brothers.  Schmucke  (for  that  was  his  namc)  had  not  bclieved 
that  snch  a  man  as  Pons  existed,  nor  had  Pons  imagined  that 
a  Schmucke  was  possible.  Hère  already  you  hâve  a  sufficient 
description  of  the  good  couple  ;  but  it  is  not  every  mind  that 
takes  kindly  to  the  concise  synthetic  method,  and  a  certain 
amount  of  démonstration  is  necessary  if  the  credulous  are 
to  accept  the  conclusion. 

This  pianist,  like  ail  other  pianists,  was  a  German.     A 
German,  like  the  eminent  Liszt  and  the  great  Mendelssohn, 
and  Steibelt,  and  Dussek,  and  Meyer,  and  Mozart,  and  Dœl- 
her,  and  Thalberg,  and  Dreschok,  and  Hiller,  and  Leopold 
Mayer,  and  Cramer,  and  Zimmerman,  and  Kalkbrenner,  and 
Hertz,  Woërtz,  Karr,  Wolff,  Pixis,  and  Clara  Wieck — and  ail 
Germans,  gcnerally  speaking.    Schmucke  was  a  great  musical 
composer  doomed  to  remain  a  music  master,  so  utterly  did  his 
character  lack  the  audacity  which  a  musical  genius  needs  if 
he  is  to  push  his  way  to  the  front.    A  German's  naïveté  does 
not  invariably  last  him  through  his  life  ;  in  some  cases  it  fails 
after  a  certain  âge  ;  and  even  as  a  cultivator  of  the  soil  brings 
water  from  afar  by  means  of  irrigation  channels,  so,  from  the 
springs  of  his  youth,  does  the  Teuton  draw  the  simplicity 
which  disarms  suspicion — the  perennial  supplies  with  which 
he  fertilizes  his  labors  in  every  field  of  science,  art,  or  com- 
merce.   A  crafty  Frenchman  hère  and  there  will  turn  a  Pa- 
risian  tradesman's  stupidity  to  good  account  in  the  same  way. 
But  Schmucke  had  kept  his  child's  simplicity  much  as  Pons 
continued  to  wear  his  relies  of  the  Empire — ail  unsuspect- 
ingly.    The  true  and  noble-hearted  German  was  at  once  the 
théâtre  and  the  audience,  making  music  within  himself  for 
himself  alone.    In  this  city  of  Paris  he  lived  as  a  nightingale 
lives  among  the  thickets;  and  for  twenty  years  he  sang  on, 
mateless,  till  he  met  with  a  second  self  in  Pons.* 

*See  Une  Fïlle  d'Eve. 
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Im^IIi  l^Mls  aiid  Si'hiuiR'ki'  wcrc  ahuiithmtly  ;^MVi'n,  bot  h  l)V 
hoarl  ami  tlisi^osition,  t(i  (ho  poi-uliarly  (îorman  soiitiiiuMiliility 
wliic'h  shows  itsplf  alikc  in  flnhîliko  ways — in  a  passion  l'or 
flowcrs,  in  tlial  forni  of  nalurc-worship  whieh  jironipts  a 
(Jornian  lo  jilant  his  ^m'^l^'i^-heds  wilh  hi;;  ^hiss  globos  for  tho 
sako  of  soiMnLT  iniiiiaiuro  ]iictnros  of  a  \\vw  whioli  lio  can  ho- 
hold  al>out  him  of  a  iiadiral  sizo;  in  (.h(>  iiupiiriii^  turn  cl" 
rnind  that  sets  a  Icarncd  TcMilon  Irudi^ing  Ihroo  hniidrod  miles 
in  his  gaiters  in  search  of  a  l'iu-i  which  smiles  up  in  his  faeo 
fi-(Mn  a  waysidc  sjiring,  or  lurks  laughing  iindiM*  thc  jcssaniiiic 
leaves  in  the  back-yard  ;  or  (to  take  a  final  instance)  in  tho 
Oerman  cravinç  to  endow  cvery  least  détail  in  création  with 
a  spiritual  significance,  a  craving  which  produccs  sometimes 
the  inexplicable  work  of  a  Jean  Paul  Richter,  sometimes 
IIofTmann's  tipsiness  in  type,  sometimes  the  folios  with  which 
Germany  hcdges  the  simplest  questions  round  about,  lest 
haply  any  fool  should  fall  into  lier  intellectual  excavations; 
and,  indeed,  if  you  fathom  thèse  abysses,  you  fmd  nothing 
but  a  German  at  the  bottom. 

Both  friends  were  Catholics.  They  went  to  Mass  and  per- 
formed  the  duties  of  religion  together;  and,  like  children, 
found  nothing  to  tell  their  confessors.  It  was  their  fîrm  belief 
that  music  is  to  feeling  and  thought  as  thonght  and  feeling 
arc  to  speech  ;  and  of  their  converse  on  this  System  there  was 
no  end.  Each  made  response  to  the  other  in  orgies  of  sound, 
demonstrating  their  convictions,  each  for  each,  like  lovers. 

Schmucke  was  as  absent-minded  as  Pons  was  wide-awake. 
Pons  was  a  collector.  Schmucke  a  dreamer  of  dreams; 
Schmucke  was  a  student  of  beauty  seen  by  the  soûl,  Poris  a 
préserver  of  material  beauty.  Pons  M'ould  catch  sight  of  a 
china  cup  and  buy  it  in  the  time  that  Schmucke  took  to  blow 
his  nose,  wondering  the  while  within  himself  whether  the 
musical  phrase  that  was  ringing  in  his  brain — the  motif  from 
Rossini  or  Bellini  or  Beethoven  or  Mozart — had  its  origin  or 
its  counterpart  in  the  world  of  human  thought  and  émotion. 
Schmucke's  économies  were  controlled  by  an  absent  mind, 
Pons  was  a  spendthrift  through  passion,  and  for  both  the 
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resuit  was  the  same — they  had  not  a  penny  on  Saint  Sylves- 
ter's  day. 

Perhaps  Pons  would  hâve  given  way  under  his  troubles  if 
it  had  not  been  for  this  f riendship  ;  but  life  became  bearable 
when  he  found  some  one  to  whom  he  eould  pour  out  his  heart. 
The  first  time  that  he  breathed  a  word  of  his  diffieulties,  the 
good  German  had  advised  him  to  live  as  he  himself  did,  and 
eat  bread  and  cheese  at  home  sooner  than  dine  abroad  at  such 
a  cost.  Alas  !  Pons  did  not  dare  to  confess  that  heart  and 
stomach  were  at  war  within  him,  that  he  could  digest  affronts 
which  pained  his  heart,  and,  cost  what  it  might,  a  good  dinner 
that  satisfied  his  palate  was  a  necessity  to  him,  even  as  your 
gay  Lothario  must  hâve  a  mistress  to  tease. 

In  time  Sehmucke  understood  :  not  just  at  once,  for  he  was 
too  mueh  of  a  Teuton  to  possess  that  gift  of  swift  perception 
in  which  the  French  rejoice;  Sehmucke  understood  and  loved 
poor  Pons  the  better.  Xothing  so  fortifies  a  friendship  as  a 
belief  on  the  part  of  one  friend  that  he  is  superior  to  the 
other.  An  angel  could  not  hâve  found  a  word  to  sav  to 
Sehmucke  rubbing  his  hand  over  the  discovery  of  the  hold 
that  gluttony  had  gained  over  Pons.  Indeed,  the  good  Ger- 
man adorned  their  breakfast-table  next  morning  with  delica- 
cies  of  which  he  went  in  seareh  himself;  and  every  day  he 
was  careful  to  provide  something  new  for  his  friend,  for  they 
always  breakfasted  together  at  home. 

If  any  one  imagines  that  the  pair  could  escape  ridicule 
in  Paris,  where  nothing  is  respected,  he  cannot  know  that 
city.  When  Sehmucke  and  Pons  united  their  riches  and  pov- 
erty,  they  hit  upon  the  economical  expédient  of  lodging  to- 
gether, each  pa3'ing  half  the  rent  of  the  very  unequally  di- 
vided  second-floor  of  a  house  in  the  Eue  de  Normandie  in  the 
Marais.  And  as  it  often  happened  that  they  left  home  to- 
gether and  walked  side  by  side  along  their  beat  of  boulevard, 
the  idlers  of  the  quarter  dubbed  them  "the  pair  of  nutcrack- 
ers,"  a  niekname  which  makes  any  portrait  of  Sehmucke 
quite  superfluous,  for  he  was  to  Pons  as  the  famous  statue 
of  the  Nurse  of  Niobe  in  the  Vatican  is  to  the  Tribune  Venus. 
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^Imo.  Cibot,  portress  of  tho  lunisc  in  tlic  Une  de  \'iMin;in- 
dio,  was  tho  pivot  on  wliieh  tho  doinestic  lil'e  of  thc  nutcracic- 
ors  tiiriu'd  ;  but  ^lino.  Cihot  ))l:iys  so  lart^c  a  ])art  in  tho 
drania  whiih  i,mv\v  ont  of  thoir  double  oxisloncc,  that  it  will 
be  nioro  apiiroin-iate  to  givo  her  portrait  on  ber  first  appear- 
ance  in  this  Sceuo  of  Parisiaii  Lifo. 

One  thing  romains  to  be  said  of  Iho  characters  of  tbc  pair 
of  friends;  but  this  onc  thing  is  ])roci.soly  tho  liardost  to  niako 
oloar  to  ninoty-ninc  roadors  ont  of  a  hundrod  in  this  forty- 
soventh  year  of  tho  ninetoontli  oontury,  porha]is  by  roason  of 
the  prodigions  financial  dovolopnicnl  bi<iii_<;ht  about  by  the 
railway  System.  It  is  a  little  thing,  and  yet  it  is  much.  It 
is  a  question,  in  fact,  of  giving  an  idea  of  tlie  extrême  sensi- 
tivonoss  of  their  natures.  Lot  ns  borrow  an  illustration  from 
tho  railways,  if  only  by  way  of  retaliation,  as  it  woro,  for 
the  loans  which  they  levy  npon  ns.  The  railway  train  of  to- 
day,  tearing  over  the  metals,  grinds  away  fine  partiales  of 
dust,  grains  so  minute  that  a  traveler  cannot  detect  them 
with  the  eye;  but  lot  a  single  one  of  those  invisible  raotes  find 
its  way  into  the  kidneys,  it  will  bring  about  that  most  excru- 
ciating,  and  sometimes  fatal,  disease  known  as  gravel.  And 
our  Society,  rushing  like  a  locomotive  along  its  metaled  track, 
is  heedless  of  the  ail  but  imperceptible  dust  made  by  the 
grinding  of  the  wheels;  but  it  was  otherwise  with  the  two 
musieians  ;  the  invisible  grains  of  sand  sank  perpetually  iuto 
the  very  fibres  of  their  being,  causing  them  intolérable  an- 
guish  of  heart.  Tender  exceedingly  to  the  pain  of  others, 
they  "wept  for  their  own  powerlessness  to  help  ;  and  their  own 
susceptibilities  were  almost  morbidly  acute.  Neither  âge  nor 
the  continuai  spectacle  of  the  drama  of  Paris  life  had  hard- 
ened  two  soûls  still  young  and  childlike  and  pure;  the  longer 
they  lived,  indeed,  the  more  keenly  they  folt  their  inward  suf- 
fering;  for  so  it  is,  alas  !  with  natures  unsullicd  by  the  world, 
with  the  quiet  thinker,  and  with  such  poets  among  poets  as 
bave  never  fallen  into  any  excess. 

Since  the  old  men  began  housekeepîng  together,  the  day's 
routine  was  very  nearly  the  same  for  them  both.  They  worked 
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together  in  harness  in  the  fraternal  f ashion  of  the  Paris  cab- 
horse;  risiug  every  morning,  sumnier  and  winter,  at  seven. 
o'clock,  and  setting  out  after  breakfast  to  give  niusic  lessons 
in  the  boarding-scliools,  in  which,  upon  occasion,  they  would 
take  lessons  for  each  other.  Towards  noon  Pons  repaired  to 
his  théâtre,  if  there  was  a  rehearsal  on  hand  ;  but  ail  his  spare 
moments  were  spent  in  saimtering  on  the  boulevards.  Night 
found  both  of  them  in  the  orchestra  at  the  théâtre,  for  Pons 
had  found  a  place  for  Schmucke,  and  upon  this  wise. 

At  the  time  of  their  first  meeting,  Pons  had  just  reeeived 
that  marshaFs  bâton  of  the  unknown  musical  composer — an 
appointraent  as  conductor  of  an  orchestra.  It  had  come  to 
him  unasked,  by  favor  of  Count  Popinot,  a  bourgeois  hero 
of  July,  at  that  time  a  member  of  the  Government.  Count 
Popinot  had  the  license  of  a  théâtre  in  his  gift,  and  Count 
Popinot  had  also  an  old  acquaintance  of  the  kind  that  the 
successful  m  an  blushes  to  raeet.  As  he  rolls  through  the 
streets  of  Paris  in  his  carriage,  it  is  not  pleasant  to  see  his 
boyhood's  chum  down  at  heel,  with  a  coat  of  many  improb- 
able colors  and  trousers  innocent  of  straps,  and  a  head  full  of 
soaring  spéculations  on  too  grand  a  scale  to  tempt  shy^  easily 
scared  capital.  Moreover,  this  friend  of  his  youth,  Gaudis- 
sart  by  name,  had  done  not  a  little  in  the  past  towards  found- 
ing  the  fortunes  of  the  great  house  of  Popinot.  Popinot,  now 
a  Count  and  a  peer  of  France,  after  twice  holding  a  portfolio, 
had  no  wish  to  shake  ofï  "the  Illustrions  Gaudissart."  Quite 
otherwise.  The  pomps  and  vanities  of  the  Court  of  the  Citi- 
zen-King  had  not  spoiled  the  sometime  druggist's  kind  heart  ; 
he  wished  to  put  his  ex-commercial  traveler  in  the  way  of  re- 
newing  his  wardrobe  and  replenishing  his  purse.  So  when 
Gaudissart,  always  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  the  fair  sex, 
applied  for  the  license  of  a  bankrupt  théâtre,  Popinot  granted 
it  on  condition  that  Pons  (a  parasite  of  the  Hôtel  Popinot) 
should  be  engaged  as  conductor  of  the  orchestra;  and  at  the 
same  time,  the  Count  was  careful  to  send  certain  elderly 
amateurs  of  beauty  to  the  théâtre,  so  that  the  new  manager 
might  be  strongly  supported  finaneially  by  wealthy  admirers 
of  féminine  charms  revealed  by  the  costume  of  the  ballet. 
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(unuîissart  and  Conipauv,  who,  \)v  it  said,  iiiado  (hoir  for- 
tuiu",  liil  u\)o\\  llu*  «^Tand  idea  of  opéras  l'or  tlio  peuple,  and 
carried  it  ont  in  a  boulevard  théâtre  in  IS.'M.  A  loleral)le  von- 
thietor,  who  euuKl  adapt  i>r  l'ven  et)nipose  a  liltle  inusie  npoii 
Occasion,  was  a  neeessity  for  ballets  and  pantomimes  ;  but  tlie 
last  management  had  so  long  been  bankrupi,  that  they  coukl 
not  alTord  to  kcep  a  transposer  and  eopyist.  Pons  thereforc 
introdueed  Schmucke  to  tho  company  as  copier  ol'  music,  a 
liund)le  ealling  which  requires  no  sniall  nnisieal  knowledge; 
and  Sehmueke,  acting  ou  J'ons"  adviee,  came  to  an  under- 
standing  witli  the  chef-de-service  at  the  Opéra-Coniicpie,  so 
saving  himsclf  the  clérical  drudgery. 

The  partnership  between  Pons  and  Schmucke  produced  one 
brilliant  resuit.  Schmucke  being  a  (îerman,  harmony  was 
liis  strong  point  ;  he  looked  over  the  instrumentation  of  Pons' 
compositions,  and  Pons  provided  the  airs,  llere  and  there 
an  amateur  among  the  audience  adndred  the  new  pièces  of 
music  whicli  served  as  aecompaniment  to  two  or  three  great 
successes,  but  they  attributed  the  ini})rovement  vaguely  to 
"progress."  No  one  cared  to  know  the  composers  name; 
like  occupants  of  the  baignoires,  lost  to  view  of  the  house,  to 
gain  a  view  of  the  stage,  Pons  and  Schmucke  eelipsed  them- 
selves  by  their  suecess.  In  Paris  (especially  since  the  Eevo- 
lution  of  July)  no  one  can  hope  to  succeed  unless  he  will  pusli 
his  w^ay  cjuihuscinnque  viis  and  with  ail  bis  might  through  a 
formidable  host  of  competitors;  but  for  this  feat  a  man  needs 
thews  and  sinews,  and  our  two  friends,  be  it  remembered, 
had  that  affection  of  the  heart  which  cripples  ail  ambitions 
etïort. 

Pons,  as  a  rule,  only  went  to  his  théâtre  towards  eight 
o'clock,  when  the  pièce  in  favor  came  on,  and  overtures  and 
accompaniments  needed  the  strict  ruling  of  the  bâton;  raost 
minor  théâtres  are  lax  in  such  matters,  and  Pons  felt  the  more 
at  ease  because  he  himself  had  been  by  no  means  grasping  in 
ail  his  dealings  with  the  management;  and  Schmucke,  if 
need  be,  could  take  his  place.  Time  went  by,  and  Schmucke 
became  an  institution  in  the  orchestra;  the  Illustrious  Gaudis- 
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sart  said  nothing,  but  he  was  well  aware  of  the  value  of  Pons' 
collaborator.  He  was  obliged  to  inelude  a  pianoforte  in  the 
orchestra  (following  the  example  of  the  leading  théâtres)  ; 
the  instrument  was  plaeed  beside  the  conductors  chair,  and 
Schmucke  played  without  increase  of  salarv — a  volunteer  su- 
pernumerary.  As  Schmucke's  character,  bis  utter  lack  of  am- 
bition or  pretence  became  known,  the  orchestra  recognized 
him  as  one  of  themselves;  and  as  time  went  on,  he  was  in- 
trusted  with  the  often  needed  miscellaneous  musical  instru- 
ments which  form  no  part  of  the  regular  band  of  a  boulevard 
théâtre.  For  a  very  small  addition  to  his  stipend,  Schmucke 
played  the  viola  d'amore,  hautboy,  violonc-ello.  and  harp.  as 
well  as  the  piano,  the  castanets  for  the  cûchucha,  the  bells, 
saxhorn,  and  the  like.  If  the  Germans  cannot  draw  harmony 
from  the  mighty  instruments  of  Liberty,  yet  to  play  ail  in- 
struments of  musie  comes  to  them  by  nature. 

The  two  old  artists  were  exceedingly  popular  at  the  théâtre, 
and  took  its  ways  philosophically.  They  had  put,  as  it  were, 
scales  over  their  eyes,  lest  they  should  see  the  offences  that 
needs  must  come  when  a  corps  de  ballet  is  blended  with  actors 
and  actresses,  one  of  the  most  trying  combinations  ever  cre- 
ated  by  the  laws  of  supply  and  demand  for  the  torment  of 
managers,  authors,  and  composers  alike. 

Every  one  esteemed  Pons  with  his  kindness  and  his  mod- 
esty,  his  great  self-respect  and  respect  for  others;  for  a  pure 
and  limpid  life  wins  something  like  admiration-  from  the 
worst  nature  in  every  social  sphère,  and  in  Paris  a  fair  virtue 
meets  with  something  of  the  success  of  a  large  diamond,  so 
great  a  rarity  it  is.  No  actor,  no  dancer  however  brazen, 
would  hâve  indulged  in  the  mildest  practical  joke  at  the  ex- 
pense  of  either  Pons  or  Schmucke. 

Pons  very  oecasionally  put  in  an  appearance  in  the  foyer; 
but  ail  that  Schmucke  knew  of  the  théâtre  was  the  under- 
ground passage  from  the  street  door  to  the  orchestra.  Some- 
times,  however,  during  an  interval,  the  good  German  would 
venture  to  make  a  survey  of  the  house  and  ask  a  few  ques- 
tions of  the  fîrst  flûte,  a  young  fellow  from  Strasbourg,  who 
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ciimo  of  a  Gcrnian  fainily  :ii  Krlil.  Crnduiilly  undor  iho. 
fliito's  tuition  Scliimicko's  cliildlike  iin;i;:jinati(iii  aciiuirod  a 
ixTtain  amount  ol'  knowlod^o  oi'  tho  world  ;  ho  could  beliovo  in 
tho  existence  of  that  fabulons  créature  the  lorette,  the  possi- 
bility  of  "marriai:;es  at  the  Thirtecnth  Arrondissement,"  tln^ 
vagaries  of  the  leading  lady,  and  the  contraband  t rallie  car- 
ried  on  bv  box-openers.  In  his  eycs  the  more  liarmless  forms 
of  vice  were  the  lowest  depths  of  Babylonish  iniiiuity;  he  did 
not  belicve  the  stories,  he  smiled  at  them  for  grotesque  in- 
ventions. The  ingénions  reader  can  see  tluit  Pons  and 
Selnnucke  were  exploited,  to  nse  a  word  much  in  fasliion  ;  but 
what  they  lost  in  money  they  gained  in  considération  and 
kindly  treatment. 

It  was  after  the  suceess  of  the  ballet  with  wiiich  a  run 
of  suceess  began  for  the  Gaudissart  Company  that  the  man- 
agement presented  Pons  with  a  pièce  of  plate — a  group  of 
figures  attributed  to  Benvenuto  Cellini.  The  alarming  cost- 
liness  of  the  gift  caused  talk  in  the  green-room.  It  was  a 
matter  of  twelve  hundred  francs!  Pons,  poor  honest  soûl, 
was  for  returning  the  présent,  and  Gaudissart  had  a  world  of 
trouble  to  persuade  him  to  keep  it. 

"Ah  !"  said  the  manager  afterwards,  when  he  told  his  part- 
ner of  the  interview,  "if  we  could  only  iind  actors  np  to  that 
sample." 

In  their  joint  Hfe,  outwardly  so  quiet,  thcre  was  the  one  dis- 
turbiug  élément — the  weakness  to  which  Pons  sacrifîced,  the 
insatiable  craving  to  dine  ont.  Whenever  Schmucke  hap- 
pened  to  be  at  home  while  Pons  was  dressing  for  the  evening, 
the  good  Gemian  would  bewail  this  déplorable  habit. 

"Gif  only  he  vas  ony  fatter  vor  it  !"  he  many  a  time  cried. 

And  Schmucke  would  dream  of  curing  his  friond  of  his 
degrading  vice,  for  a  true  f riend's  instinct  in  ail  that  belongs 
to  the  inner  life  is  unerring  as  a  dog's  sensé  of  smell;  a  friend 
knows  by  intuition  the  trouble  in  his  friend's  soûl,  and  guesses 
at  the  cause  and  ponders  it  in  his  heart. 

Pons,  who  always  wore  a  diamond  ring  on  the  little  finger 
of  his  right  hand,  an  omauient  permitted  in  the  time  of  the 
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Empire,  but  ridiculous  to-day — Pons,  who  belouged  to  the 
"troubadour  time/'  the  sentimental  period  of  the  first  Em- 
pire, was  too  much  a  ehild  of  his  âge,  too  miich  of  a  French- 
man  to  wear  the  expression  of  divine  serenity  which  softened 
Schmucke's  hideous  ugliness.  From  Pons'  melancholy  looks 
Schmucke  knew  that  the  profession  of  parasite  was  growing 
daily  more  difficult  and  painful.  And,  in  fact,  in  that  month 
of  October  1844,  the  number  of  houses  at  which  Pons  dined 
was  naturally  much  restricted;  reduced  to  move  round  and 
round  the  family  circle,  he  had  used  the  word  family  in  far 
too  wide  a  sensé,  as  will  shortly  be  seen. 

M.  Camusot,  the  rich  silk  mercer  of  the  Eue  des  Bourdon- 
nais, had  married  Pons'  first  cousin,  Mlle.  Pons,  only  child 
and  heiress  of  one  of  the  well-known  firm  of  Pons  Brothers, 
court  embroiderers.  Pons'  own  father  and  mother  retired 
from  a  firm  founded  before  the  Révolution  of  1789,  leaving 
their  capital  in  the  business  until  Mlle.  Pons'  father  sold  it 
in  1815  to  M.  Rivet.  M.  Camusot  had  since  lost  his  wife 
and  married  again,  and  retired  from  business  some  ten  years, 
and  now  in  1844  he  was  a  member  of  the  Board  of  Trade, 
a  deputy,  and  what  not.  But  the  Camusot  clan  were  f  riendly  ; 
and  Pons,  good  man,  still  considered  that  he  was  some  kind  of 
cousin  to  the  children  of  the  second  marriage,  who  were  not 
relations,  or  even  connected  with  him  in  any  way. 

The  second  Mme.  Camusot  being  a  Mlle.  Cardot,  Pons 
introduced  himself  as  a  relative  into  the  tolerably  numerous 
Cardot  family,  a  second  bourgeois  tribe  which,  taken  with  its 
connections,  formed  quite  as  strong  a  clan  as  the  Camusots; 
for  Cardot  the  notary  (brother  of  the  second  Mme.  Camusot) 
had  married  a  Mlle.  Chifïreville  ;  and  the  well-known  family 
of  Chiffreville,  the  leading  firm  of  manufacturing  chemists, 
was  closely  connected  with  the  wholesale  drug  trade,  of  which 
M.  Anselme  Popinot  was  for  many  years  the  undisputed  head, 
until  the  Révolution  of  July  plunged  him  into  the  very  centre 
of  the  dynastie  movement,  as  everybody  knows.  So  Pons,  in 
the  wake  of  the  Camusots  and  Cardots,  reached  the  Chiffre- 
villes,  and  thence  the  Popinots,  always  in  the  character  of  a 
cousin's  cousin. 
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Tlio  abovo  ronriso  stalomcnt  of  T*ons'  relations  witli  liis  on- 
tiTtaiiUTS  oxplains  liow  it  ''aiiic  tu  pass  tliat  an  old  inusician 
was  roa'ivt'd  in  1S14  as  ono  of  (hf  i'ainily  in  thc  hoiiscs  of  four 
distinjîiiisliod  prrsons — td  wil,  M.  le  Comte  l'oftinol,  |)fcr  of 
France,  aiid  (wicc  iii  olliee  ;  M.  C^ardot,  retireil  notary,  niayor 
and  de})uty  of  an  arrondissenienl  in  Paris;  M.  C'annisot 
senior,  a  nienil)or  ôf  tlie  lioard  of  Trade  and  tlie  Municipal 
t'ounci!  of  Paris,  and  a  dei)uty  on  ilic  lii^diway  l.o  (lu>  IJppcr 
Chaniber  and  a  pecrago;  and  lastly,  M.  {'anuisot  tle  Marville, 
Camusot's  son  by  his  first  niarriage,  and  l'ons'  ono  genuine 
relation,  albeit  even  he  was  a  first  cousin  once  rcmoved. 

This  Caniusot,  Président  of  a  Chamber  of  the  Court  of 
Appeal  in  Paris,  had  taken  the  name  of  his  estate  at  Marville 
to  distinguish  himself  froni  his  father  and  a  younger  half 
brother. 

Cardot  the  retired  notary  had  married  his  daughter  to  his 
suceessor,  whose  name  was  Berthier;  and  Pons,  transferred 
as  part  of  the  connection,  acquired  a  right  to  dine  with  the 
Berthiers  "in  the  présence  of  a  notary,"  as  he  put  it. 

This  was  the  bourgeois  empyrean  which  Pons  called  his 
"family,"  that  upper  world  in  whicli  he  so  painfully  reserved 
his  right  to  a  knife  and  fork. 

Of  ail  thèse  houses,  some  ten  in  ail,  the  one  in  which  Pons 
ought  to  hâve  met  with  the  kindest  réception  should  by  rights 
hâve  been  his  own  cousin's;  and,  indeed,  he  paid  most  atten- 
tion to  Président  Camusot's  family.  But,  alas  !  Mme.  Camu- 
sot  de  Marville,  daughter  of  the  Sieur  Thirion,  usher  of  the 
cabinet  to  Louis  XVIII.  and  Charles  X.,  had  never  taken  very 
kindly  to  her  husband's  first  cousin,  once  removed.  Pons  had 
tried  to  soften  this  formidable  relative;  he  wasted  his  time; 
for  in  spite  of  the  pianoforte  lessons  which  he  gave  gratui- 
tously  to  Mlle.  Camusot,  a  young  woman  with  hair  somewhat 
inclined  to  red,  it  was  impossible  to  make  a  musician  of  her. 

And  now,  at  this  very  moment,  as  he  walked  with  that 
precious  object  in  his  hand,  Pons  was  bound  for  the  Presi- 
dent's  house,  where  he  always  felt  as  if  he  were  at  the  Tui- 
leries itself,  so  heavily  did  the  solemn  green  curtains,  the 
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carmelite-brown  hangings,  thick  piled  carpets,  heavy  furni- 
ture,  and  gênerai  atmosphère  of  magisterial  severity  oppress 
his  soûl.  Strange  as  it  niay  seem,  he  felt  more  at  home  in 
the  Hôtel  Popinot,  Eue  Basse-du-Rempart,  probably  because 
it  was  f ull  of  Works  of  art  ;  for  the  master  of  the  house,  since 
he  entered  public  life,  had  acquired  a  mania  for  collecting 
beautiful  things,  by  way  of  contrast  no  doubt,  for  a  politician 
is  obliged  to  pay  for  secret  services  of  the  ugliest  kind. 

Président  de  Marville  lived  in  the  Eue  de  Hanovre,  in  a 
house  which  his  wife  had  bought  ten  years  previously,  on 
the  death  of  her  parents,  for  the  Sieur  and  Dame  Thirion 
left  their  daughter  about  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  francs, 
the  savings  of  a  lifetime.  With  its  north  aspect,  the  house 
looks  gloomy  enough  seen  from  the  street,  but  the  back  looks 
towards  the  south  over  the  courtyard,  with  a  rather  pretty 
garden  beyond  it.  As  the  Président  occupied  the  whole  of 
the  first  floor,  once  the  abode  of  a  great  financier  of  the  time 
of  Louis  XIV.,  and  the  second  was  let  to  a  wealthy  old  lady, 
the  house  wore  a  look  of  dignified  repose  befitting  a  magis- 
trate's  résidence.  Président  Camusot  had  invested  ail  that 
he  inherited  from  his  mother,  together  with  the  savings  of 
twenty  years,  in  the  purchase  of  the  splendid  Marville  estate  ; 
a  château  (as  fine  a  relie  of  the  past  as  you  will  find  to-day 
in  Normandy)  standing  in  a  hundred  acres  of  park  land,  and 
a  fine  dépendent  f  arm,  nominally  bringing  in  twelve  thousand 
francs  per  annum,  though,  as  it  cost  the  Président  at  least 
a  thousand  crowns  to  keep  up  a  state  almost  princely  in  our 
days,  his  yearly  revenue,  "ail  told,"  as  the  saying  is,  was  a  bare 
nine  thousand  francs.  With  this  and  his  salary,  the  Presi- 
dent's  income  amounted  to  about  twenty  thousand  francs; 
but  though  to  ail  appearance  a  wealthy  man,  especially  as 
one-half  of  his  father's  property  would  one  day  revert  to  him 
as  the  only  child  of  the  first  marriage,  he  was  obliged  to  live 
in  Paris  as  befitted  his  officiai  position,  and  M.  and  Mme.  de 
Marville  spent  almost  the  whole  of  their  incomes.  Indeed, 
before  the  year  1834  they  felt  pinched. 

This  family  schedule  sufficiently  explains  why  Mlle,  de 
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^larvillo.  n-^otl  throo-nml-twonty,  was  still  uiiwcmI,  in  spito  of 
a  hundrod  thousaïul  francs  of  d(n\  rv  aiul  leinptin^  prospects, 
frocpionlly,  skilfuUy.  but  so  far  vainly,  held  ont.  For  lln' 
})ast  fivo  yoars  Pons  had  listi'iu-ii  lo  IMiiiP.  la  rri'sidciile's 
laniont allons  as  slio  bcliold  onc  youn-jj  lawycr  afd-r  anolhcr 
k'd  to  tho  altar,  while  ail  Iho  ncwly  appoinfcd  judpos  at  thc 
Tribunal  wore  fathers  of  familios  already  ;  and  sbc,  ail  this 
tinio,  bad  displaycd  Mlle,  de  Marville's  brilliant  expectations 
before  tbe  unda/zled  eyes  of  young  Vicomte  l'opinot,  eldcst 
son  of  tho  great  nuin  of  tbe  drug  trade,  be  of  wboin  it  was 
said  by  tho  ouvious  tonguos  of  tho  ncigbborhood  of  tho  Rue 
des  Lombards,  that  tbe  Révolution  of  July  had  been  brougbt 
about  at  least  as  nnich  for  bis  particular  bonefit  as  for  the 
sake  of  the  Orléans  branch. 

Arrived  at  the  corner  of  thc  Rue  de  Choiseul  and  the  Rue 
de  Hanovre.  Pons  snfTered  from  the  inexplicable  émotions 
which  torment  clcar  consciences;  from  a  panic  terrer  such 
as  the  worst  of  scoundrcls  might  feel  at  sight  of  a  policeman, 
an  agouy  caused  solely  by  a  doubt  as  to  Mme.  de  Marville's 
probable  réception  of  him.  That  grain  of  sand,  grating  con- 
tinnally  on  the  fibres  of  bis  bcart,  so  far  from  losing  its  an- 
gles, grew  more  and  more  jagged,  and  the  family  in  the  Rue 
de  Hanovre  ahva3's  sharpened  thc  edges.  Indeed,  their  un- 
ceremouious  treatment  and  Pons'  dépréciation  in  value  among 
them  had  afïected  the  servants;  and  while  they  did  not  ex- 
actly  fail  in  respect,  they  looked  on  the  poor  relation  as  a 
kind  of  beggar. 

Pons'  arch-enemy  in  the  house  was  the  ladies'-maid,  a 
thin  and  wizened  spinster,  Madeleine  Vivet  by  name.  This 
Madeleine,  in  spite  of,  nay,  perhaps  on  the  strength  of,  a 
pimpled  complexion  and  a  viper-like  Icngth  of  spine,  had 
made  up  her  mind  that  some  day  she  would  be  Mme.  Pons. 
But  in  vain  she  dangled  twenty  thousand  francs  of  savings 
before  the  old  bachelor's  eyes;  Pons  had  declined  happiness 
accompanied  by  so  many  pimples.  From  that  time  forth 
the  Dido  of  the  ante-chamber,  who  fain  had  called  her  master 
and  mistress  "cousin,"  wreaked  her  spite  in  petty  ways  upon 
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the  poor  niusician.  She  heard  him  on  the  stairs,  and  cried 
audibly,  "Oh!  hère  cornes  the  sponger!"  She  stinted  him 
of  wine  when  she  waited  at  dinner  in  the  footman's  absence  ; 
she  filled  the  water-glass  to  the  brim,  to  give  him  the  difficult 
task  of  lifting  it  without  spilling  a  drop;  or  she  would  pass 
the  old  man  over  altogether,  till  the  mistross  of  the  house 
would  remind  her  (and  in  what  a  tone  ! — it  brought  the  color 
to  the  poor  cousin's  face)  ;  or  she  would  spill  the  gravy  over 
his  clothes.  In  short,  she  waged  petty  war  after  the  manner 
of  a  petty  nature,  knowing  that  she  could  annoy  an  unfortu- 
nate  superior  with  impunity. 

^Madeleine  Vivet  was  Mme.  de  Marville's  maid  and  housc- 
keeper.  She  had  lived  with  M.  and  Mme.  Camusot  de  Mar- 
ville  since  their  marriage  ;  she  had  shared  the  early  struggles 
in  the  provinces  when  M.  Camusot  was  a  judge  at  Alençon; 
she  had  helped  them  to  exist  when  M.  Camusot,  Président  of 
the  Tribunal  of  Mantes,  came  to  Paris,  in  1828,  to  be  an  ex- 
amining  magistrate.  She  was,  therefore,  too  much  one  of 
the  family  not  to  wish,  for  reasons  of  her  own,  to  revenge  her- 
self  upon  them.  Beneath  her  désire  to  play  a  trick  upon  her 
haughty  and  ambitions  mistress,  and  to  call  her  master  her 
cousin,  there  surely  lurked  a  long-stifled  hatred,  built  up  like 
an  avalanche,  upon  the  pebble  of  some  past  grievanee. 

"Hère  comes  your  M.  Pons,  madame,  still  wearing  that 
spencer  of  his  !"  Madeleine  came  to  tell  the  Présidente.  "He 
really  might  tell  me  how  he  manages  to  make  it  look  the  same 
for  five-and-twenty  years  together." 

Mme.  Camusot  de  Marville,  hearing  a  man's  footstep  in 
the  little  drawing-room  between  the  large  drawing-room  and 
her  bedroom,  looked  at  her  daughter  and  shrugged  her 
shoulders. 

**You  always  make  thèse  announcements  so  cleverly  that 
you  leave  me  no  time  to  think,  Madeleine." 

"Jean  is  out,  madame;  I  was  ail  alone;  M.  Pons  rang  the 
bell,  I  opened  the  door;  and  as  he  is  almost  one  of  the  family, 
I  could  not  prevent  him  from  coming  after  me.  There  he 
is,  takiug  off  his  spencer." 
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"?oor  littlo  puss!"  said  tho  l'ivsidonto,  juldrossinj^  hcr 
daughter,  "wo  arc  canghi.  Wc  sliall  liavo  (o  dino  at  lioino 
now. — Lot  us  SOI',"  shc  addod,  sooiiig  that  tho  "doar  puss" 
woro  a  pitcoiis  face  ;  "niust  wc  got  rid  of  him  for  good  ?" 

"Oli!  poor  niau!"  cricd  ^Illc.  Camusot,  "doprivc  hiin  of 
one  of  his  dinners?" 

Soiuobody  oougliod  signifioantly  in  (lie  next  room  by  way 
of  warning  that  ho  could  hoar. 

"Vory  woll,  lot  him  ooiuo  in!"  said  Mme.  Camusot,  looking 
at  ]\Iadoloine  witli  another  shrug. 

"You  are  hère  so  early,  cousin,  that  you  hâve  come  in  upon 
us  just  as  mother  was  about  to  drcss,"  said  Cécile  Camusot 
in  a  coaxiug  tono.  But  Cousin  Pons  had  caught  sight  of  the 
rrésidontc's  shrug,  and  folt  so  cruolly  hurt  that  ho  could  not 
find  a  compliment,  and  contentod  himself  with  the  profouud 
remark,  "You  are  always  charming,  my  little  cousin." 

Thon,  turning  to  the  mother,  he  continued,  with  a  bow  : 

"You  will  not  take  it  amiss,  I  think,  if  I  hâve  come  a  little 
earlier  than  usual,  dcar  cousin;  I  hâve  brought  somothing 
for  you;  you  once  did  me  the  plcasure  of  asking  me  for  it." 

Poor  Pons!  Every  time  he  addressed  the  Président,  the 
President's  wife,  or  Cécile  as  "cousin,"  he  gave  them  excru- 
ciating  annoyance.  As  he  spoke,  he  drew  a  long,  narrow 
cherry-wood  box,  marvelously  carved,  from  his  coat-pocket. 

"Oh,  did  I? — I  had  forgotten,"  the  lady  answered  drily. 

It  was  a  heartless  speech,  was  it  not?  Did  not  those  few 
words  deny  ail  merit  to  the  pains  taken  for  her  by  the  cousin 
whose  one  ofïence  lay  in  the  f  act  that  he  was  a  poor  relation  ? 

"But  it  is  very  kind  of  you,  cousin,"  she  added.  "How 
much  do  I  owe  you  for  this  little  trifle  ?" 

Pons  quivered  inwardly  at  the  question.  He  had  meant 
the  trinket  as  a  return  for  his  dinners. 

"I  thought  that  you  would  permit  me  to  offer  it  you " 

he  faltered  out. 

"What  ?"  said  Mme.  Camusot.  "Oh  !  but  there  need  be  no 
ceremony  between  us;  we  know  each  other  well  enough  to 
wash  our  linen  among  ourselves.    I  know  very  well  that  you 
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are  not  rich  enoiigh  to  give  more  than  you  get.  And  to  go 
no  furtlier,  it  is  qiiite  enough  that  you  should  hâve  spent  a 
good  deal  of  tinie  in  running  about  among  the  dealers " 

"If  you  were  asked  to  pay  the  full  priée  of  the  fan,  my  dear 
cousin,  you  would  not  care  to  hâve  it,"  answered  poor  Pons, 
hurt  and  insulted;  "it  is  one  of  Watteau's  masterpieces, 
painted  on  both  sides;  but  you  may  bc  quite  easy,  cousin,  I 
did  not  give  one-hundredth  part  of  its  value  as  a  work  of  art." 

To  tell  a  rich  man  that  he  is  poor  !  you  might  as  well  tell 
the  Archbishop  of  Granada  that  his  homilies  show  signs  of 
senility.  Mme.  la  Présidente,  proud  of  her  husband's  posi- 
tion, of  the  estate  of  Marville,  and  her  invitations  to  court 
balls,  was  keenly  susceptible  on  this  point;  and  what  was 
worse,  the  remark  came  from  a  poverty-stricken  musician  to 
whom  she  had  been  charitable. 

"Then  the  people  of  whom  you  buy  things  of  this  kind 
are  very  stupid,  are  they  ?"  she  asked  quickly. 

"Stupid  dealers  are  unknown  in  Paris,"  Pons  answered 
almost  drily. 

"Then  you  must  be  very  élever,"  put  in  Cécile  by  way  of 
calming  the  dispute. 

"Clever  enough  to  know  a  Laneret,  a  Watteau,  a  Pater,  or 
Greuze  when  I  see  it,  little  cousin;  but  anxious,  most  of  ail, 
to  please  your  dear  mamma." 

Mme.  de  Marville,  ignorant  and  vain,  was  unwilling  to 
appear  to  receive  the  slightest  trifle  from  the  parasite;  and 
hère  her  ignorance  served  her  admirably,  she  did  not  even 
know  the  name  of  Watteau.  And,  on  the  other  hand,  if  any- 
thing  can  measure  the  extent  of  the  collector's  passion,  which, 
in  truth,  is  one  of  the  most  deeply  seated  of  ail  passions, 
rivaling  the  very  vanity  of  the  author — if  anything  can  give 
an  idea  of  the  lengths  to  which  a  collecter  will  go,  it  is  the 
audacity  which  Pons  displayed  on  this  occasion,  as  he  held 
his  own  against  his  lady  cousin  for  the  first  time  in  twenty 
years.  He  was  amazed  at  his  own  boldness.  He  made  Cécile 
see  the  beauties  of  the  délicate  carving  on  the  sticks  of  this 
wonder,  and  as  he  talked  to  lier  his  face  grew  serene  and  gen- 


tic  again.  l>ii(  witliont  somc  sketch  of  llic  IM'ésidciite,  il  is 
iiHiiossiI)l(^  fully  to  undcM-stand  \\\v  iicrdiilintion  of  hcirl  rrmii 
whit'h  INmis  sutTorcd. 

Miiu'.  de  Marvillo  luul  Ihh'II  short  and  l'air,  |)luin|)  and 
f rosh  ;  at  forty-six  shc  was  as  sliori  as  cver,  but  slic  looked 
driod  up.  An  an'Iu'd  forclicad  and  fhin  li))s,  that  had  l)eon 
softly  colorcd  onei".  lent  a  sourcd  h)()k  to  a  face  naturally 
disdainful,  and  now  grown  hard  and  unpU'asant  with  a  loiiff 
c'onrso  of  absoluto  doinostic  rulc.  Tiino  liad  dooponod  hor  fair 
hair  to  a  harsh  chestniit  hue;  the  ])rido  of  ollicc,  intcnsilied  by 
supprossed  cnvy,  lookod  eut  of  cycs  that  had  lost  nonc  of  their 
brightness  iior  tlioir  satirical  expression.  As  a  mattcr  of  fact, 
ilnie.  Caniusot  do  ^larvillc  felt  almost  poor  in  the  socicty  of 
solf-inadc  woaltliy  bourgeois  witli  wlioinPons  dined.  She  eould 
not  forgive  tlie  rich  retail  druggist,  ex-president  of  the  Com- 
mercial Court,,  for  lus  successive  élévations  as  dcputy,  mem- 
ber  of  the  Government,  count  and  peer  of  France.  Shc  could 
not  forgive  her  fatheï-in-law  for  putting  himself  forward  in- 
stead  of  his  eldest  son  as  deputy  of  his  arrondissement  after 
Fopinot's  promotion  to  the  pceragc.  After  eighteen  ycars  of 
services  in  Paris,  she  was  still  waiting  for  the  post  of  Coun- 
cillor  of  the  Court  of  Cassation  for  her  husband.  It  was 
Camusot's  own  incompétence,  well  known  at  the  Law  Courts, 
which  excluded  him  from  the  Council.  The  Home  Secretary 
of  184-i  even  regretted  Camusot's  nomination  to  the  presi- 
dency  of  the  Court  of  Indictments  in  1834,  though,  thanks 
to  his  past  expérience  as  an  examining  magistrate,  he  made 
himself  useful  in  drafting  decrees. 

Thèse  disappointments  had  told  upon  Mme.  de  Marville, 
who,  moreover,  had  formed  a  tolerably  correct  estimate  of  her 
husband.  A  temper  naturally  shrewish  was  soured  till  she 
grew  positively  terrible.  She  was  not  old,  but  she  had  aged; 
she  deliberately  set  herself  to  extort  by  fear  ail  that  the  world 
was  inclined  to  refuse  her,  and  was  harsh  and  rasping  as  a 
file.  Caustic  to  excess,  she  had  few  friends  among  women; 
she  surrounded  herself  with  prim.  elderly  matrons  of  her  own 
stamp,  who  lent  each  other  mutual  support,  and  people  stood 
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in  awe  of  lier.  As  for  poor  Pons,  his  relations  witli  this  fiend 
in  petticoats  were  very  mueh  those  of  a  schoolboy  with  the 
master  whose  one  idea  of  communication  is  the  férule. 

The  Présidente  had  no  idea  of  the  value  of  the  gift.  She 
was  puzzled  by  her  cousin's  sudden  access  of  audacity. 

"Then,  where  did  you  find  this?"  inquired  Cécile,  as  she 
looked  closely  at  the  trinket. 

"In  the  Eue  de  Lappo.  A  dealer  in  second-hand  furniture 
there  had  just  brought  it  back  with  him  from  a  château  that 
is  being  pulled  down  near  Dreux,  Aulnay.  Mme.  de  Pompa- 
dour  used  to  spend  part  of  her  time  thero  before  she  built 
Ménars.  Some  of  the  most  splendid  wood-carving  ever  known 
has  been  saved  from  destruction;  Liénard  (our  most  famous 
living  wood-carver)  has  kept  a  couple  of  oval  frames  for 
niodels,  as  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  the  art,  so  fine  it  is. — There 
were  treasures  in  that  place.  My  man  found  the  fan  in  the 
drawer  of  an  inlaid  what-not,  which  I  should  certainly  hâve 
bought  if  I  were  eollecting  things  of  the  kind,  but  it  is  quite 
out  of  the  question — a  single  pièce  of  Eiesener's  furniture 
is  worth  three  or  four  thousand  francs  !  People  hère  in  Paris 
are  just  beginning  to  find  out  that  the  famous  Freneh  and 
German  marquetry  workers  of  the  sixteenth,  seventeenth,  and 
eighteenth  centuries  composed  perfect  pictures  in  wood.  It 
is  a  collector's  business  to  be  ahead  of  the  fashion.  Why,  in 
five  years'  time,  the  Frankenthal  ware,  which  I  hâve  been  eol- 
lecting thèse  twenty  years,  will  fetch  twice  the  priée  of  Sèvres 
pâte  tendre." 

"What  is  Frankenthal  ware?"  asked  Cécile. 

"That  is  the  name  for  the  porcelain  made  by  the  Elector 
of  the  Palatinate  ;  it  dates  further  back  than  our  manuf actory 
at  Sèvres  ;  just  as  the  famous  gardens  at  Heidelberg,  laid 
waste  by  Turenne,  had  the  bad  luck  to  exist  before  the  gar- 
dens of  Versailles.  Sèvres  copied  Frankenthal  to  a  large  ex- 
tent. — In  justice  to  the  Germans,  it  must  be  said  that  they 
hâve  donc  admirable  work  in  Saxony  and  in  the  Palatinate." 

Mother  and  daughter  looked  at  one  another  as  if  Pons  were 
epeaking  Chinese.     No  one  can  imagine  how  ignorant  and 
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exclusive  Parisians  arc;  thoy  only  Icmiu  wliat  tlicy  iin^  taught, 
and  that  only  wln-n  (iu'v  choosi'. 

"And  Ikuv  (1()  you  know  thc  l'^iMiikcntlial  waro  whon  you 
see  it  ?" 

"Kli  !  hy  the  mark  !"  cricd  l'ons  willi  (Mitliiisiasiii.  "Thoro  is 
a  mark  on  overy  ono  of  tlioso  oxqnisilc  mastorpiooos.  Frank- 
enthal  warois  markod  witli  a  ('  ami  T  (  for  Charlos  Théodore) 
intorlaccd  and  crowned.  On  old  Dresden  china  there  are  two 
i-rosscd  swords  and  thc  nnmhcr  of  thc  order  in  gilt  figures. 
^"inccnncs  bcars  a  lumtiiig-horn  ;  Yionna,  a  V  closcd  and 
harred.  You  can  tell  Berlin  by  thc  two  bars,  Mayence  by  tiic 
wheel,  and  Sèvres  by  the  two  crossed  L's.  The  queen's  porce- 
lain  is  marked  A  for  Aiildiiiottc,  witli  a  royal  crown  above  it. 
In  the  eighteentli  ccntury  ail  llic  crowiicd  hcads  of  Europe 
had  rival  porcelain  faetories,  and  workmon  wcre  kidnappod. 
Watteau  designed  services  for  the  Dresden  factory;  thcy 
fetcli  frantic  priées  at  the  présent  day.  One  lias  to  know 
what  one  is  aljout  with  them  too,  for  they  are  turning  out 
imitations  now  at  Dresden.  Wonderful  things  they  used  to 
make  ;  they  will  never  make  the  like  again " 

"Oh  !  pshaw  !" 

"Xo,  cousin.  Some  inlaid  work  and  some  kinds  of  porce- 
lain will  never  be  made  again,  just  as  thore  will  never  be  an- 
other  Eaphacl,  nor  Titian,  nor  Êembrandt,  iior  Van  Eyck,  nor 
Cranach.  .  .  .  Well,  now!  there  are  the  Chinese;  they 
are  very  ingénions,  very  élever;  they  make  modem  copies  of 
their  'grand  mandarin'  porcelain,  as  it  is  called.  Rut  a  pair 
of  vases  of  genuine  'grand  mandarin'  vases  of  the  largest 
size,  are  worth  six,  eight,  and  ton  thousand  francs,  while  you 
can  buy  the  modem  replicas  for  a  couple  of  hundred  !" 

"You  are  joking." 

"You  are  astonished  at  the  priées,  but  that  is  nothing, 
cousin.  A  dinner  service  of  Sèvres  pâte  tendre  (and  pâte  ten- 
dre is  not  porcelain) — a  complète  dinner  service  of  Sèvres 
pâte  tendre  for  twelve  persons  is  not  merely  worth  a  hundred 
thousand  francs,  but  that  is  the  price  charged  on  the  invoice, 
Such  a  dinner-service  eost  fifteen  thousand  francs  at  Sèvres  in 
1750;  I  hâve  seen  the  original  invoices." 
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"But  let  us  go  back  to  this  fan,"  said  Cécile.  Evidently 
in  her  opinion  the  trinket  was  an  old-fashioned  thing. 

"You  can  understand  that  as  soon  as  your  dear  mamma 
did  me  the  honor  of  asking  for  a  fan,  I  went  the  round  of  ail 
the  euriosity  shops  in  Paris,  but  I  found  nothing  fine  cnough. 
I  wanted  nothing  less  than  a  raasterpiece  for  the  dear  Prési- 
dente, and  thought  of  giving  her  one  that  once  belonged  to 
Marie  Antoinette,  the  most  beautiful  of  ail  celebrated  fans. 
But  yesterday  I  was  dazzled  by  this  divine  chef-d'œuvre,  which 
certainly  must  hâve  been  ordered  by  Louis  XV.  himself.  Do 
you  ask  how  I  came  to  look  for  fans  in  the  Eue  de  Lappe, 
among  an  Auvergnat's  stock  of  brass  and  iron  and  ormolu 
f  urniture  ?  Well,  I  myself  believe  that  there  is  an  intelligence 
in  Works  of  art;  they  know  art-lovers,  they  call  to  them — 
'Cht-tt  V  " 

Mme.  de  Marville  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  looked  at 
her  daughter;  Pons  did  not  notice  the  rapid  pantomime. 

"I  know  ail  those  sharpers,"  continued  Pons,  "so  I  asked 
him,  *Anything  fresh  to-day,  Daddy  Monistrol?' — (for  he 
always  lets  me  look  over  his  lots  before  the  big  buyers  eome)  — 
and  at  that  he  began  to  tell  me  how  Liénard,  that  did  such 
beautiful  work  for  the  G-ovemment  in  the  Chapelle  de  Dreux, 
had  been  at  the  Aulnay  sale  and  rescued  the  carved  panels 
eut  of  the  clutches  of  the  Paris  dealers,  while  their  heads  were 
running  on  china  and  inlaid  furniture. — 'I  did  not  do  much 
myself,'  he  went  on,  ^Dut  I  may  make  my  traveling  expenses 
ont  of  tins,'  and  he  showed  me  a  what-not  ;  a  marvel  !  Bouch- 
er's  designs  executed  in  marquetry,  and  with  such  art! — 
One  could  bave  gone  down  on  one's  knees  before  it. — 'Look, 
sir,'  he  said,  '1  hâve  just  found  this  fan  in  a  little  drawer; 
it  was  locked,  I  had  to  force  it  open.  You  might  tell  me 
where  I  can  sell  it' — and  with  that  he  brings  me  out  this  little 
carved  cherry-wood  box. — 'See,'  says  he,  'it  is  the  kind  of 
Pompadour  that  looks  like  decorated  Gothic' — 'Yes,'  I 
told  him,  'the  box  is  pretty  ;  the  box  might  suit  me  ;  but  as  for 
the  fan,  Monistrol,  I  bave  no  Mme.  Pons  to  give  the  old  trin- 
ket to,  and  they  make  very  pretty  new  unes  nowadays;  you 
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nm  buy  mirnclos  of  paiuting  un  vdliim  clioaply  enougli. 
Thoro  arc  two  thoTisaiid  jiaiîilcrs  in  Paris,  you  know.' — And 
I  oponod  ont  tlio  fan  rarolossly,  koeping  down  niy  admiration, 
looked  indiiïeri'ntly  at  thosc  two  e.xqiiisite  little  pictures, 
tonchod  of!  witli  an  case  fit  to  send  yoii  into  raptnrps.  I 
lu'ld  Mme.  de  Pompadour's  fan  in  iny  haud  !  Wattcau  had 
donc  his  utmost  for  tins. — *\Vhat  do  you  want  for  tlie  what- 
iiot  ?' — 'Oli  î  a  tlioiisand  francs;  I  bave  had  a  bid  alroady.' — 
I  ofTered  hini  a  priée  for  the  fan  correspond ing  with  tbe  prob- 
able expeuses  of  the  journey.  We  looked  each  other  in  the 
eyes,  and  I  saw  that  I  had  my  inan.  I  put  the  fan  back  into 
the  box  lest  my  Auvergnat  should  begin  to  look  at  it,  and 
went  into  ecstasies  over  the  box;  indeed,  it  is  a  jewel. — 'If 
I  take  it/  said  I,  'it  is  for  the  sake  of  the  box;  the  box  tempts 
me.  As  for  the  wliat-not,  you  will  get  more  than  a  thousand 
francs  for  that.  Just  see  how  the  brass  is  wrought;  it  is  a 
model.  There  is  business  in  it.  .  .  .  It  has  never  been 
eopied;  it  is  a  unique  spécimen,  made  solely  for  Mme.  de 
Pompadour' — and  so  on,  till  my  man,  ail  on  fire  for  his  what- 
not,  forgets  the  fan,  and  lots  me  hâve  it  for  a  mère  trifîe,  be- 
cause  I  hâve  pointed  out  the  beautics  of  his  pièce  of  Eiesener's 
f  urniture.  So  hère  it  is  ;  but  it  needs  a  great  deal  of  expéri- 
ence to  make  such  a  bargain  as  that.  It  is  a  duel,  eye  to  eye; 
and  who  has  such  eyes  as  a  Jew  or  an  Auvergnat?" 

The  old  artist's  wonderful  pantomime,  his  vivid,  eager  way 
of  tclling  the  story  of  the  triumph  of  his  shrcwdness  over  the 
dealer's  ignorance,  would  hâve  made  a  subject  for  a  Dutch 
painter;  but  it  was  ail  thrown  away  upon  the  audience. 
Mother  and  daughter  exchanged  cold,  contemptuous  glanées. 
— "What  an  oddity  !"  they  seemed  to  say. 

"So  it  amuses  you?"  remarked  Mme.  de  Marville.  The 
question  sent  a  cold  chill  through  Pons;  he  felt  a  strong  de- 
sire  to  slap  the  Présidente. 

''Why,  my  dear  cousin,  that  is  the  way  to  hunt  down  a  work 
of  art.  You  are  face  to  face  with  antagonists  that  dispute 
the  game  with  you.  It  is  craft  against  craft!  A  work  of 
art  in  the  hands  of  a  Norman,  an  Auvergnat,  or  a  Jew,  is  like 
a  princess  guarded  by  magicians  in  a  fairy  taie," 
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"And  how  can  you  tell  that  this  is  by  Wat what  do  you 

callhim?" 

"Watteau^  cousin.  One  of  the  greatest  eighteenth  century 
painters  in  France.  Look  !  do  you  not  see  that  it  is  his 
work?"  (pointing  to  a  pastoral  scène,  court-shepherd  swains 
and  shepherdesses  dancing  in  a  ring).  "The  movement  !  the 
life  in  it  !  the  coloring  !  There  it  is — see  ! — painted  with  a 
stroke  of  the  brush,  as  a  writing-master  makes  a  flourish 
with  a  pen.  Not  a  trace  of  effort  hère  !  And,  turn  it  over, 
look  ! — a  bail  in  a  drawing-room.  Summer  and  Winter  ! 
And  what  ornaments  !  and  how  well  preserved  it  is  !  The 
hinge-pin  is  gold,  you  see,  and  on  cleaning  it,  I  found  a  tiny 
ruby  at  either  side." 

"If  it  is  so,  cousin,  I  could  not  think  of  accepting  such  a 
valuable  présent  from  you.  It  would  be  better  to  lay  up  the 
money  for  yourself ,"  said  Mme.  de  Marville  ;  but  ail  the  same, 
she  asked  no  better  than  to  "keep  the.splendid  fan. 

"It  is  time  that  it  should  pass  from  the  service  of  Vice  into 
the  hands  of  Virtue,"  said  the  good  soûl,  recovering  his  as- 
surance. "It  bas  taken  a  century  to  work  the  miracle.  No 
princess  at  Court,  you  may  be  sure,  will  hâve  anything  to 
compare  with  it;  for,  unfortunately,  men  will  do  more  for 
a  Pompadour  than  for  a  virtuous  queen,  such  is  human  na- 
ture." 

"Very  well,"  Mme.  de  Marville  said,  laughing,  "I  will  ac- 
cept  your  présent. — Cécile,  my  angel,  go  to  Madeleine  and  see 
that  dinner  is  worthy  of  your  cousin." 

Mme.  de  Marville  wished  to  make  matters  even.  Her  re- 
quest,  made  aloud,  in  défiance  of  ail  rules  of  good  taste, 
sounded  so  much  like  an  attempt  to  repay  at  once  the  balance 
due  to  the  poor  cousin,  that  Pons  flushed  red,  like  a  girl  found 
out  in  fault.  The  grain  of  sand  was  a  little  too  large  ;  for  some 
moments  he  could  only  let  it  work  in  his  heart.  Cécile,  a 
red-haired  young  woman,  with  a  touch  of  pedantic  affectation, 
combined  her  father's  ponderous  manner  with  a  trace  of  her 
mother's  hardness.  She  went  and  left  poor  Pons  face  to  face 
with  the  terrible  Présidente. 
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"llmv  nioo  sho  is,  my  littlo  Tjili  !"  snid  the  Tiiothor.  Slie 
still  i-allod  lier  roi'ilc  by  tins  l)al)y  naiiuv 

"riianning!"  said  Pons,  luirling  liis  lliuiiihs. 

"I  cannât  mulerslaïul  Ihosc  liiiios  in  wliich  wc  livc,"  hroke 
ont  the  Présidonto.  "Wliat  is  the  good  of  having  a  Président 
of  the  Court  of  Appeal  in  Paris  and  a  (Niininandcr  of  llic  Lé- 
gion of  ITonor  for  your  fatlior,  and  t'ni'  a  grand fal  lier  tlu.'  rieh- 
est  wliolcsale  silk  niercliant  in  l*aris,  a  dcpnjy,  and  a  million- 
aire  that  will  be  a  pecr  of  France  some  of  thèse  days?" 

The  Présidents  zeal  for  the  new  Government  had,  in  faot, 
recently  been  rewarded  witli  a  comniander's  ribbon — tiianks 
to  his  friendship  with  Popinot,  said  the  envions.  Popinot 
hiniself,  niodest  tliongh  he  was,  had,  as  has  been  seen,  ac- 
cepti'd  the  title  of  count,  "for  his  son's  sake,"  he  told  his  nu- 
merous  friends. 

"Men  look  for  nothing  but  money  nowadays,"  said  Cousin 
Pons.  "No  one  thinks  anything  of  you  unless  you  are  rich, 
and " 

"^liat  wonld  it  hâve  been  if  Heaven  had  spared  my  poor 
little  Charles  ! "  cried  the  lady. 

"Oh,  with  two  children  you  would  be  poor,"  returned  the 
cousin.  "It  practically  means  the  division  of  the  property. 
But  you  need  not  trouble  yourself,  cousin;  Cécile  is  sure  to 
niarry  sooner  or  later.  She  is  the  most  accomplished  girl  I 
know." 

To  such  depths  had  Pons  fallen  by  adapting  himself  to  the 
Company  of  his  entertainers  !  In  their  houses  he  echoed  their 
ideas,  and  said  the  obvions  thing,  after  the  manner  of  a  chorus 
in  a  Greek  play.  He  did  not  dare  to  give  free  play  to  the 
artist's  originality,  which  had  overflowed  in  bright  repartee 
when  he  was  young;  he  had  efîaced  himself,  till  he  had  almost 
lost  his  individuality;  and  if  the  real  Pons  appeared,  as  he 
had  donc  a  moment  ago,  he  was  immediately  repressed. 

"But  I  myself  was  married  with  only  twenty  thousand 
francs  for  my  portion " 

"In  1819,  cousin.  And  it  was  yon,  a  woman  with  a  head 
on  your  shoulders,  and  the  royal  protection  of  Louis  XVIII." 


COUSIN  PONS  39 

''Be  still,  my  child  is  a  perfect  angel.  She  is  élever,  she 
has  a  warm  heart,  she  will  hâve  a  hundred  thousand  francs 
on  her  wodding  day,  to  say  nothing  of  the  niost  brilliant  ex- 
pectations  ;  and  yet  she  stays  on  onr  hands,"  and  so  on  and  so 
on.  For  twenty  minntes,  Mme.  de  Marville  talked  on  about 
herself  and  her  Cécile,  pitying  herself  after  the  manner  of 
mothers  in  bondage  to  marriageable  daiighters, 

Pons  had  dined  at  the  house  every  week  for  twenty  years, 
and  Camnsot  de  Marville  was  the  only  cousin  he  had  in  the 
world  ;  but  he  had  yet  to  hear  the  first  word  spoken  as  to  his 
own  atïairs — nobody  cared  to  know  how  he  lived.  Hère  and 
elsewhere  the  poor  cousin  was  a  kind  of  sink  down  which  his 
relatives  poured  domestic  confidences.  His  discrétion  was 
well  known  ;  indeed,  was  he  not  bound  over  to  silence  when  a 
single  imprudent  word  would  hâve  shut  the  doors  of  ten 
houses  upon  him  ?  And  he  must  combine  his  rôle  of  listener 
with  a  second  part;  he  must  applaud  continually,  smile  on 
every  one,  accuse  nobody,  défend  nobody;  from  his  point  of 
view,  every  one  must  be  in  the  right.  And  so,  in  the  house 
of  his  kinsman,  Pons  no  longer  counted  as  a  man;  he  was  a 
digestive  apparatus. 

In  the  course  of  a  long  tirade,  Mme.  Camusot  de  Marville 
avowed  with  due  circumspeetion  that  she  was  prepared  to 
take  almost  any  son-in-law  with  her  eyes  shut.  She  was  even 
disposed  to  think  that  at  eight-and-forty  or  so  a  man  with 
twenty  thousand  francs  a  year  was  a  good  match. 

"Cécile  is  in  her  twenty-third  year.  If  it  should  fall  out 
so  unfortunately  that  she  is  not  married  before  she  is  fîve  or 
six-and-twenty,  it  will  be  extremely  hard  to  marry  her  at  ail. 
When  a  girl  reaches  that  âge,  people  want  to  know  why  she 
has  been  so  long  on  hand.  We  are  a  good  deal  talked  about 
in  our  set.  We  hâve  come  to  an  end  of  ail  the  ordinary  excuses 
— 'She  is  so  young. — She  is  so  fond  of  her  father  and  mother 
that  she  doesn't  like  to  leave  them. — She  is  so  happy  at  home. 

— She  is  hard  to  please,  she  would  like  a  good  name '    We 

are  beginning  to  look  silly;  I  feel  that  dîstinctly.     And  be- 

sides,  Cécile  is  tired  of  waiting,  poor  child,  she  suffers " 

4 
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"In  wlint  way  ?"  Pons  was  noocîlc  enougli  lo  nslc. 

"Wliy,  bocnuso  it  is  huiniliatinp^  to  hor  to  s(>o  ail  hor  f^irl 
frionds  marriod  before  lier,"  rcplicd  tlic  tiioIIkt,  with  a 
duenna's  air. 

"But,  cousin,  lias  anything  happcned  since  the  last  time 
that  I  liad  thc  plcasuro  of  dining  hcrc?  Why  do  you  think  of 
mon  of  eight-and-forty?"  Pons  inquired  huinbly. 

"This  lias  happcned,"  returned  the  Présidente.  "We  were 
to  bave  had  an  interview  with  a  Court  rouncillor;  bis  son  is 
thirty  ycars  old  and  vcry  wcll-to-do,  aiid  M.  de  ^^arville 
would  hâve  obtained  a  post  in  the  audit-ofiice  for  him  and  ])aid 
the  money.  The  young  man  is  a  supernumerary  there  at 
présent.  And  uow  they  tell  us  that  he  bas  taken  it  into  his 
head  to  rush  ofif  to  Italy  in  the  train  of  a  duchess  from  the 
Bal  i\Ial)ille.  .  .  .  It  is  notbing  but  a  refusai  in  disguise. 
The  faet  is,  the  young  nian's  niotber  is  dead;  he  bas  an  in- 
conie  of  thirty  thousand  francs,  and  more  to  corne  at  his 
father's  death,  and  they  don't  care  about  the  match  for  him. 
You  hâve  just  corne  in  in  the  middle  of  ail  this,  dear  cousin, 
so  you  must  excuse  our  bad  temper." 

While  Pons  was  casting  about  for  the  complimentary  an- 
swer  which  invariably  occurred  to  him  too  late  when  he  was 
afraid  of  his  host,  Madeleine  came  in,  handed  a  folded  note 
to  the  Présidente,  and  waited  for  an  answer.  The  note  ran  as 
f  ollows  : 

"Dear  Mamma, — If  we  prétend  that  this  note  cornes  to 
you  from  papa  at  the  Palais,  and  that  he  wants  us  both  to 
dine  with  his  friend  because  proposais  hâve  been  renewed — 
then  the  cousin  will  go,  and  we  can  carry  out  our  plan  of  go- 
ing  to  the  Popinots." 

"Who  brought  the  raaster's  note?"  the  Présidente  asked 
quickly. 

"A  lad  from  the  Salle  du  Palais,"  the  withered  waiting 
woman  nnblushingly  answered,  and  her  mistress  knew  at  once 
that  Madeleine  had  woven  the  plot  with  Cécile,  now  at  the  end 
of  her  patience. 
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"Tell  him  that  we  will  both  be  there  at  half-past  five." 

Madeleine  had  no  sooner  left  the  room  than  the  Présidente 
tiirned  to  Cousin  Pons  with  that  insincere  friendliness  which 
is  about  as  gratefnl  to  a  sensitive  soûl  as  a  mixture  of  milk 
and  vinegar  to  the  palate  of  an  epicure. 

"Dinner  is  ordered,  dear  cousin  ;  you  must  dine  without  us  ; 
my  husband  bas  just  sent  word  from  the  court  that  the  ques- 
tion of  the  niarriage  bas  been  reopened,  and  we  are  to  dine 
with  the  Councillor.  We  need  not  stand  on  ceremony  at  ail. 
Do  just  as  if  you  were  at  home.  I  bave  no  secrets  from  you  ; 
I  am  perfectly  open  with  you,  as  you  see.  I  am  sure  you 
would  not  wish  to  break  olï  the  little  darling's  marriage." 

"I,  cousin?  On  the  contrary,  I  should  like  to  find  sorae 
one  for  lier  ;  but  in  my  circle " 

"Oh,  that  is  not  at  ail  likely,"  said  the  Présidente,  cutting 
him  short  insolently.  "Then  you  will  stay,  will  you  not? 
Cécile  will  keep  you  company  while  I  dress. 

"Oh  !  I  can  dine  somewhere  else,  cousin." 

Cruelly  hurt  though  he  was  by  her  way  of  casting  up  his 
poverty  to  him,  the  prospect  of  being  left  alone  with  the  ser- 
vants was  even  more  alarming. 

"But  why  should  you  ?  Dinner  is  ready  ;  you  may  just  as 
well  bave  it  ;  if  you  do  not,  the  servants  will  eat  it." 

At  that  atrocious  speech  Pons  started  up  as  if  he  had 
received  a  shock  from  a  galvanic  battery,  bowed  stiffly  to  the 
lady,  and  went  to  find  his  spencer.  Now,  it  so  happened  that 
the  door  of  Cécile's  bedroom,  beyond  the  little  drawing-room, 
stood  open,  and  looking  into  the  mirror,  he  caught  sight  of 
the  girl  shaking  with  laughter  as  she  gesticulated  and  raade 
signs  to  her  mother.  The  old  artist  understood  beyond  a 
doubt  that  he  had  been  the  victim  of  some  cowardly  hoax. 
Pons  went  slowly  down  the  stairs  ;  he  could  not  keep  back  the 
tears.  He  understood  that  he  had  been  turned  out  of  the 
house,  but  why  and  wherefore  he  did  not  know. 

"I  am  growing  too  old,"  he  told  hîmself.  "The  world  bas 
a  borror  of  old  âge  and  poverty — ^two  ugly  things.  After  this 
I  will  not  go  anywhere  unless  I  am  asked." 

Heroic  résolve  ! 
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Downstnirs  tlie  groat  gâte  was  shut,  as  it  usually  is  in 
houscs  occupied  by  the  propriotor;  Ihe  kitchen  stood  exactly 
opposite  the  porter's  lodge,  and  the  door  was  ojion.  l'ons  was 
obliged  to  liston  wliile  Madeleine  (old  the  servants  the  whole 
story  aniid  the  laiighter  of  the  servants.  She  had  not  e.xpec-ted 
hini  to  leave  se  soon.  The  footman  loudly  applaiided  a  joke 
at  the  expense  of  a  visitor  who  was  nhvays  coniing  to  the  house 
and  never  gave  you  more  than  three  francs  at  the  year's  eiid. 

"Yes,"  pnt  in  the  eook  ;  "but  if  ho  cuts  up  rough  and  does 
not  corne  back,  there  will  be  three  francs  the  less  for  some  of 
us  on  New  Year's  Day." 

"Eh!  How  is  he  to  know?"  retorted  the  footman. 

"Pooh  !"  said  Madeleine,  "a  little  sooner  or  a  little  later — 
what  différence  does  it  make  ?  The  people  at  the  other  honsea 
where  he  dines  are  so  tired  of  hini  that  they  are  going  to  tum 
him  ont." 

"The  gâte,  if  you  please  !" 

Madeleine  had  scarcely  uttered  the  words  when  they  heard 
the  old  musician's  call  to  the  porter.  It  sounded  like  a  cry  of 
pain.     There  was  a  sudden  silence  in  the  kitchen. 

"He  heard  !"  the  footman  said. 

"Well,  and  if  he  did,  so  mnch  the  worser,  or  rather  so  much 
the  better,"  retorted  Madeleine.    "He  is  an  arrant  skinflint." 

Poor  Pons  had  lost  none  of  the  talk  in  the  kitchen  ;  he 
heard  it  ail,  even  to  the  last  word,-  He  made  his  way  home 
along  the  boulevards,  in  tl^e  same  state,  physical  and  mental, 
as  an  old  woman  after  a  despcrate  struggle  with  burglars.  As 
he  went  he  talked  to  himself  in  quick  spasmodic  jerks;  his 
honor  had  been  wounded,  and  the  pain  of  it  drove  him  on 
as  a  gust  of  wind  whirls  away  a  straw.  He  found  himself  at 
last  in  the  Boulevard  du  Temple;  how  he  had  come  thither 
he  could  not  tell.  It  was  five  o'clock,  and,  strange  to  say,  he 
had  completely  lost  his  appotito. 

But  if  the  reader  is  to  understand  the  révolution  which 
Pons'  unexpected  return  at  that  hour  was  to  work  in  the  Eue 
de  Normandie,  the  promised  biography  of  Mme.  Cibot  must 
be  given  in  this  place. 
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Any  one  passing  along  the  Rue  de  Normandie  might  be 
pardoned  for  thinking  that  he  was  in  some  small  provincial 
town.  Grass  runs  to  seed  in  the  street,  everybody  knows 
everybody  else^,  and  the  sight  of  a  stranger  is  an  event.  The 
houses  date  back  to  the  reign  of  Henry  IV.,  when  there  was 
a  scheme  afoot  for  a  quarter  in  which  every  street  was  to  be 
nanied  after  a  French  province^  and  ail  should  converge  in  a 
handsome  sq;iare  to  which  La  France  should  stand  godmothcr. 
The  Quartier  de  l'Europe  was  a  revival  of  the  same  idea;  his- 
tory  repeats  itself  everywhere  in  the  world,  and  even  in  the 
world  of  spéculation. 

The  house  in  which  the  two  musicians  used  to  live  is  an 
old  mansion  with  a  courtyard  in  front  and  a  garden  at  the 
back;  but  the  front  part  of  the  house  which  gives  upon  the 
street  is  comparatively  modem,  built  during  the  eighteenth 
century  when  the  Marais  was  a  fashionable  quarter.  The 
friends  lived  at  the  back,  on  the  second  floor  of  the  old  part 
of  the  house.  The  whole  building  belonged  to  M.  Pillerault, 
an  old  man  of  eighty,  who  left  matters  very  much  in  the  hands 
of  M.  and  Mme.  Cibot,  his  porters  for  the  past  twenty-six 
years. 

Now,  as  a  porter  cannot  live  by  his  lodge  alone,  the  afore- 
said  Cibot  had  other  means  of  gaining  a  livelihood  ;  and  sup- 
plemented  his  five  per  cent  on  the  rental  and  his  f aggot  from 
every  cartload  of  wood  by  his  own  earnings  as  a  tailor.  In 
time  Cibot  ceased  to  work  for  the  master  tailors  ;  he  made  a 
connection  among  the  little  trades-people  of  the  quarter,  and 
enjo3^ed  a  monopoly  of  the  repairs,  rénovations,  and  fine 
drawing  of  ail  the  coats  and  trousers  in  three  adjacent 
streets.  The  lodge  was  spacious  and  wholesome,  and  boasted 
a  second  room  ;  whercfore  the  Cibot  couple  were  looked  upon 
as  among  the  luckiest  porters  in  the  arrondissement. 

Cibot,  small  and  stunted,  with  a  complcxion  almost  olîve- 
colored  by  reason  of  sitting  day  in  day  out  Turk-fashion  on 
a  table  level  with  the  barred  window,  made  about  twelve  or 
fourteen  francs  a  week.  He  worked  still,  though  he  was  fifty- 
eight  years  old,  but  fifty-cight  is  the  porter's  golden  âge;  he 


44  COTTSIN   rUNS 

is  usod  to  lus  lodgo,  ho  aiul  his  rouin  lit  cach  oHut  likc  tlie 
plioll  and  tlie  oystcr,  and  "lie  is  knowu  in  tlie  nei^hborhood." 

^[mv.  Cihot,  sdiiiotiuie  opencr  of  oysters  at  the  Cadran  Bleu, 
afhT  ail  Ihc  advcMitures  whicli  comc  nnsouo;lif  tn  tlic  bollo 
of  an  oystor-bar,  loft  lier  pnst  for  love  ol"  Ci  bot  at  tbc  âge  of 
twonty-cight.  The  boanty  of  a  woman  of  tlio  ])ooplo  is  sborl- 
livcd.  ospceially  if  she  is  plantcd  espalier  fashion  at  a  restau- 
rant door.  lier  features  are  hardcned  by  puffs  of  hot  air  froni 
the  kitchen;  the  color  of  the  heeltaps  of  customers'  bottles, 
tinished  in  the  company  of  the  waiters,  gradually  filters  into 
lier  complexion — no  beaxity  is  full  blown  so  soon  as  the  heanty 
of  an  oyster-opener.  Luckily  for  Mme.  Ci  bot,  lawful  wedlock 
and  a  portress'  life  were  offered  to  lier  jiist  in  time;  while  she 
still  preserved  a  comeliness  of  a  masculine  order  slandered  hy 
rivais  of  the  Rue  de  Xormandie,  who  ealled  her  "a  great 
blowsy  thing,''  Mme.  Cibot  might  hâve  sat  as  a  model  to  Ru- 
bens.  Those  flesh  tints  remiudod  you  of  the  a])petizing  sheen 
on  a  pat  of  Isigny  butter;  but  plump  as  she  was,  no  woman 
went  about  her  work  with  more  agility.  Mme.  Cibot  had  at- 
tained  the  time  of  life  when  women  of  her  stamp  are  obliged 
to  shave — which  is  as  much  as  to  say  that  she  had  roached  the 
âge  of  forty-eight.  A  porter's  wife  with  a  moustache  is  one 
of  the  best  possible  guaranteos  of  respoetaliility  and  sooiirity 
that  a  landlord  can  hâve.  If  Delacroix  could  hâve  seen  Mme. 
Cibot  leaning  prondly  on  her  broom  handle,  he  would  as- 
suredly  hâve  painted  her  as  Bellona. 

Strange  as  it  may  seem,  the  circumstances  of  the  Cibots, 
man  and  wife  (in  the  style  of  an  indictment),  were  one  day 
to  afïert  the  lives  of  the  two  friends  ;  whorefore  the  chronicler, 
as  in  duty  bound,  must  give  sorae  particulars  as  to  the  Cibots' 
lodge. 

The  house  brought  in  about  eight  thousand  francs,  for  there 
were  three  complète  sets  of  apartments — back  and  front,  on 
the  side  nearest  the  Rue  de  Normandie,  as  well  as  the  three 
floors  in  the  older  mansion  between  the  courtyard  and  the 
garden,  and  a  shop  kept  by  a  marine  store-dealer  named  Ré- 
monencq,  which  fronted  on  the  street.     During  the  past  few 
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months  this  Eémonencq  had  begun  to  deal  in  old  curiosities, 
and  knew  the  value  of  Pons'  collection  so  well  that  he  took  off 
his  hat  whenever  the  musician  came  in  or  went  ont. 

A  sou  in  the  livre  on  eight  thousand  francs  therefore 
brought  in  about  four  hundred  francs  to  the  Cibots.  They 
had  no  rent  to  pay  and  no  expenses  for  firing;  Cibot's  earn- 
ings  amounted  on  an  average  to  seven  or  eight  hundred  francs, 
add  tips  at  the  Xew  Year,  and  the  pair  had  altogether  an  in- 
comc  of  sixteen  hundred  francs,  every  penny  of  which  they 
spent,  for  the  Cibots  lived  and  fared  better  than  working  peo- 
ple  usually  do.  "One  can  only  live  once,"  La  Cibot  used  to 
say.  She  was  born  during  the  Eevolution,  you  see,  and  had 
never  learned  her  Catechism. 

The  husband  of  this  portress  with  the  unblenching  tawny 
eyes  was  an  object  of  envy  to  the  whole  fraternity,  for  La 
Cibot  had  not  forgotten  the  knowledge  of  cookery  picked  up 
at  the  Cadran  Bleu.  So  it  had  corne  to  pass  that  the  Cibots 
had  passed  the  prime  of  life,  and  saw  themselves  on  the 
threshold  of  old  âge  without  a  hundred  francs  put  by  for  the 
future.  Well  clad  and  well  fed,  they  enjoyed  among  the 
neighbors,  it  is  true,  the  respect  due  to  twenty-six  years  of 
strict  honesty;  for  if  they  had  nothing  of  their  own,  they 
'Tiadn't  nothing  belonging  to  nobody  else,"  according  to  La 
Cibot,  who  was  prodigal  of  négatives.  "There  wasn't  never 
such  a  love  of  a  man,"  she  would  say  to  her  husband.  Do  you 
ask  why?  You  might  as  well  ask  the  reason  of  her  indiffér- 
ence in  matters  of  religion. 

Both  of  them  were  proud  of  a  life  lived  in  open  daj^  of  the 
esteem  in  which  they  were  held  for  six  or  seven  streets  round 
about,  and  of  the  autocratie  rule  permitted  to  them  by  the 
proprietor  ("perprietor,"  they  called  him)  ;  but  in  private 
they  groanod  because  they  had  no  money  lying  at  intercst. 
Cibot  complained  of  pains  in  his  hands  and  legs,  and  his  wife 
would  lament  that  her  poor,  dear  Cibot  should  be  forced  to 
work  at  his  âge  ;  and,  indeed,  the  day  is  not  far  distant  when 
a  porter  after  thirty  years  of  such  a  life  will  cry  shame  upon 
the  injustice  of  the  Government  and  clamor  for  the  ribbon 
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of  thc  Lcgion  cf  ITonor.  \\\cvy  i'wwc  ili.it  t1it^  f];ossi]>  <if  iho 
quartor  brou^hl  lu'ws  of  sucli  and  sucli  a  scrvaiit-inaiil,  IcTt 
au  anmiity  oï  ilirco  or  four  huiulivd  francs  aflor  cit^lit  or  (en 
yoars  of  sorvitr,  thc  portors'  loil<;c\s  woiild  rosonnd  with  coin- 
plaints,  wliich  niay  givo  sonic  idoa  of  thc  consuniing  jcalous- 
ies  in  the  lowest  walks  of  life  in  Paris. 

"Oh,  indocd  !  It  will  ncvcr  liai)pon  to  the  like  of  \is  to  hâve 
our  nanios  niontioncd  in  a  will  !  \Vc  hâve  no  luck,  but  wo  do 
more  than  servants,  for  ail  that.  Wo  fill  a  ]ilace  of  trust;  \vg 
give  rcceipts,  we  are  on  the  lookout  for  squalls,  and  yet  we  are 
trcated  like  dogs,  neither  more  nor  less,  and  that's  the  truth  !" 

"Some  find  fortune  and  some  miss  fortune,  *  said  Cibot, 
coming  in  with  a  coat. 

"If  I  had  left  Cibot  hère  in  his  lodge  and  takon  a  place 
as  cook,  we  should  hâve  had  our  thirty  thousand  francs  out 
at  interest,"  cried  Mme.  Cibot,  standing  chatting  with  a 
neighbor,  her  hands  on  her  prominent  bips.  "But  I  didn't 
imderstand  how  to  get  on  in  life;  housed  inside  of  a  snug 
lodge  and  firing  found  and  want  for  nothing,  but  that  is  ail." 

In  1836,  whcn  thc  fricnds  took  up  their  abode  on  thc  sec- 
ond floor.  they  brought  about  a  sort  of  révolution  in  thc  Cibot 
household.  It  befell  on  this  wise.  Schmucke,  like  his  friend 
Pons,  usually  arranged  that  the  porter  or  the  porter's  wife 
should  undertake  the  eares  of  housekeeping;  and  being  both 
of  one  mind  on  this  point  when  they  came  to  live  in  the  Rue 
de  Xormandie,  Mme.  Cibot  became  their  housekeeper  at  the 
rate  of  twcnty-five  francs  per  month — twelve  francs  fifty  cen- 
times for  each  of  them.  Before  the  year  was  out,  the  emeritus 
portress  reigned  in  the  establishment  of  the  two  old  bachelors, 
as  she  reigned  everywhere  in  the  house  belonging  to  M.  Pil- 
lerault,  grcat  uncle  of  Mme.  le  Comtesse  Popinot.  Their  busi- 
ness was  her  business  ;  she  callcd  them  "my  gentlemen."  And 
at  last,  finding  the  pair  of  nutcrackers  as  mild  as  lambs,  easy 
to  live  with,  and  by  no  means  suspicions — perfect  children, 
in  fact — her  heart,  the  heart  of  a  woman  of  the  people, 
prompted  her  to  protect,  adore,  and  serve  them  with  such 
thorough  dévotion,  that  she  read  them  a  lecture  now  and 
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again,  and  saved  them  from  the  impositions  which  swell  tlie 
eost  of  living  in  Paris.  For  twenty-five  francs  a  month,  the 
two  old  bachelors  inadvertently  acquired  a  raother. 

As  they  becaine  aware  of  Mme.  Cibot's  full  vaine,  they 
gave  her  outspoken  praises,  and  thanks,  and  little  présents 
which  strengthened  the  bonds  of  the  domestic  alliance.  Mme. 
Cibot  a  thousand  times  preferred  appréciation  to  money  pay- 
ments;  it  is  a  well-known  fact  that  the  sensé  that  one  is  ap- 
preciated  makes  up  for  a  deficiency  in  wages.  And  Cibot 
did  ail  that  he  eould  for  his  wife's  two  gentlemen,  and  ran 
errands  and  did  repairs  at  half-price  for  them. 

The  second  year  brought  a  new  élément  into  the  friendship 
between  the  lodge  and  the  second  floor,  and  Schmucke  con- 
cluded  a  bargain  which  satisfied  his  indolence  and  désire  for 
a  life  withont  cares.  For  thirty  sous  per  da}^,  or  forty-five 
francs  per  month,  Mme.  Cibot  undertook  to  provide 
Schmucke  with  breakfast  and  dinner;  and  Pons,  finding  his 
friend's  breakfast  very  much  to  his  mind,  concluded  a  sepa- 
rate  treaty  for  that  meal  only  at  the  rate  of  eighteen  francs. 
This  arrangement,  which  added  nearly  ninety  francs  every 
month  to  the  takings  of  the  porter  and  his  wife,  made  two  in- 
violable beings  of  the  lodgers;  they  became  angels,  cherubs, 
divinities.  It  is  very  doubtful  whether  the  King  of  the  French, 
who  is  supposed  to  understand  economy,  is  as  well  served  as 
the  pair  of  nutcrackers  used  to  be  in  those  days. 

For  them  the  milk  issued  pure  from  the  can  ;  they  enjoyed 
a  free  perusal  of  ail  the  morning  papers  taken  by  other 
lodgers,  later  risers,  who  were  told,  if  need  be,  that  the  news- 
paper  had  not  come  yet.  Mme.  Cibot,  moreover,  kept  their 
elothes,  their  rooms,  and  the  landing  as  clean  as  a  Flemisli 
interior.  As  for  Schmucke,  he  enjoyed  unhoped-for  happi- 
ness;  Mme.  Cibot  had  made  life  easy  for  him;  he  paid  her 
about  six  francs  a  month,  and  she  took  charge  of  his  linen, 
washing,  and  mending.  Altogether,  his  expenses  amounted 
to  sixty-six  francs  per  month  (for  he  spent  fifteen  francs  on 
tobacco),  and  sixty-six  francs  multiplied  by  twelve  produces 
the  sum  total  of  seven  hundred  and  ninety-two  francs.    Add 
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two  lumdrrd  niul  iwcntv  fr;iiu's  foi-  rciit.  ratc!?,  and  taxes, 
aiul  vou  ha VI'  a  thousand  aiul  twolve  francs.  Oibot  was 
Solnnucko's  tnilor;  his  clothes  co^t  liim  on  an  avcra^^c  a  hiin- 
drod  and  flfty  francs,  wliich  furthcr  swclls  tho  total  to  thc 
sum  of  twcivo  hundrcd.  On  iwclvc  Imndrcd  francs  pcr  an- 
nuni  tliis  profound  iihildsoplior  livod.  llow  niany  i)ooplc  in 
Kuropc,  whosc  onc  thou^^ht  it  is  to  conic  io  l'aris  and  liv(i 
therc,  will  ba  agrecably  surpriscd  to  Icarn  that  yon  inay  ex- 
ist  in  conifort  npon  an  incomc  of  twelvc  hnndrod  francs  in 
tbc  Eue  de  ÎS^orniaudio  in  tlu^  INfarais,  nndor  the  wing  of  a 
Mme.  Cibot. 

Mme.  Cibot,  to  résume  the  story,  was  amazed  beyond  ex- 
pression to  see  Pons,  good  m  an,  return  at  fîve  o'clock  in  the 
evening,  Such  a  thing  liad  never  happened  before;  and  not 
only  so,  but  "her  gentleman"  had  given  her  no  greeting — 
had  not  so  niuch  as  seen  lier  ! 

''Well,  well,  Cibot,"  said  she  to  her  spouse,  "M.  Pons  bas 
come  in  for  a  million,  or  gone  out  of  his  mind  !" 

"That  is  how  it  looks  to  me,"  said  Cibot,  dropping  the 
eoat-sleeve  in  Adiich  he  was  making  a  "dart,"  in  tailor's  lan- 
guage. 

The  savory  odor  of  a  stew  porvaded  tlie  whole  oourtyard, 
as  Pons  returned  mechanically  home.  Mme.  Cibot  was  dish- 
ing  up  Schmucke's  dinner,  which  consisted  of  scraps  of  boiled 
beef  from  a  little  cook-shop  not  above  doing  a  little  trade  of 
this  kind.  Thèse  morsels  were  fricasseed  in  brown  butter, 
with  thin  slices  of  onion,  until  the  méat  and  vegetables  had 
absorbed  the  gravy,  and  this  true  porter's  dish  was  browned 
to  the  right  degree.  With  that  fricassée,  prepared  with  lov- 
ing  care  for  Cibot  and  Schmucke,  and  accompanied  by  a  bottle 
of  béer  and  a  pièce  of  cheese,  the  old  Gerraan  music-master 
was  quite  content.  Not  King  Solomon  in  ail  his  glory,  be 
suTe,  could  dine  better  than  Schmucke.  A  dish  of  boiled  beef 
fricasseed  with  onions,  scraps  of  sauté  chicken,  or  beef  and 
parsley,  or  venison,  or  fish  served  with  a  sauce  of  La  Cibot's 
own  invention  (a  sauce  with  which  a  mother  might  unsus- 
pectingly  eat  her  child), — such  was  Schmucke's  ordiuary. 
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varying  with  the  quantity  and  quality  of  the  remnants  of 
food  supplied  by  boulevard  restaurants  to  the  cook-shop  in 
the  Rue  Boucherat.  Schmucke  took  everything  that  "goot 
Montame  Zipod"  gave  hira,  and  was  content,  and  so  from  day 
to  day  ''goot  Montame  Zipod"  eut  down  the  cost  of  his  dinner, 
until  it  could  be  served  for  twenty  sous. 

*''It  won"t  be  long  afore  I  iind  out  what  is  the  niattor 
with  him,  poor  dear,"  said  Mme.  Cibot  to  hor  husband,  "for 
hère  is  M.  Schmucke's  dinner  ail  ready  for  him." 

As  she  spoke  she  covered  the  deep  earthenware  dish  with  a 
plate  ;  and,  notwithstanding  her  âge,  she  climbed  the  stair  and 
reached  the  door  before  Schmucke  opened  it  to  Pons. 

"Vat  is  de  matter  mit  you,  mein  goot  friend?"  asked  the 
German,  scared  by  the  expression  of  Pons'  face. 

"I  will  tell  you  ail  about  it  ;  but  I  hâve  come  home  to  hâve 
dinner  with  you " 

"Tinner  !  tinner  !'*'  cried  Schmucke  in  ecstasy  ;  "but  it  is 
imbossible  !"  the  old  German  added,  as  he  thought  of  his 
friend's  gastronomical  tastes;  and  at  that  very  moment  he 
caught  sight  of  Mme.  Cibot  listening  to  the  conversation,  as 
she  had  a  right  to  do  as  his  lawful  housewife.  Struck  with 
one  of  those  happy  inspirations  which  only  enlighten  a 
friend's  heart,  he  marched  up  to  the  portress  and  drew  her 
out  to  the  stairhead. 

"Montame  Zipod,"  he  said,  "der  goot  Pons  is  fond  of  goot 
dings;  shoost  go  rount  to  der  Catran  Pieu  und  order  a 
dainty  liddle  tinner,  mit  anjovies  und  maggaroni.  Ein  tin- 
ner for  Lugullus,  in  vact." 

"What  is  that?"  inquired  La  Cibot. 

"Oh  !  ah  !"  returned  Schmucke,  "it  is  veal  à  la  pourcheoise" 
(bourgeoise,  he  meant),  "a  nice  fisch,  ein  pottle  off  Porteaux, 
und  nice  dings,  der  fery  best  dey  haf,  like  groquettes  of  rice 
und  shmoked  pacon  !  Bay  for  it,  und  say  nodings;  I  vill  gif 
you  back  de  monny  to-morrow  morning." 

Back  went  Schmucke,  radiant  and  rubbing  his  hands  ;  but 
his  expression  slowly  changed  to  a  look  of  bewildered  aston- 
ishment  as  he  heard  Pons'  story  of  the  troubles  that  had  but 
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just  miw  ovcru iuliiu'il  Iiiiii  in  a  iinMiiciit.  Ile  (ricil  to  com- 
fort  Pons  bv  ixivii),<;  hini  a  ski'tcli  ni'  llic  wm-ld  fioni  liis  uw!, 
jioint  of  vifw.  l'aris,  in  liis  o|iiiii(iii,  was  a  i)(M'|u'(naI  liiii'Iy- 
burly,  (hc  nicn  and  wonicn  in  il  wvvr  wliiilcil  awav  i)y  a 
ti'nii)Oïitu(>iis  waltz  ;  it  was  no  use  expcx-tiii^  anythin<:;  of  Ihc 
\V(M'I(1,  which  only  lookcd  at  ilu*  outsidos  of  ihin^'s,  "und  Jiol 
at  dor  iiulorior."'  For  Ihe  Inindrcdlli  lime  lie  relaled  linw 
that  thc  only  thrcc  pupils  for  whnm  lie  had  roally  cared,  for 
whoni  lie  was  ready  to  die,  the  tliree  wlio  had  hccn  fond  of 
him,  aud  even  allowcd  liini  a  little  pension  of  ninc  lunidred 
francs,  each  contribiiting  tliree  Inindred  to  the  ainonnt — bis 
favorite  pupils  had  quite  fors^ottcn  to  corne  to  see  hiin;  and 
so  swift  was  the  current  of  Parisian  life  which  swept  them 
away,  that  if  he  called  at  their  houses,  he  had  not  succeeded 
in  seeing  them  once  in  three  years — (it  is  a  fact,  however,  that 
Schmucke  had  always  thought  fît  to  call  on  thèse  great  ladies 
at  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning!) — still,  his  pension  was  paid 
quarterly  through  the  médium  of  solicitors. 

"ITnd  yet,  dey  are  hearts  of  gold,"  he  concluded.  "Dey  are 
niy  liddle  Saint  Cecilias,  sharming  vimmen,  Montame  de  Bor- 
dentuère,  Montame  de  Fantenesse,  und  Montame  du  Dilet. 
Gif  I  see  dera  at  ail,  it  is  at  die  Jambs  Elusées,  und  dey  do 
not  see  me  .  .  .  3'et  dey  are  ver'  fond  of  me,  und  I 
might  go  to  dine  mit  dem,  und  dey  vould  be  ver'  bleased  to 
see  me;  und  I  might  go  to  deir  country-houses,  but  I  vould 
much  rader  be  mit  mine  friend  Bons,  because  I  kann  see  him 
venefer  I  like,  und  efery  tay." 

Pons  took  Schmucke's  hand  and  grasped  it  between  his 
own.  Ail  that  was  passing  in  his  inmost  soûl  was  communi- 
catod  in  that  tight  pressure.  And  so  for  awhile  the  friends 
sat  like  two  lovers,  meeting  at  last  after  a  long  absence. 

"Tine  hère,  efery  tay  !"  broke  out  Schmucke,  inwardly  bless- 
ing  Mme.  de  Marville  for  her  hardness  of  heart.  "Look  hère  ! 
Ye  shall  go  a  prick-à-pracking  togeders,  und  dor  toufol  shall 
nefer  show  his  tail  hère." 

"Ye  shall  go  prick-à-pracking  togeders  !"  for  the  full  com- 
préhension of  those  truly  heroic  words,  it  must  be  confessed 
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that  Schmucke's  ignorance  of  bric-à-brac  was  sometbing  of 
the  densest.  It  rcqnired  ail  the  strength  of  bis  friendsbip 
to  keep  bim  from  doing  heedless  damage  in  the  sitting-room 
and  study  wbicb  did  duty  as  a  muséum  for  Pons.  Scbmueke, 
wboll}^  absorbed  in  music,  a  composer  for  love  of  bis  art,  took 
about  as  mucb  interest  in  bis  friend's  little  trifles  as  a  fisb 
migbt  take  in  a  flower-sbow  at  the  Luxembourg,  supposing 
tbat  it  bad  received  a  ticket  of  admission.  A  certain  awe  wbicb 
be  certainly  felt  for  tbe  marvels  was  simply  a  reflection  of  tbe 
respect  wbicb  Pons  sbowed  bis  treasures  wben  be  dusted 
tbem.  To  Pons'  exclamations  of  admiration,  be  was  wont  to 
reply  witb  a  "Yes,  it  is  ver'  bretty,"  as  a  motber  answers 
baby-gestures  witb  meaningless  baby-talk.  Seven  times  since 
tbe  friends  bad  lived  togetber,  Pons  bad  excbanged  a  good 
clock  for  a  better  one,  till  at  last  be  possessed  a  timepiece  in 
Boule's  first  and  best  manner,  for  Boule  bad  two  manners, 
as  Eapbael  bad  tbree.  In  tbe  first  be  combined  ebony  and 
copper;  in  tbe  second — contrary  to  bis  convictions — be  sacri- 
ficed  to  tortoise-sbell,  working  miracles  to  outstrip  bis  rivais, 
tbe  inventors  of  tortoise-sbell  inlaid  work.  In  spite  of  Pons' 
learned  dissertations,  Scbmueke  never  could  see  tbe  sligbtest 
différence  between  tbe  magnificent  clock  in  Boule's  first  man- 
ner and  its  six  predecessors  ;  but,  for  Pons'  sake,  Scbmueke 
was  even  more  careful  among  tbe  "cbimcracks"  tban  Pons 
bimself.  So  it  sbould  not  be  surprising  tbat  Scbmucke's  sub- 
lime words  comforted  Pons  in  bis  despair;  for  "Ve  sball  go 
prick-à-pracking  togeders,"  meant,  being  interpreted,  "I  will 
put  money  into  bric-à-brac,  if  you  will  only  dine  bere." 

"Dinner  is  ready,"  Mme.  Cibot  announced,  witb  astonisb- 
ing  self-posseseion. 

It  is  not  difficult  to  imagine  Pons'  surprise  wben  be  saw 
and  relisbed  tbe  dinner  due  to  Scbmucke's  friendsbip.  Sensa- 
tions of  tbis  kind,  tbat  come  so  rarely  in  a  lifetime,  are  never 
tbe  outcome  of  the  constant,  close  relationship  by  wbicb 
friend  daily  says  to  friend,  "You  are  a  second  self  to  me;" 
for  tbis,  too,  becomes  a  matter  of  use  and  wont.  It  is  only 
by  contact  witb  tbe  barbarism  of  the  world  without  tbat  the 
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liap))incss  of  thnt  intiinato  life  is  revealod  to  us  as  a  snddcn 
glad  surprise.  It  is  the  outor  world  which  renewa  tlic  linud 
botweon  friond  and  friond,  lover  and  lover,  ail  llieir  11  vos 
lonir,  wlioroviT  two  great  soûls  arc  knit  togethcr  i)y  l'ricndship 
or  by  love. 

Pons  bruslied  away  two  big  toars,  Scbmucko  liinisolf  wipod 
his  eyes;  aud  thougli  notbing  was  said,  the  two  were  doser 
friends  tban  before.  Little  friendly  nods  and  glanées  ex- 
cbanged  aeross  the  table  were  like  balm  to  Pons,  soothing  the 
{inin  eaused  by  the  sand  dropped  in  his  heart  by  the  Prési- 
dentes wife.  As  for  Schniueke,  he  rubbed  his  hands  till  they 
were  sore;  for  a  new  idea  had  occurred  to  hiin,  one  of  those 
great  discoveries  which  cause  a  German  no  surprise,  unless 
they  sprout  up  suddenly  in  a  Teuton  brain  frost-bound  by  the 
awe  and  revei-ence  due  to  sovereign  princes. 

"Mine  goot  Bons?''  began  Schnnieke. 

"I  ean  guess  what  you  mean;  you  wonld  like  lis  both  to 
dine  together  hère,  every  day " 

"Gif  only  I  vas  rich  enof  to  lif  like  dis  efery  tay "  be- 
gan the  good  German  in  a  nielancholy  voice.  But  hère  Mme, 
Cibot  appeared  upon  the  scène.  Pons  had  given  her  an  order 
for  the  théâtre  from  time  to  time,  and  stood  in  conséquence 
almost  as  high  in  her  esteem  and  affection  as  her  boarder 
Schmucke. 

"Lord  love  you,"  said  she,  "for  three  francs  and  wine  extra 
I  can  give  you  both  such  a  dinner  every  day  that  you  will  be 
ready  to  lick  the  plates  as  clean  as  if  they  were  washed." 

"It  is  a  fact,"  Schmucke  remarked,  "dat  die  dinners  dat 
Montarae  Zipod  cooks  for  me  are  better  as  de  messes  dey  eat 
at  der  royal  dable  !"  In  his  eagerness,  Schmucke,  usually  so 
full  of  respect  for  the  powers  that  be,  so  far  forgot  himself 
as  to  imitate  the  irreverent  newspapers  which  scoffed  at  the 
"fixed-price"  dinners  of  Royalty. 

"Eeally  ?"  said  Pons.    "Very  well,  I  will  try  to-morrow." 

And  at  that  promise  Schmucke  sprang  from  one  end  of 
the  table  to  the  other,  sweeping  off  tablecloth,  bottles,  and 
dishes  as  he  went,  and  hugged  Pons  to  his  heart.  So  might 
gas  rush  to  combine  with  gas. 
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"Vat  happiness  !"  criecl  he. 

Mme.  Cibot  was  quite  tonchcd.  "Monsieur  is  going  to  dine 
hère  every  da}-  !"  she  eried  proudly. 

That  excellent  woman  departed  downstairs  again  in  ig- 
norance of  the  event  which  had  brought  about  this  resuit,  en- 
tered  her  room  like  Josepha  in  William  Tell,  set  down  the 
plates  and  dishes  on  the  table  with  a  bang,  and  called  aloud  to 
her  husband: 

"Cibot  !  run  to  the  Café  Turc  for  two  small  cnps  of  coffee, 
and  tell  the  man  at  the  stove  that  it  is  for  me." 

Then  she  sat  down  and  rested  her  hands  on  her  massive 
knees,  and  gazed  ont  of  the  window  at  the  opposite  wall. 

"I  will  go  to-night  and  see  what  Ma'am  Fontaine  says," 
she  thought.  (Madame  Fontaine  told  fortunes  on  the  cards 
for  ail  the  servants  in  the  quarter  of  the  Marais.)  "Since 
thèse  two  gentlemen  came  hère,  we  hâve  put  two  thousand 
francs  in  the  savings  bank.  Two  thousand  francs  in  eight 
years  !  What  luck  !  Would  it  be  better  to  make  no  profit  out 
of  M.  Pons'  dinner  and  keep  him  hère  at  home?  Ma'am 
Fontaine's  hen  will  tell  me  that." 

Three  years  ago  Mme.  Cibot  had  begun  to  cherish  a  hope 
that  her  name  might  be  mentioned  in  "her  gentlemen's"  wills  ; 
she  had  redoubled  her  zeal  since  that  covetous  thought  tardily 
sprouted  up  in  the  midst  of  that  so  honest  moustache.  Pons 
hitherto  had  dined  abroad,  eluding  her  désire  to  hâve  both 
of  "her  gentlemen"  entirely  under  her  management;  his 
"troubadour"  collector's  life  had  scared  away  certain  vague 
ideas  which  hovered  in  La  Cibot's  brain;  but  now  her  shad- 
owy  projects  assumed  the  formidable  shape  of  a  definite  plan, 
dating  from  that  mémorable  dinner.  Fifteen  minutes  later 
she  reappeared  in  the  dining-room  with  two  cups  of  excellent 
coffee,  flanked  by  a  couple  of  tiny  glasses  of  Tcirschiuasser. 

"Long  lif  Montame  Zipod!"  cried  Schmucke;  "she  haf 
guessed  right  !" 

The  diner-out  bemoaned  himself  a  little,  while  Schmucke 
met  his  lamentations  with  coaxing  fondness,  like  a  home 
pigeon  welcoming  back  a  wandering  bird.  Then  the  pair  set 
ont  for  the  théâtre. 
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Sc'liimicko  oonlcî  not  leavo  lus  friond  iii  thc  coiidition  lo 
vhic'li  lu'  liad  bciMi  brouglit  \>\  tlic  Caiiuisots — mistrcsses  aiul 
servinils.  llo  kiu'W  Pons  so  wcll;  lie  l'carecî  lest  soino  cruel, 
sail  Ihouglit  sliould  seize  on  hini  at  liis  e()nduct()r''s  dcsk,  and 
undo  ail  the  j^ood  doue  by  lus  weleonie  home  lo  the  nest. 

And  Sehnnu'ke  brought  lus  friend  baek  on  his  arni  through 
the  streets  at  inidnight.  A  lover  could  not  be  more  careful 
of-his  lady.  Ile  pointed  ont  the  edges  of  the  curbstones,  he 
was  on  the  lookout  whenever  they  stepped  on  or  o(T  the  pave- 
ment, ready  with  a  warning  if  thore  was  a  gutter  to  cross. 
Sehmucke  could  havc  wislied  that  the  streets  were  paved  with 
eotton-down  ;  he  would  hâve  had  a  blue  sky  overhead,  and 
Pons  should  hear  the  music  which  ail  llie  angels  in  heaven 
were  making  for  him.  He  had  won  the  lost  province  in  his 
friend's  heart  ! 

For  uearly  tliree  months  Pons  and  Sehmucke  dined  togelher 
every  day.  Pons  was  obliged  to  retreneh  at  once  ;  for  dinner 
at  forty-five  francs  a  month  and  wine  at  thirty-five  meant 
preeisely  eighty  francs  less  to  spend  on  bric-à-brac.  And  very 
soon,  in  spite  of  ail  that  Sehmucke  could  do,  in  spite  of  his 
little  German  jokes,  Pons  fell  to  regretting  the  délicate  dishes, 
the  liqueurs,  thegood  coiïee,  the  table  talk,  the  insincere  polite- 
ness,  the  guests,  and  the  gossip,  and  the  bouses  where  he  used 
to  dine.  On  the  wrong  side  of  sixty  a  man  cannot  break  him- 
self  of  a  habit  of  thirty-six  years'  growth.  Wine  at  a  hundred 
and  thirty  francs  per  hogshead  is  scarcely  a  generous  liquid 
in  a  gourmet' s  glass;  every  time  that  Pons  raised  it  to  his  lips 
he  thought,  with  infinité  poignant  regret,  of  the  exquisite 
wines  in  his  entertainers'  cellars. 

In  short,  at  the  end  of  three  months,  the  cruel  pangs  which 
had  gone  near  to  break  Pons'  sensitive  heart  had  died  away  ; 
he  forgot  everything  but  the  charms  of  society;  and  lan- 
guished  for  them  like  some  elderly  slave  of  a  petticoat  com- 
pelled  to  leave  the  mistress  who  too  repeatedly  deceives  him. 
In  vain  he  tried  to  hide  his  profound  and  consuming  melan- 
eholy  ;  it  was  too  plain  that  he  was  sufîering  f rom  one  of  the 
mysterious  complaints  which  the  mind  brings  upon  the  body. 
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A  single  symptom  will  throw  light  upon  this  case  of  nos- 
ttt/gia  (as  it  were)  produced  by  breaking  away  from  an  old 
habit;  in  itself  it  is  trifling,  one  of  the  rayriad  nothings 
which  are  as  rings  in  a  coat  of  ehain-mail  enveloping  the  soiil 
in  a  network  of  iron.  One  of  the  keenest  pleasures  of  Pons'  old 
life,  one  of  the  joys  of  the  dinner-table  parasite  at  ail  times, 
was  the  "surprise,"  the  thrill  produced  by  the  extra  dainty 
dish  added  triumphantly  to  the  bill  of  fare  by  the  mistress  of 
a  bourgeois  house,  to  give  a  festal  air  to  the  dinner.  Pons' 
stomach  hankered  after  that  gastronomical  satisfaction. 
Mme.  Cibot,  in  the  pride  of  lier  heart,  enumerated  every  dish 
beforehand;  a  sait  and  savor  once  periodically  récurrent,  had 
vanished  utterly  from  daily  life.  Dinner  proceeded  without 
le  plat  couvert,  as  our  grandsires  called  it.  Tliis  lay  beyond 
the  bounds  of  Sehmueke's  powers  of  compréhension. 

Pons  had  too  much  delicacy  to  grumble;  but  if  the  case 
of  unappreciated  genius  is  hard,  it  goes  harder  still  with  the 
stomach  whose  claims  are  ignored.  Slighted  affection,  a  sub- 
jeet  of  which  too  much  has  been  made,  is  founded  upon  an 
illusory  longing;  for  if  the  créature  fails,  love  can  turn  to 
the  Creator  who  has  treasures  to  bestow.  But  the  stomach  ! 
.  .  .  Nothing  can  be  compared  to  its  sufferings  ;  for,  in  the 
first  place,  one  must  live. 

Pons  thought  wistfully  of  certain  creams — surely  the  poetry 
of  cookery  ! — of  certain  white  sauces,  masterpieces  of  the  art  ; 
of  truffled  chickens,  fit  to  melt  your  heart;  and  above  thèse, 
and  more  than  ail  thèse,  of  the  famous  Ehine  carp,  only 
known  at  Paris,  served  with  what  condiments  !  There  were 
days  when  Pons,  thinking  upon  Count  Popinot's  eook,  would 
sigh  aloud,  "Ah,  Sophie!"  Any  passer-by  hearing  the  ex- 
clamation might  bave  thought  that  the  old  man  referred  to 
a  lost  mistress;  but  his  fancy  dwelt  upon  something  rarer, 
on  a  fat  Ehine  carp  with  a  sauce,  thin  in  the  sauce-boat, 
creamy  upon  the  palate,  a  sauce  that  deserved  the  Montyon 
prize  !  The  conduetor  of  the  orchestra,  living  on  memories 
of  past  dinners,  grew  visibly  leaner;  he  was  pining  away, 
a  victim  to  gastric  nostalgia. 
5 
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Rv  tlio  lH\i,Mniiiii^  of  tho  fourlh  month  (iowjinls  iho  onfl  of 
Jaiuiary.  ISl")),  Pons'  fomlition  altractcd  atlonlion  at  thc 
tlioalrt'.  Tlio  llutc,  a  youn^  maii  iiainod  Wilholm,  liki'  alinost 
ail  Gormans ;  and  Schwab,  to  distinfrnisli  tiini  froiii  ail  (;thcr 
Wilholnis,  if  not  froni  ail  ollicr  Schwabs,  judj^od  it  expédient 
to  opeu  Schnnickc's  eycs  to  lus  friend's  state  of  health.  It 
was  a  first  performance  of  a  ])io(i'  in  wliicli  ScliTniicke's  in- 
struments were  ail  required. 

"The  old  gentleman  is  failing,"  said  tlio  flûte:  "there  is 
soniething  wrong  somewhere;  his  eyes  are  heavy,  and  he 
doesn't  beat  time  as  he  used  to  do,"  added  Wilhelm  Schwab, 
indicating  Pons  as  he  gloomily  took  his  place. 

"Dat  is  alvays  de  vay,  gif  a  man  is  sixty  years  old,"  an- 
swered  Schmucke. 

The  Highland  widow,  in  The  Chronides  of  the  Canongate, 
sent  her  son  to  his  death  to  hâve  him  beside  her  for  twenty- 
foiir  hours;  and  Schmucke  could  hâve  sacrifîced  Pons  for  the 
sake  of  seeing  his  face  every  day  across  the  dinner-table. 

"Everybody  in  the  théâtre  is  anxious  about  him,"  continued 
the  flûte;  "and,  as  the  première  danseuse,  Mlle  Brisetout, 
says,  ^le  makes  hardly  any  noise  now  when  he  blows  his 
nose.'  " 

And,  indeed,  a  peal  like  the  blast  of  a  horn  used  to  resound 
through  the  old  musician's  bandana  handkerehief  whenever 
he  raised  it  to  that  lengthy  and  cavernous  feature.  The  Presi- 
dent's  wife  had  more  frequently  found  fault  with  him  on  that 
score  than  on  any  other. 

"I  vould  gif  a  goot  teal  to  amuse  him/'  said  Schmucke,  "he 
gets  so  dull." 

"M.  Pons  always  seems  so  much  above  the  like  of  us  poor 
devils,  that,  upon  my  word,  I  didn't  dare  to  ask  him  to  my 
wedding,"  said  Wilhelm  Schwab.  "I  am  going  to  be  mar- 
ried " 

"How?"  demanded  Schmucke. 

"Oh!  quite  properly,"  returned  Wilhelm  Schwab,  taking 
Schmucke's  quaint  inquiry  for  a  gibe,  of  which  that  perfect 
Christian  was  quite  incapable. 
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''Corne,  gentlemen,  take  your  places  !"  called  Pons,  looking 
round  at  his  little  army,  as  the  stage  manager's  bell  rang  for 
the  overture. 

The  pièce  was  a  dramatized  fairy  taie,  a  pantomime  called 
The  Devil's  Betrothed,  which  ran  for  two  hundred  nights. 
In  the  interval,  after  the  first  act,  Wilhelm  Schwab  and 
Schmucke  were  left  alone  in  the  orchestra,  with  a  house  at  a 
température  of  thirty-two  degrees  Kéaumur. 

"Tell  me  your  hishdory,"  said  Schmucke. 

"Look  there  !  Do  you  see  that  young  man  in  the  box  yon- 
der?     ...     Do  you  recognize  him?" 

"Xefer  a  pit " 

"Ah?  That  is  because  he  is  wearing  yellow  gloves  and 
shines  with  ail  the  radiance  of  riches,  but  that  is  my  friend 
Fritz  Brunner  out  of  Frankfort-on-the-Main." 

"Dat  used  to  komm  to  see  du  blay  und  sit  peside  you  in  der 
orghestra  ?" 

"The  same.  You  would  not  believe  he  could  look  so  différ- 
ent, would  you  ?" 

The  hero  of  the  promised  story  was  a  German  of  that  par- 
ticular  type  in  which  the  sombre  irony  of  Goethe's  Mephis- 
topheles  is  blended  with  a  homely  cheerfulness  found  in  the 
romances  of  Auguste  Lafontaine  of  pacifie  memory;  but  the 
predominating  élément  in  the  compound  of  artlessness  and 
guile,  of  shopkeeper's  shrewdness,  and  the  studied  careless- 
ness  of  a  member  of  the  Jockey  Club,  was  that  form  of  dis- 
gust  which  set  a  pistol  in  the  hands  of  a  young  Werther, 
bored  to  death  less  by  Charlotte  than  by  German  princes.  It 
was  a  thoroughly  German  face,  full  of  cunning,  full  of  sim- 
plicity,  stupidity,  and  courage;  the  knowledge  which  brings 
weariness,  the  worldly  wisdom  which  the  veriest  child's  trick 
leaves  at  fault,  the  abuse  of  béer  and  tobacco, — ail  thèse  were 
there  to  be  seen  in  it,  and  to  heighten  the  contrast  of  opposed 
qualities,  there  was  a  wild  diabolical  gleam  in  the  fine  blue 
eyes  with  the  jaded  expression. 

Dressed  with  ail  the  élégance  of  a  city  man,  Fritz  Brunner 
sat  in  full  view  of  the  house  displaying  a  bald  crown  of  the 
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tint  bolovcd  bv  Titian,  and  n  few  stray  ficry  rod  liairs  on  cithor 
fiidi'  of  il  ;  a  riMunant  sparod  by  drbaïu-bery  and  want,  tbat 
tbo  prodi^al  niij^bt  bave  a  ri^lit  to  spi'nd  nioney  witb  tbc;  bair- 
dri'ssor  wlicn  bc  sbouUî  conie  into  bis  l'ortiine.  A  face,  oneo 
fuir  aiul  t'rcsli  as  tbe  Iradilionnl  pdrti'ait  of  Jésus  CbrisI,  bad 
grown  barder  since  tbe  adveid  of  a  red  nioustacbe;  a  iawny 
beard  lent  it  an  alniost  sinisler  look.  Tbe  bri^bt  bine  eyes 
bad  lost  sonietbin^  of  Ibeir  clearness  in  tbe  stni^fjjjle  witb  dis- 
tress.  Tbe  countless  courses  by  vvbieb  a  niau  sells  bimself 
and  bis  bonor  in  Paris  bad  left  tbeir  traces  upou  bis  eyelids 
and  carved  Unes  about  tbe  eyes,  into  wbicb  a  niotber  once 
looked  witb  a  niotber's  rapturc  to  lind  a  copy  of  lier  owii 
fasbioned  by  Cod's  band. 

Tins  precocious  pbilosopber,  tbis  wizened  youtb  was  tbe 
work  of  a  stepmotber. 

Herewitli  l)egins  tbe  curions  history  of  a  prodigal  son  of 
Frankfort-on-the-Main — tbe  most  extraordinary  and  astound- 
ing  portent  ever  beheld  by  tbat  well-conducted,  if  central, 
city. 

Gidcon  Brunner,  fatber  of  tbe  aforesaid  Fritz,  was  one  of 
tbe  fanions  inukeepers  of  Frankfort,  a  tribe  who  make  law- 
authorized  incisions  in  travelers'  purses  witb  tbe  eonnivance 
of  tbe  local  bankers.  An  innkeeper  and  an  bonest  Calvinist 
to  boot,  he  bad  inarried  a  converted  Jewess  and  laid  tbe 
foundations  of  bis  prosperity  witb  tbe  money  sbe  brought 
bim. 

When  tbe  Jewess  died,  leaving  a  son  Fritz,  twelve  years  of 
âge,  under  tbe  joint  guardianship  of  bis  fatber  and  maternai 
uncle,  a  furrier  at  Leipsic,  head  of  tbe  firm  of  Virlaz  and 
Company,  Brunner  senior  was  compelled  by  bis  brotber-in- 
law  (wbo  was  by  no  means  as  soft  as  bis  peltry)  to  invest 
little  Fritz's  money,  a  goodly  quantity  of  current  coin  of  tbe 
realm,  witb  tbe  house  of  Al-Sartcbild.  Not  a  penny  of  it 
was  he  allowed  to  toucb.  So,  by  way  of  revenge  for  tbe  Is- 
raelite's  pertinacity,  Brunner  senior  marri ed  again.  It  was 
impossible,  be  said,  to  keep  bis  huge  botel  single-banded  ;  it 
needed  a  woman's  eye  and  hand.     Gideon  Bniuner's  second 
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wife  was  an  innkeeper's  daughter,  a  very  pearl,  as  he  thought  ; 
but  he  had  had  no  expérience  of  only  daughters  spoiled  by 
f  ather  and  niothor. 

The  second  Mme.  Brunner  behaved  as  German  girls  may 
be  expected  to  behave  when  they  are  frivolous  and  wayward. 
She  squandered  her  fortune,  she  avenged  the  first  Mme.  Brun- 
ner by  making  her  husband  as  misérable  a  man  as  you  could 
find  in  the  compass  of  the  free  city  of  Frankfort-on-the- 
Main,  where  the  millionaires,  it  is  said,  are  about  to  pass  a 
law  compelling  womankind  to  cherish  and  obey  them  alone. 
She  was  partial  to  ail  the  varieties  of  vinegar  commonly 
called  Khine  wine  in  Germany  ;  she  was  fond  of  articles  Paris, 
of  horses  and  dress;  indeed,  the  one  expensive  taste  which 
she  had  not  was  a  liking  for  women.  She  took  a  dislike  to 
little  Fritz,  and  would  perhaps  hâve  driven  him  mad  if  that 
young  offspring  of  Calvinism  and  Judaism  had  not  had 
Frankfort  for  his  cradle  and  the  firm  of  Virlaz  at  Leipsic  for 
bis  guardian.  Unele  Virlaz,  however,  deep  in  his  furs,  con- 
fined  his  guardianship  to  the  safe-keeping  of  Fritz's  silver 
marks,  and  left  the  boy  to  the  tender  mercies  of  this  step- 
mother. 

That  hyena  in  woman's  form  was  the  more  exasperated 
against  the  pretty  child,  the  lovely  Jewess'  son,  because  she  her- 
self  could  bave  no  children  in  spite  of  efforts  worthy  of  a  loco- 
motive enginc.  A  diabolical  impulse  prompted  her  to  plunge 
her  young  stepson,  at  twenty-one  years  of  âge,  into  dissipa- 
tions contrary  to  ail  German  habits.  The  wicked  German 
hoped  that  English  horses,  Ehine  vinegar,  and  Goethe's  Mar- 
guerites would  ruin  the  Jewess'  child  and  shorten  his  days; 
for  when  Fritz  came  of  âge,  Uncle  Virlaz  had  handed  over  a 
very  pretty  fortune  to  his  nephew.  But  while  roulette  at  Baden 
and  elsewhere,  and  boon  companions  (Wilhelm  Schwab  araong 
them)  devoured  the  substance  accumulated  by  Uncle  Virlaz, 
the  prodigal  son  himself  remained  by  the  will  of  Providence 
to  point  a  moral  to  younger  brothers  in  the  free  city  of  Frank- 
fort  ;  parents  held  him  up  as  a  warning  and  an  awfnl  ex- 
ample to  their  offspring  to  scare  them  into  steady  attendance 
in  their  cast-iron  counting  houses,  lincd  with  silver  marks. 
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But  so  f;ir  froni  pcM'isliin^  in  tlio  flower  nf  lus  âge,  Frilz 
Brunncr  had  tho  ploasure  of  laying  his  stcpmothcr  in  onc 
of  thoso  fharniiii^  liltlo  Connan  ccmctcrios,  in  wliich  Ihe 
Teuton  inilul.ires  lus  iinl)ri(llo(î  passion  for  horticulture  untler 
the  spei'ious  pretext  of  honorin»;  liis  dead.  And  as  the  second 
Mme.  Hiuiiner  expired  while  the  authors  of  lier  bcing  werc 
yet  alive,  lîrunner  senior  was  obliged  to  bear  the  loss  of  the 
sunis  of  which  liis  wife  had  drained  his  coffcrs,  to  say  noth- 
ingof  other  ills,  which  had  told  upon  a  Ilcrculean  constitution, 
till  at  the  âge  of  sixty-seven  the  innkeeper  had  wizened  and 
shrunk  as  if  the  fanious  Borgia's  poison  had  undermincd  his 
System.  For  ten  whole  years  he  had  supported  his  wife,  and 
now  he  inherited  nothing!  The  innkeeper  was  a  second  ru  in 
of  Heidclberg,  repaircd  continually,  it  is  true,  by  travelers' 
hotcl  bills,  mnch  as  the  reniains  of  the  castle  of  Hcidelberg 
itself  are  repaired  to  sustain  the  enthusiasm  of  the  tourists 
who  tlock  to  see  so  fine  and  well-preserved  a  relie  of  antiquity. 

At  Frankfort  the  disappointment  caused  as  much  talk  as  a 
failure.  People  pointed  ont  Brunner,  saying,  "See  what  a 
man  may  come  to  with  a  bad  wife  that  leaves  him  nothing 
and  a  son  brought  up  in  the  French  fashion." 

In  Italy  and  Germany  the  French  nation  is  the  root  of  ail 
evil,  the  target  for  ail  bullets.  "But  the  god  pursuing  his 
way "    (For  the  rest,  see  Lefranc  de  Pompignan's  Ode.) 

The  wrath  of  the  proprietor  of  the  Grand  Hôtel  de  Hol- 
lande fell  on  others  besides  the  travelers,  whose  bills  were 
swelled  with  his  resentment.  When  his  son  was  utterly 
ruined,  Gideon,  regarding  him  as  the  indirect  cause  of  ail  his 
misfortunes,  refused  him  bread  and  sait,  fire,  lodging,  and 
tobacco — the  force  of  the  patemal  malédiction  in  a  German 
and  an  innkeeper  could  no  farther  go.  Whereupon  the  local 
authorities,  making  no  allowance  for  the  father's  misdeeds, 
regarded  him  as  one  of  the  most  ill-used  persons  in  Frank- 
fort-on-the-Main,  came  to  his  assistance,  fastened  a  quarrel 
on  Fritz  (une  querelle  d'Allemand),  and  expelled  him  from 
the  territory  of  the  free  city.  Justice  in  Frankfort  is  no  whit 
wiser  nor  more  humane  than  elsewhere,  albeit  the  city  is  the 
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seat  of  the  German  Diet.  It  is  not  often  that  a  magistrate 
traces  back  the  stream  of  wrongdoing  and  misfortune  to  the 
holder  of  the  urn  from  which  the  first  beginnings  trickled 
forth.  If  Bnmner  forgot  his  son,  his  son's  friends  speedily 
followed  the  old  innkeeper's  example. 

Ah  !  if  the  journalists,  the  dandies,  and  some  few  fair 
Parisiaus  among  the  audience  wondered  how  that  German 
with  the  tragical  countenance  had  cropped  up  on  a  first  night 
to  occiipy  a  side  box  ail  to  himself  when  fashionable  Paris 
filled  the  house, — if  thèse  could  hâve  seen  the  history  played 
out  upon  the  stage  before  the  prompter's  box,  they  would  hâve 
found  it  far  more  interesting  than  the  transformation  scènes 
of  The  DeviVs  Betrothed,  though  indeed  it  was  the  two  hun- 
dred  thousandth  représentation  of  a  sublime  allegory  per- 
formed  aforetime  in  Mesopotamia  three  thousand  years  be- 
fore Christ  was  born. 

Fritz  betook  himself  on  foot  to  Strasbourg,  and  there  found 
what  the  prodigal  son  of  the  Bible  failed  to  find — to  wit,  a 
friend.  And  herein  is  revealed  the  superiority  of  Alsace, 
where  so  many  generous  hearts  beat  to  show  Germany  the 
beauty  of  a  combination  of  Gallic  wit  and  Teutonic  solidity. 
Wilhelm  Schwab,  but  lately  left  in  possession  of  a  hundred 
thousand  francs  by  the  death  of  both  parents,  opened  his  arms, 
his  heart,  his  house,  his  purse  to  Fritz.  As  for  describing 
Fritz's  feelings,  when  dusty,  down  on  his  luck,  and  almost  like 
a  leper,  he  crossed  the  Ehine  and  found  a  real  twenty-franc 
pièce  held  out  by  the  hand  of  a  real  friend, — that  moment 
transcends  the  powers  of  the  prose  writer  ;  Pindar  alone  could 
give  it  forth  to  humanity  in  Greek  that  should  rekindle  the 
dying  warmth  of  friendship  in  the  world. 

Put  the  names  of  Fritz  and  Wilhelm  beside  those  of  Damon 
and  Pythias,  Castor  and  Pollux,  Orestes  and  Pylades,  Du- 
breuil  and  Pmejah,  Schmucke  and  Pons,  and  ail  the  names 
that  we  imagine  for  the  two  friends  of  Monomotapa,  for  La 
Fontaine  (man  of  genius  though  he  was)  has  made  of  them 
two  disembodied  spirits — thcy  lack  reality.  The  two  new 
names  may  join  the  illustrious  company,  and  with  so  much 
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tho  more  roasnn,  sinco  thaï  Willu'lm  wlio  liad  IicIjkmI  Io  drink 
Fritz's  inhoritaïK'o  now  jirococdod.  wilh  Frit//s  assistance, 
to  dovonr  lus  own  substance;  smoking,  ncedless  to  say,  evcry 
known  variety  of  tobaeco. 

The  pair,  stran<Te  to  relate,  squandered  thc  property  in  the 
duUest.  stupidest,  most  coinnionphico  fashion,  iti  Strasbourg 
brasserie.^,  in  thc  conipany  uf  bailet-girls  of  the  Strasbourg 
théâtres,  and  little  Alsaciennes  who  iiad  uot  a  rag  of  a  tat- 
tered  réputation  Icft. 

Every  morniug  they  would  say,  "We  really  must  stop  this, 
and  make  up  our  minds  and  do  something  or  other  with  the 
mouey  that  is  left." 

"Pooh!"  Fritz  would  rctort,  "just  one  more  day,  and  to- 
morrow''     .     .     .     ah  !  to-morrow. 

In  the  lives  of  Prodigal  Sons,  To-day  is  a  prodigious  cox- 
comb,  but  To-morrow  is  a  very  poltroon,  taking  fright  at  the 
big  words  of  his  predecessor.  To-day  is  the  truculent  captain 
of  old  world  comedy,  To-morrow  the  clown  of  modem  panto- 
mime. 

When  the  two  friends  had  reached  their  last  thousand-franc 
note,  they  took  places  in  the  mail-coach,  styled  Royal,  and  de- 
parted  for  Paris,  where  they  installed  themselves  in  the  attics 
of  the  Hôtel  du  Phin,  in  tho  Rue  du  Mail,  the  property  of  one 
Graff,  formerly  Gideon  Brunncr's  hcad-waiter.  Fritz  found 
a  situation  as  clerk  in  the  Kcllcrs'  bank  (on  Grafï's  reconi- 
mendation),  with  a  salary  of  six  hundred  francs.  And  a 
place  as  book-keeper  was  likewise  found  for  Wilhelm,  in  the 
business  of  Grafï  the  fashionable  tailor,  brother  of  Graff  of 
the  Hôtel  du  Rhin,  who  found  the  scantily-paid  employment 
for  the  pair  of  prodigals,  for  the  sake  of  old  times,  and  his 
apprenticeship  at  the  Hôtel  de  Hollande.  Thèse  two  inci- 
dents— the  récognition  of  a  niined  man  by  a  well-to-do  friend, 
and  a  German  innkeeper  interesting  himself  in  two  penniless 
fellow-countrymen — give,  no  doubt,  an  air  of  improbability 
to  the  story,  but  truth  is  so  much  the  more  like  fiction,  sinco 
modem  writers  of  fiction  hâve  been  at  such  untold  pains  to 
iraitate  truth. 
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It  was  not  long  before  Fritz,  a  clcrk  with  six  hundred 
francs,  and  Wilhelra,  a  book-keeper  with  precisely  the  same 
salarv,  discovercd  the  difficulties  of  existence  in  a  city  so  full 
of  temptations.  In  1837,  the  second  year  of  their  abode,  Wil- 
helm,  who  possessed  a  pretty  talent  for  the  flûte,  entered 
Pons'  orchestra,  to  earn  a  little  occasional  butter  to  put  on 
his  dry  bread.  As  to  Fritz,  his  only  way  to  an  increase  of 
income  lay  through  the  display  of  the  capacity  for  business 
inherited  by  a  descendant  of  the  Virlaz  family.  Yet,  in  spite 
of  his  assiduity,  in  spite  of  abilities  which  possibly  may  bave 
stood  in  his  way,  his  salary  only  reached  the  sum  of  tvv^o  thou- 
sand  francs  in  1843.  Penury,  that  divine  stepmother,  did 
for  the  two  young  men  ail  that  their  mothers  had  not  been 
able  to  do  for  them  ;  Poverty  taught  them  thrift  and  worldly 
wisdom;  Poverty  gave  them  lier  grand  rough  éducation,  the 
lessons  which  she  drives  with  hard  knocks  into  the  heads  of 
great  men,  who  seldom  know  a  happy  childhood.  Fritz  and 
Wilhelm,  being  but  ordinary  men,  learned  as  little  as  they 
possibly  could  in  her  school;  they  dodged  the  blows,  shrank 
from  her  hard  breast  and  bony  arms,  and  never  discovercd 
the  good  fairy  lurking  within,  ready  to  yield  to  the  caresses  of 
genius.  One  thing,  however,  they  learned  thoroughly — they 
discovered  the  value  of  money,  and  vowed  to  clip  the  wings 
of  riches  if  ever  a  second  fortune  should  come  to  their  door. 

This  was  the  history  which  Wilhelm  Schwab  related  in  Ger- 
man,  at  much  greater  length,  to  his  friend  the  pianist,  end- 
ing  with; 

"Well,  Papa  Schmucke,  the  rest  is  soon  explained.  Old 
Brunner  is  dead.  He  left  four  millions!  He  made  an  im- 
mense amount  of  money  out  of  Baden  railways,  though 
neither  his  son  nor  M.  Graff,  with  whom  we  lodge,  had  any 
idea  that  the  old  man  was  one  of  the  original  shareholders. 
I  am  playing  the  flûte  hère  for  the  last  time  this  evening; 
I  would  bave  left  some  days  ago,  but  this  was  a  first  per- 
formance, and  I  did  not  want  to  spoil  my  part." 

"Goot,  mine  friend,"  said  Schmucke.  "But  who  is  die 
prite?" 
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"Shc  is  Mllo.  CralT.  tlic  (lau''ht(>r  of  our  liosi,  Ihc  landlord 
of  thc  Ilôtrl  (lu  \\Wiu.  I  hiivo  lovc'd  ^lllo.  Kiiiilio  Ihose  sevon 
yenrs;  she  has  rend  so  numy  immoral  iiovcls.  thaï  shc  rcfnsod 
ail  ofTcrs  for  me,  without  knowing  what  might  corne  of  it. 
Slie  will  be  a  verv  wealthy  youn<;  lady;  hor  uneles,  the  tailors 
in  the  Rue  de  Kielielieu,  will  leave  hcr  ail  their  money.  I^Vitz 
is  giving  me  thc  money  we  squandered  at  Strasbourg  fivc 
times  ovcr!  Ile  is  putting  a  million  francs  in  a  banking 
house,  M.  GralT  the  tailor  is  adding  another  five  hundred 
thousand  francs,  and  Mlle.  Emilie's  father  not  only  allows  me 
\n  incorporate  lier  portion — two  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
francs — with  the  capital,  but  he  himself  will  be  a  shareholdcr 
with  as  much  again.  So  the  firm  of  Brunner,  Schwab  and 
Company  will  start  with  two  million  five  hundred  thousand 
francs.  Fritz  has  just  bought  fifteen  hundred  thousand 
francs'  worth  of  shares  in  the  Bank  of  France  to  guarantee 
our  account  with  them.  That  is  not  ail  Fritz's  fortune.  Ile 
has  his  father's  house  property,  supposed  to  be  worth  an- 
other million,  and  he  has  let  the  Grand  Hôtel  de  Hollande 
already  to  a  cousin  of  the  Graffs." 

"You  look  sad  ven  you  look  at  your  friend,"  remarked 
Schmucke,  who  had  listened  with  great  interest.  "Kann  you 
pe  chealous  of  him?" 

"I  am  jealous  for  Fritz's  happiness,"  said  Wilhelm.  "Does 
that  face  look  as  if  it  belonged  to  a  happy  man?  I  am  afraid 
of  Paris;  I  should  like  to  see  him  do  as  I  am  doing.  The  old 
tempter  may  awake  again.  Of  two  heads,  his  carries  the 
lest  ballast.  His  dress,  and  the  opera-glass,  and  the  rest  of  it 
makes  me  anxious.  He  keeps  looking  at  the  lorettes  in 
the  house.  Oh  !  if  you  only  knew  how  hard  it  is  to  marry 
Fritz.  He  has  a  horror  of  'going  a-courting,'  as  you  say; 
you  would  hâve  to  give  him  a  drop  into  a  family,  just  as  m 
England  they  give  a  man  a  drop  into  the  next  world." 

During  the  uproar  that  usually  marks  the  end  of  a  fîrst 
night,  the  flûte  delivered  his  invitation  to  the  conductor. 
Pons  accepted  gleefully;  and,  for  the  first  time  in  three 
months,  Schmucke  saw  a  smile  on  his  friend's  face.     They 
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went  back  to  the  Rue  de  Xormandie  in  perfect  silence;  that 
sudden  flash  of  jo}-  had  thrown  a  light  on  the  extent  of  the 
disease  which  was  consuming  Pons.  Oh,  that  a  man  so  truly 
noble,  so  disinterested,  so  great  in  feeling,  should  hâve  such 
a  weakness  !  .  .  .  This  was  the  thought  that  struck  the 
stoic  Schmucke  dumb  with  amazement.  He  grew  wofully  sad, 
for  he  began  to  see  that  there  was  no  help  for  it;  he  must 
even  renounce  the  pleasiire  of  seeing  "his  goot  Bons"  opposite 
him  at  the  diuner-table,  for  the  sake  of  Pons'  welfare;  and 
he  did  not  know  whether  he  could  give  him  up;  the  mère 
thought  of  it  drove  him  distracted. 

Meantime,  Pons'  proud  silence  and  withdrawal  to  the  Mons 
Aventinus  of  the  Rue  de  Xormandie  had,  as  might  be  ex- 
pected,  impressed  the  Présidente,  not  that  she  troubled  her- 
self  niuch  about  her  parasite,  now  that  she  was  freed  from 
him.  She  thought,  with  her  charming  daughter,  that  Cousin 
Pons  had  seen  through  her  little  "Lili's"  joke.  But  it  was 
otherwise  with  her  husband  the  Président. 

Camusot  de  Marville,  a  short  and  stout  man,  grown  sol- 
emn  since  his  promotion  at  the  Court,  admired  Cicero,  pre- 
ferred  the  Opéra-Comique  to  the  Italiens,  compared  the  actors 
one  with  another,  and  followed  the  multitude  step  by  step. 
He  used  to  recite  ail  the  articles  in  the  Ministerialist  jour- 
nals,  as  if  he  were  saying  something  original,  and  in  giving 
his  opinion  at  the  Council  Board  he  paraphrased  the  remarks 
of  the  previous  speaker.  His  leading  characteristies  were  suf- 
ficiently  well  known  ;  his  position  compelled  him  to  take  every- 
thing  seriously;  and  he  was  particularly  tenacious  of  family 
ties. 

Like  most  men  who  are  ruled  by  their  wives,  the  Prési- 
dent asserted  his  independence  in  trifles,  in  which  his  wife 
was  very  careful  not  to  thwart  him.  For  a  month  he  was 
satisfîed  with  the  Présidente's  commonplace  explanations  of 
Pons'  disappearance;  but  at  last  it  struck  him  as  singular 
that  the  old  musician,  a  friend  of  forty  years'  standing,  should 
first  make  them  so  valuable  a  présent  as  a  fan  that  belonged 
to    Mme.    de    Pompadour,    and    then    immediately    discon- 


i\{\  COUSIN  roNS 

tinuo  his  visits.  Count  roi>innt  had  jironounoocl  (ho  Irinkct 
jv  mastorpiooo  ;  whcn  ils  owncr  wcnl  \o  Courl;,  thu  fan  had 
beon  passoil  i'rom  liami  tu  haiid,  aiid  hcr  vauity  was  iiol  a 
little  gratifiod  by  thc  compliments  it  received;  othcrs  had 
dwelt  on  tho  hoauties  of  the  ton  ivory  sticks,  cach  onc  cov- 
cred  with  délicate  carving,  the  likc  of  which  had  never  been 
secn.  A  lîussian  lady  (Ru,<sian  ladics  are  apt  to  forgct  that 
they  are  not  in  lîussia)  had  oITored  lier  six  thousand  francs 
for  the  marvel  one  day  at  Count  Topinot's  honse,  and  siniled 
to  see  it  in  such  hands.  Truth  to  tell,  it  was  a  fan  l'nr  a 
Duchess. 

"It  cannot  be  denied  that  poor  Cousin  Pons  imderstands 
rubbish  of  that  sort "  said  Cécile,  the  day  after  the  bid. 

"Rubbisli  !"  cried  her  parent.  "Why,  Government  is  just 
about  to  buy  the  late  M.  le  Conseiller  Dusommerard's  collec- 
tion for  three  hundred  thousand  francs;  and  the  State  and 
the  Municipality  of  Paris  between  them  are  spending  nearly 
a  million  francs  over  the  purchase  and  repair  of  the  Hôtel 
de  Cluny  to  house  the  'rubbish,'  as  you  call  it. — Such  'rub- 
bish,' dear  child,"  he  resumed,  "is  frequently  ail  that  remains 
of  vanished  civilizations.  An  Etruscan  jar,  and  a  necklace, 
which  sometimes  fetch  forty  and  fifty  thousand  francs,  is 
'rubbish'  which  reveals  the  perfection  of  art  at  the  time  of  the 
siège  of  Troy,  proving  that  the  Etruscans  were  Trojan 
refugees  in  Italy." 

This  was  the  Présidentes  cumbrous  way  of  joking;  the  short, 
fat  man  was  heavily  ironical  with  his  wife  and  daughter. 

"The  combination  of  varions  kinds  of  knowledge  required 
to  understand  such  'rubbish,'  Cécile,"  he  resumed,  "is  a 
science  in  itself,  called  archœology.  Archœology  comprehends 
architecture,  sculpture,  painting,  goldsmiths'  work,  ceramics, 
cabinetmaking  (a  purely  modem  art),  lace,  tapestry — in 
short,  human  handiwork  of  every  sort  and  description," 

"Then  Cousin  Pons  is  learned?"  said  Cécile. 

"Ah!  by  the  by,  why  is  he  never  to  be  seen  nowadays?" 
asked  the  Président.  "He  spoke  with  the  air  of  a  man  in  whom 
thousands  of  forgotten  and  dormant  impressions  hâve  sud- 
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denly  begun  to  stir,  and  shaping  themselves  into  one  idca, 
reach  consciousness  with  a  ricochet,  as  sportsmen  say. 

"He  must  hâve  taken  offence  at  nothing  at  ail,"  answered 
bis  wife.  "I  dare  say  I  was  not  as  fully  sensible  as  I  might 
bave  been  of  the  value  of  the  fan  that  he  gave  me.  I  am  ig- 
norant enough,  as  you  know,  of " 

"Y ou!  One  of  Servin's  best  pupils,  and  you  don't  know 
Watteau  ?"  cried  the  Président. 

"I  know  Gérard  and  David  and  Gros  and  Girodet,  and  M. 
de  Forbin  and  M.  Turpin  de  Crissé " 

"You  ought " 

"Ought  wbat,  sir  ?"  demanded  the  lady,  gazing  at  her  hus- 
band  with  the  air  of  a  Queen  of  Sheba. 

"To  know  a  Watteau  when  you  see  it,  my  dear.  Watteau  is 
very  mueh  in  f  ashion,"  answered  the  Président  with  meekness, 
that  told  plainly  how  mueh  he  owed  to  bis  wife. 

This  conversation  took  place  a  few  days  before  that  night 
of  first  performance  of  The  DeviVs  Betrothed,  when  the  whole 
orchestra  noticed  how  ill  Pons  was  looking.  But  by  that  time 
ail  the  circle  of  dinner-givers  who  were  used  to  see  Pons'  face 
at  their  tables,  and  to  send  him  on  errands,  had  begun  to  ask 
each  other  for  news  of  him,  and  uneasiness  increased  when 
it  was  reported  by  some  who  had  seen  him  that  he  was  alwaya 
in  bis  place  at  the  théâtre.  Pons  had  been  very  careful  to 
avoid  his  old  acquaintances  whenever  he  met  them  in  the 
streets  ;  but  one  day  it  so  fell  out  that  he  met  Count  Popinot, 
the  ex-cabinet  minister,  face  to  face  in  a  bric-à-brac  dealer's 
shop  in  the  new  Boulevard  Beaumarchais.  The  dealer  was 
none  other  than  that  Monistrol  of  whom  Pons  had  spoken  to 
the  Présidente,  one  of  the  famous  and  audacious  vendors 
whose  cunning  enthusiasm  leads  them  to  set  more  and  more 
value  daily  on  their  wares;  for  curiosities,  they  tell  you, 
are  growing  so  scarce  that  they  are  hardly  to  be  found  at  ail 
nowadays. 

"Ah,  my  dear  Pons,  how  cornes  it  that  we  never  see  you 
now?  We  miss  you  very  mueh,  and  Mme.  Popinot  does  not 
know  wbat  to  think  of  your  désertion." 
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"M.  le  Comte,"  stiid  tho  pfood  niîin.  "T  was  madc  t(i  fool  in 
tlu'  liouso  of  a  rolativo  that  at  niv  ap^  oiio  is  not  wantod 
in  thc  world.  1  havc  mner  liad  mucli  considoratinn  sliown 
me,  but  at  any  rate  I  had  not  beon  insulted.  I  liavc  ncver 
asked  anythin<T  of  any  nian,"  ho  broke  ont  witli  an  artist's 
prido.  "I  liavo  ofton  niade  myself  nseful  in  return  l'or  hos- 
l)italiiy.  But  1  liave  madc  a  mistako,  it  seoms;  1  am  iii- 
delinitoly  beholdon  to  thosc  wlio  honor  me  by  allowiug  me  Lu 
sit  at  table  with  them  ;  my  f riends,  and  my  relatives.  .  .  . 
Well  and  good  ;  I  hâve  sent  in  my  résignation  as  smellfeast. 
At  home  I  lînd  daily  something  which  no  other  house  has  of- 
fered  me — a  real  friend." 

The  old  artist's  power  had  not  failed  liim  ;  with  tone  and 
gesture  he  put  such  bitterness  into  the  words,  that  the  peer  of 
France  was  struck  by  them.    He  drew  Pons  aside. 

''Corne,  now,  my  old  friend,  what  is  it?  What  has  hurt 
you?  Could  you  not  tell  me  in  confidence  ?  You  will  permit 
me  to  say  that  at  my  house  surely  you  hâve  always  met  with 
considération " 

"You  are  the  one  exception,"  said  the  artist.  "And  besides, 
you  are  a  great  lord  and  a  statesman,  you  hâve  so  many  things 
to  think  about.  That  would  excuse  anything,  if  there  were 
need  for  it." 

Thc  diplomatie  skill  that  Popinot  had  acquirod  in  tho  man- 
agement of  men  and  affairs  was  brought  to  bcar  upon  Pons, 
till  at  length  the  story  of  his  misfortunes  in  the  President's 
house  was  drawn  from  him. 

Popinot  took  up  the  victim's  cause  so  warmly  that  he  told 
the  story  to  Mme.  Popinot  as  soon  as  he  went  home,  and  that 
excellent  and  noble-natured  woman  spoke  to  the  Présidente 
on  the  subject  at  the  fîrst  opportunity.  As  Popinot  himself 
likewise  said  a  word  or  two  to  the  Président,  there  was  a  gên- 
erai explanation  in  the  family  of  Camusot  de  Marville. 

Camusot  was  not  exactly  master  in  his  own  house  ;  but  this 
time  his  remonstranee  was  so  well  founded  in  law  and  in  fact, 
that  his  wife  and  daughter  were  forced  to  acknowlodge  the 
truth.     They  both  humbled  theraselves  and  threw  the  blâme 
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on  the  servants.  The  servants,  first  bidden,  and  then  chidden, 
only  obtained  pardon  by  a  full  confession,  which  made  it  elear 
to  the  President's  mind  that  Pons  had  done  rightly  to  stop 
away.  The  Président  displayed  himself  before  the  servants 
in  ail  his  masculine  and  magisterial  dignity,  after  the  manner 
of  men  who  are  ruled  by  their  wives.  He  informed  his  house- 
hold  that  thev  should  be  dismissed  forthwith,  and  forfeit  anv 
advantages  which  their  long  term  of  service  in  his  house 
might  hâve  brought  them,  unless  from  that  time  forward  his 
cousin  and  ail  those  who  did  him  the  honor  of  coming  to  his 
house  were  treated  as  he  himself  was.  At  w^hich  speech  Made- 
leine was  moved  to  smile. 

"You  hâve  only  one  chance  of  salvation  as  it  is,"  continued 
the  Président.  "Go  to  my  cousin,  make  your  excuses  to  him, 
and  tell  him  that  you  will  lose  your  situations  unless  he  for- 
gives  you,  for  I  shall  turn  you  ail  away  if  he  does  not." 

Xext  morning  the  Président  went  out  fairly  early  to  pay  a 
call  on  his  cousin  before  going  down  to  the  court.  The  appa- 
rition of  M.  le  Président  de  Marville,  announced  by  Mme. 
Cibot,  was  an  event  in  the  house.  Pons,  thus  honored  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  saw  réparation  ahead. 

"At  last,  my  dear  cousin,"  said  the  Président  after  the  or- 
dinary  greetings  ;  "at  last  I  hâve  discovered  the  cause  of  your 
retreat.  Your  behavior  increases,  if  that  were  possible,  my 
esteem  for  you.  I  hâve  but  one  word  to  say  in  that  connection. 
My  servants  hâve  ail  been  dismissed.  My  wife  and  daughter 
are  in  despair;  they  want  to  see  you  to  hâve  an  explanation. 
In  ail  this,  my  cousin,  there  is  one  innocent  person,  and  he  is 
an  old  judge  ;  you  will  not  punish  me,  will  you,  for  the  esca- 
pade of  a  thoughtless  child  who  wished  to  dine  with  the  Popi- 
nots  ?  especially  when  I  come  to  beg  for  peace,  admitting  that 
ail  the  wrong  has  been  on  our  side  ?  .  .  .  An  old  f  riend- 
ship  of  thirty-six  years,  even  suppose  that  there  had  been  a 
misunderstanding,  has  still  some  claims.  Come,  sign  a  treaty 
of  peace  by  dining  wjth  us  to-night " 

Pons  involved  himself  in  a  diffuse  reply,  and  ended  by  in- 
forming  his  cousin  that  he  was  to  sign  a  marriage  contract 
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thnt  cvoninf:;  how  tliat  onp  of  tho  orohcsti'ii  wjis  not  only  golnfi; 
to  be  luarriod,  but  also  about  lo  ilin<^  hi.s  lluto  to  thc  winda 
to  becomo  a  banker. 

"Very  well.    To-morrow." 

"Mme.  la  Comtesse  Popinot  lias  donc  me  thc  lionor  of  ask- 
iiig  me,  cousin.     She  was  so  kind  as  to  write " 

"The  day  aftcr  to-morrow  thcn." 

*'M.  Bruuncr,  a  Ccrman,  my  first  flute's  l'uture  partner, 
retiirns  the  compliment  paid  him  to-day  by  the  young 
couple " 

*'You  are  such  pleasant  company  that  it  is  not  surprising 
tliat  people  dispute  for  the  honor  of  seeing  you.  Very  well, 
next  Sunday?    Within  a  week,  as  we  say  at  the  courts?" 

"Ou  Sunday  we  are  to  diue  witli  M.  GrafT,  the  flute's  father- 
in-law." 

"Very  well,  on  Saturday.  Between  now  and  then  you  will 
hâve  time  to  reassure  a  little  girl  who  has  shed  tears  already 
over  her  fault.  God  asks  no  inorc  than  repentanee;  you  will 
not  be  more  severe  than  the  Eternal  Father  with  poor  little 
Cécile? " 

Pons,  thus  reached  on  his  weak  side,  again  plunged  into 
formulas  more  than  polite,  and  went  as  far  as  the  stairhead 
with  the  Président. 

An  hour  later  the  President's  servants  arrived  in  a  troop 
on  poor  Pons'  second  fioor.  They  behaved  after  the  manner 
of  their  kind  ;  they  cringed  and  f awned  ;  they  wept.  Made- 
leine took  M.  Pons  aside  and  flung  herself  resolutely  at  his 
feet. 

"It  is  ail  my  fault;  and  monsieur  knows  quite  well  that  I 
love  him,"  hère  she  burst  into  tears.  "It  was  vengeance  boil- 
ing  in  my  veins  ;  monsieur  ought  to  throw  ail  the  blâme  of 
the  unhappy  affair  on  that.  We  are  ail  to  lose  our  pensions. 
.  .  .  Monsieur,  I  was  mad,  and  I  would  not  hâve  the  rest 
suffer  for  my  fault.  ...  I  can  see  now  well  enough  that 
fate  did  not  make  me  for  monsieur.  I  hâve  corne  to  my  sensés, 
I  aimed  too  high,  but  I  love  you  still,  monsieur.  Thèse  ten 
years  I  hâve  thought  of  nothing  but  the  happiness  of  making 
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yoii  happ)''  and  looking  after  things  hcre.  What  a  lot  !  .  .  . 
Oh  !  if  monsieur  but  knew  how  much  I  love  him  !  But  mon- 
sieur must  hâve  seen  it  through  ail  my  mischief-making.  If 
I  were  to  die  to-morrow,  what  would  they  find? — A  will  in 
your  favor,  monsieur.  .  .  .  Yes,  monsieur,  in  my  trunk 
under  my  best  things." 

Madeleine  had  set  a  responsive  ehord  vibrating  ;  the  passion 
inspired  in  another  may  be  unwelcome,  but  it  will  always  be 
gratifying  to  self-love;  this  was  the  case  with  the  old  bachelor. 
After  generously  pardoning  Madeleine,  he  extended  bis  for- 
giveness  to  the  other  servants,  promising  to  use  bis  influence 
with  his  cousin  the  Présidente  on  their  behalf. 

It  was  unspeakably  pleasant  to  Pons  to  find  ail  his  old  en- 
joyments  restored  to  him  without  any  loss  of  self-respect.  The 
world  had  come  to  Pons,  he  had  risen  in  the  esteem  of  his 
circle;  but  Schmucke  looked  so  downcast  and  dubious  when 
he  heard  the  story  of  the  triumph,  that  Pons  felt  hurt.  When, 
however,  the  kind-hearted  German  saw  the  sudden  change 
wrought  in  Pons'  face,  he  ended  b}'  rejoicing  with  his  friend, 
and  made  a  sacrifice  of  the  happiness  that  he  had  known  dur- 
ing  those  four  months  that  he  had  had  Pons  ail  to  himself. 
Mental  sufi^ering  bas  this  immense  advantage  over  physical  ills 
— when  the  cause  is  removed  it  ceases  at  once.  Pons  was  not 
like  the  same  man  that  morning.  The  old  man,  depressed  and 
visibly  f ailing,  had  given  place  to  the  serenely  contented  Pons, 
who  entered  thePrésidente's  house  thatOctober  afternoonwith 
the  Marquise  de  Pompadour's  fan  in  his  pocket.  Schmucke, 
on  the  other  hand,  pondered  deeply  over  this  phenomenon, 
and  could  not  understand  it  ;  your  true  stoic  never  ean  under- 
stand  the  courtier  that  dwells  in  a  Frenchman.  Pons  was  a 
born  Frenchman  of  the  Empire  ;  a  mixture  of  eighteenth  cen- 
tury  gallantry  and  that  dévotion  to  womankind  so  often  cele- 
brated  in  songs  of  the  type  of  Partant  pour  la  Syrie. 

So  Schmucke  was  fain  to  bury  his  chagrin  beneath  the 

flowers  of  his  German  philosophy  ;  but  a  week  later  he  grew  so 

yellow  that  Mme.  Cibot  exerted  her  ingenuity  to  call  in  the 

parish  doctor.    The  leech  had  fears  of  icterus,  and  left  Mme. 
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Cibot  friirhtoncd  lialf  ont  t»f  lui-  wits  bv  fhc  Latin  word  for 
an  attnck  of  tbe  jainulicf. 

Mcantinio  tlio  two  l'riciuls  went  ont  to  tlunuT  to^a-thor,  per- 
haps  for  tlio  lirst  tinio  in  their  livcs.  P^r  Sfhnnickc  it  was  a 
return  to  the  Fathcrland  ;  for  Johann  QvniX  of  thc  Hôtel  du 
Rhin  and  his  daughtcr  T^niilie,  Wolfgang  Grafï  the  tailor  and 
bis  wifo,  Fritz  Bnmner  and  Wilhelm  Scliwab,  were  Germans, 
and  Pons  and  the  îiotar}'  woro  tlie  only  Fronehmon  prosent 
at  the  banquet.  The  CJralïs  of  the  tailor's  business  ovvned  a 
splendid  house  in  the  Eue  de  Rielielieu,  between  the  Rue 
Neuve-des-Petits-Champs  and  the  Rue  Villedo;  they  had 
brought  up  their  nièce,  for  Emilie's  father,  not  without  rea- 
son,  liad  feared  contact  with  the  verv  mixed  societv  of  an  inn 
for  his  daughter.  The  good  tailor  Grafîs,  who  loved  Emilie 
as  if  she  had  been  their  own  daughter,  were  giving  up  the 
gronnd  floor  of  their  great  house  to  the  young  couple,  and  hère 
the  bank  of  Brunner,  Schwab  and  Company  was  to  be  estab- 
lished.  The  arrangements  for  the  marriage  had  been  mado 
about  a  month  ago  ;  some  time  must  elapse  before  Fritz  Brun- 
ner, author  of  ail  this  felicity,  could  settle  his  deceased  father's 
afïairs,  and  the  famous  firm  of  tailors  had  taken  advantage 
of  the  delay  to  redecorate  the  first  floor  and  to  furnish  it  very 
handsomely  for  the  bride  and  bridegroom.  The  offices  of 
the  bank  had  been  fitted  into  the  wing  which  united  a  hand- 
some  business  house  with  the  hôtel  at  the  back,  between  court- 
yard  and  garden. 

On  the  way  from  the  Rue  de  Normandie  to  the  Rue  de 
Richelieu,  Pons  drew  from  the  abstracted  Schmucke  the  dé- 
tails of  the  story  of  the  modem  prodigal  son,  for  whom  Death 
had  killed  the  fatted  innkeeper.  Pons,  but  newly  reconciled 
with  his  nearest  relatives,  was  immediately  smitten  with  a 
désire  to  make  a  match  between  Fritz  Brunner  and  Cécile 
de  Marville.  Chance  ordained  that  the  notary  was  none  other 
than  Berthier,  old  Cardot's  son-in-law  and  successor,  the  some- 
time  second  clerk  with  whom  Pons  had  been  wont  to  dine. 

"Ah  !  M.  Berthier,  you  hère  !"  he  said,  holding  out  a  hand 
to  his  host  of  former  days. 
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"We  havo  not  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  at  dinner 
lately;  how  is  it?"  returned  the  notary.  "My  wife  has  been 
anxious  about  you.  We  saw  you  at  the  first  performance  of 
The  Devil's  Betrothed,  and  our  anxiety  became  curiosity?" 

"Old  folk  are  sensitive,"  replied  the  worthy  musician  ;  "they 
make  the  mistake  of  being  a  eentury  behind  the  times,  but 
how  can  it  be  helped?  It  is  quite  enough  to  represent  one 
eentury — they  cannot  entirely  belong  to  the  eentury  which 
sees  them  die." 

"Ah!"  said  the  notary,  with  a  shrewd  look,  "one  cannot 
run  two  centuries  at  once." 

"By  the  by,"  continued  Pons,  drawing  the  young  lawyer 
into  a  corner,  "why  do  you  not  find  some  one  for  my  cousin 
Cécile  de  Marville " 

"Ah!  why ?"  answered  Berthier.     "In  this  eentury, 

when  luxury  has  filtered  down  to  our  very  porters'  lodges,  a 
young  fellow  hésitâtes  l)efore  uniting  his  lot  with  the  daughter 
of  a  Président  of  the  Court  of  Appeal  in  Paris  if  she  brings 
him  only  a  hundred  thousand  francs.  In  the  rank  of  life 
in  which  Mlle,  de  Marville's  husband  would  take,  the  wife  was 
never  yet  known  that  did  not  cost  her  husband  three  thousand 
francs  a  year;  the  interest  on  a  hundred  thousand  francs 
would  scarcely  find  her  in  pin-money.  A  bachelor  with  an  in- 
come  of  fifteen  or  twenty  thousand  francs  can  live  on  an 
entre-sol;  he  is  not  expected  to  eut  any  figure;  he  need  not 
keep  more  than  one  servant,  and  ail  his  surplus  income  he  can 
spend  on  his  amusements;  he  puts  himself  in  the  hands  of  a 
good  tailor,  and  need  not  trouble  any  further  about  keeping 
up  appearances.  Far-sighted  mothers  make  much  of  him; 
he  is  one  of  the  kings  of  fashion  in  Paris. 

"But  a  wdfe  changes  everything.  A  wife  means  a  properly 
furnished  house,"  continued  the  lawyer;  "she  wants  the  car- 
nage for  herself;  if  she  goes  to  the  play,  she  wants  a  box, 
while  the  bachelor  has  only  a  stall  to  pay  for  ;  in  short,  a  wife 
represents  the  whole  of  the  income  which  the  bachelor  used  to 
spend  on  himself.  Suppose  that  husband  and  wife  bave  thirty 
thousand  francs  a  year  between  them — practically,  the  some- 
time  bachelor  is  a  poor  devil  who  thinks  twice  before  he  drives 
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ont  (o  riiantillv.  Brinj;  cliililrcii  un  Ihc  srono — lie  is  piiidicd 
for  nioiu'y  al  oiu'O. 

"Now,  as  M.  and  Mme  vie  ^ravvillc  arc  scarcely  turned 
fifty,  Cécile's  expeetations  nro  bills  Huit  will  not  fall  duo  l'or 
fiftecn  or  twcnty  years  to  corne;  niid  no  young  fellow  carcs  to 
keop  thom  so  long  in  his  portfolio.  Tho  .young  foathorheads 
who  arc  dancing  tho  polka  ^.vith  lorcltos  at  thc  Jardin  Mal)iil(\ 
are  so  cankcrcd  with  sclf-intcrcst,  that  tiicy  don't  stand  in 
nced  of  ns  to  cxplain  both  sidcs  of  the  problem  to  thcni.  Be- 
tween  ourselves,  I  maj  say  that  Mlle,  de  Marville  scarcely 
sets  hearts  throbbing  so  fast  but  that  their  owners  can  ])er- 
fectly  keep  thoir  heads,  and  thcy  arc  full  of  thèse  anti-matri- 
monial roflections.  If  any  eligiblo  young  nian,  in  full  pos- 
session of  his  sensés  and  an  income  of  tvventy  thousand  francs, 
happens  to  be  sketching  out  a  programme  of  a  marriage  that 
will  satisfy  his  ambitions,  Mlle,  de  Marville  does  not  alto- 
getlier  answer  the  description " 

"And  why  not?"  asked  the  bewildored  musician. 

"Oh  ! "  said  tho  notary,  "well a  young  man  nowa- 

days  raay  be  as  ugly  as  you  and  I,  my  dear  Pons,  but  ho  is  al- 
most  sure  to  hâve  the  impertinence  to  want  six  hundred  thou- 
sand francs,  a  girl  of  good  family,  with  wit  and  good  looks 
and  good  breeding — flawless  perfection  in  short." 

"Then  it  will  not  be  cas}'  to  marry  her?" 

"She  will  not  be  married  so  long  as  M.  and  Mme.  de  Mar- 
ville cannot  make  up  their  minds  to  settle  Marville  on  her 
when  she  marries  ;  if  they  had  chosen,  she  might  hâve  been  the 
Vicomtesse  Popinot  by  now.  But  hère  cornes  M.  Brunner. — 
"We  are  about  to  read  the  deeds  of  partnership  and  the  mar- 
riage contract." 

Greetings  and  introductions  over,  the  relations  made  Pons 
promise  to  sign  the  contract.  He  listened  to  the  reading  of 
the  documents,  and  towards  half-past  five  the  party  went  into 
the  dining-room.  The  dinner  was  magnificent,  as  a  city  mer- 
chant's  dinner  can  be,  when  he  allows  himself  a  respite  from 
money-making.  Grafî  of  the  PTôtol  du  Rhin  was  acquainted 
with  the  flrst  provision  dealers  in  Paris;  never  had  Pons  nor 
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Schmucke  fared  so  sumptuously.  The  dishcs  were  a  rapture 
to  think  of  !  Italian  paste,  délicate  of  flavor,  unknown  to  the 
public;  smelts  fried  as  never  smelts  were  fried  before;  fish 
from  Lake  Léman,  with  a  real  Genevese  sauce,  and  a  cream 
for  plum-pudding  wliicli  would  hâve  astonished  the  London 
doetor  who  is  said  to  hâve  invented  it.  It  was  nearly  ten 
o'clock  before  they  rose  from  table.  The  amount  of  wine, 
German  and  French,  consumed  at  that  dinner  would  amaze 
the  contemporary  dandy;  nobody  knows  the  amount  of  liquor 
that  a  German  can  imbibe  and  yet  keep  calm  and  quiet;  to 
hâve  even  an  idea  of  the  quantity,  you  must  dine  in  Germany 
and  watch  bottle  succeed  to  bottle,  like  wave  rippling  after 
wave  along  the  sunny  shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  and  disap- 
pear  as  if  the  Teuton  possessed  the  absorbing  power  of  sponges 
or  sea  sand.  Perfect  harmony  prevails  meanwhile;  there  is 
none  of  the  racket  that  there  would  be  over  the  liquor  in 
France;  the  talk  is  as  sober  as  a  money-lender's  extempore 
speech;  countenances  fiush,  like  the  faces  of  the  brides  in 
frescoes  by  Cornélius  or  Schnorr  (imperceptibly,  that  is  to 
say),  and  réminiscences  are  poured  out  slowly  while  the  smoke 
pufïs  from  the  pipes. 

About  half-past  ten  that  evening  Pons  and  Schmucke  found 
themselves  sitting  on  a  bench  out  in  the  garden,  with  the 
ex-flute  between  them  ;  they  were  explaining  their  characters, 
opinions,  and  misfortunes,  with  no  very  clear  idea  as  to  why 
or  how  they  had  come  to  this  point.  In  the  thick  of  a  pot- 
pourri  of  confidences,  Wilhelm  spoke  of  his  strong  désire  to 
see  Fritz  married,  expressing  himself  with  véhément  and 
vinous  éloquence. 

*^''hat  do  you  say  to  this  programme  for  your  f riend  Brun- 
ner?"  cried  Pons  in  coniidential  tones.  "A  charming  and 
sensible  young  lady  of  twenty-four,  belonging  to  a  family  of 
the  highest  distinction.  The  father  holds  a  very  high  position 
as  a  judge;  there  will  be  a  hundred  thousand  francs  paid  down 
and  a  million  to  come." 

''^Vait  !"  answered  Schwab  ;  "I  will  speak  to  Fritz  this  in- 
stant." 
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Tho  pair  wntclird  J>ninnor  and  his  frionrl  as  ihoy  walkod 
round  and  rouiul  tlie  gardon;  again  and  afjain  thoy  passrd 
the  bciich,  soniotinios  onc  spoke,  t^oinctimcs  thc  othcr. 

Pons  was  iiot  cxaclly  intoxieatod;  lus  head  was  a  littlo 
heavy,  but  liis  thoughts,  on  tlic  contrary,  scenicd  ail  llu; 
liglitcr;  ho  watclicd  Fritz  Brunncr's  l'ace  througli  tho  rainbow 
niist  of  fumes  of  wine,  and  tried  to  read  aupnries  favorable^, 
to  his  family.  Before  very  long  Selnvab  introduced  liis  friend 
and  partner  to  M.  Pons;  Fritz  Brunner  expresscd  his  thanks 
for  the  trouble  which  Pons  had  been  so  good  as  to  take. 

In  thc  conversation  which  followed,  thc  two  old  hachclors 
ISehniucke  and  Pons  oxtolled  the  estate  of  malriinony,  going 
so  far  as  to  say,  without  any  malicious  intent,  "that  marriage 
was  the  end  of  nian."  Tea  and  ices,  punch  and  cakes,  were 
served  in  the  future  home  of  the  betrothed  couple.  The  wine 
had  begun  to  tell  upon  the  honest  merchants,  and  the  gênerai 
hilarity  reached  its  height  when  it  was  announced  that 
Schwab's  partner  thought  of  following  his  example. 

At  two  o'clock  that  morning,  Schmucke  and  Pons  walkod 
home  along  the  boulevards,  philosophizing  à  perte  de  raison 
as  they  went  on  thc  harmony  pervading  the  arrangements  of 
this  our  world  below. 

On  the  morrow  of  the  banquet,  Cousin  Pons  betook  himself 
to  his  fair  cousin  the  Présidente,  overjoyed — poor  dear  noble 
soûl  ! — to  return  good  for  evil.  Surely  he  had  attained  to  a 
sublime  height,  as  every  one  will  allow,  for  we  live  in  an  âge 
when  the  Montyon  prize  is  given  to  those  who  do  their  duty 
by  carrying  out  the  precepts  of  the  Gospel. 

"Ah  !"  said  Pons  to  himself,  as  he  turned  the  corner  of  the 
Rue  de  Choiseul,  "they  will  lie  under  immense  obligations 
to  their  parasite." 

Any  man  less  absorbed  in  his  contentment,  any  man  of  the 
world,  any  distrustful  nature  would  hâve  watched  the  Presi- 
dent's  wife  and  daughter  very  narrowly  on  this  first  return 
to  the  house.  But  the  poor  musician  was  a  child,  he  had  ail 
the  simplicity  of  an  artist,  believing  in  goodness  as  he  believed 
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in  beauty;  so  he  was  delighted  when  Cécile  and  her  mother 
made  much  of  him.  After  ail  tlie  vaudevilles,  tragédies,  and 
comédies  which  had  beeu  played  under  tlie  worthy  raan's  eyes 
for  twelve  long  years,  he  could  not  detect  the  insincerity  and 
grimaces  of  social  comedy,  no  doubt  because  he  had  seen  too 
much  of  it.  Any  one  who  goes  into  society  in  Paris,  and 
knows  the  type  of  woman,  dried  up,  body  and  soûl,  by  a  burn- 
ing  thirst  for  social  position,  and  a  fierce  désire  to  be  thought 
virtuous,  any  one  familiar  with  the  sham  piety  and  the  domi- 
neering  character  of  a  woman  whose  word  is  law  in  her  own 
house,  may  imagine  the  lurking  hatred  she  bore  this  husband's 
cousin  whom  she  had  wronged. 

Ail  the  démonstrative  friendliness  of  mother  and  daughter 
was  lined  with  a  formidable  longing  for  revenge,  evidently 
postponed.  For  the  first  time  in  Amélie  de  Marville's  life  she 
had  been  put  in  the  wrong,  and  that  in  the  sight  of  the  hus- 
band  over  whom  she  tyrannized;  and  not  only  so — she  was 
obliged  to  be  amiable  to  the  author  of  her  defeat  !  You  can 
scarcely  find  a  match  for  this  position  save  in  the  hypocritical 
draraas  which  are  sometimes  kept  up  for  years  in  the  sacred 
collège  of  cardinals,  or  in  chapters  of  certain  religions  orders. 

At  three  o'clock,  when  the  Président  came  back  from  the 
law-courts,  Pons  had  scarcely  made  an  end  of  the  marvelous 
history  of  his  acquaintance,  M.  Frédéric  Brunner.  Cécile  had 
gone  straight  to  the  point.  She  wanted  to  know  how  Frédéric 
Brunner  was  dressed,  how  he  looked,  his  height  and  figure,  the 
color  of  his  hair  and  eyes  ;  and  when  she  had  conjectured  a  dis- 
tinguished  air  for  Frédéric,  she  admired  his  generosity  of 
character. 

"Think  of  his  giving  five  hundred  thousand  francs  to  his 
companion  in  misfortune  !  Oh  !  mamma,  I  shall  hâve  a  car- 
nage and  a  box  at  the  Italiens "      Cécile  grew  almost 

pretty  as  she  thought  that  ail  her  mother's  ambitions  for  her 
were  about  to  be  realized,  that  the  hopes  which  had  almost 
left  her  were  to  come  to  something  after  ail. 

As  for  the  Présidente,  ail  that  she  said  was,  "My  dear  little 
girl,  you  may  perhaps  be  married  within  the  fortnight." 
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Ail  mol  hors  wilh  dauL,'hters  ol  throc-and-twciity  addross 
tlu'in  as  'iittle  girl." 

"Still,"  addcd  the  rresident,  "in  aiiy  case,  wc  must  liave 
linit-  to  inake  inquirics;  novor  ^vill  1  j^ùve  my  daiightor  to  just 
anyhody " 

"As  to  iuquirics,"  said  Pons,  "Borthier  is  dra\vin<^  iip  the 
dcods.  As  to  the  youug  iiiau  hiinsclf,  my  dear  cousin,  you  re- 
mcmber  what  you  told  me?  Wcll,  he  is  quitc  forty  years  old; 
he  is  bald.  He  wishes  to  find  in  family  lifc  a  havcn  aftcr  a 
storm  ;  I  did  not  dissuade  him  ;  every  man  has  his  tastes " 

"One  reason  the  more  for  a  personal  interview,"  returned 
the  Président.  ''I  am  not  going  to  give  my  daughter  to  a 
valet  udinarian.'*' 

"Very  good,  cousin,  you  shall  see  my  suitor  in  five  days 
if  you  like  ;  for,  witli  your  views,  a  single  interview  would  be 
enough" — (Cécile  and  her  mothcr  signified  their  rapture)  — 
"Frédéric  is  decidcdly  a  distinguishcd  amateur;  he  begged 
me  to  allow  him  to  see  my  little  collection  at  his  leisure.  You 
hâve  never  seen  my  pictures  and  curiosities;  corne  and  see 
them,"  he  continued,  looking  at  his  relatives.  "You  can  come 
simply  as  two  ladies,  brought  by  my  friend  Schmucke,  and 
make  M.  Brunner's  acquaintance  without  betraying  your- 
selves.    Frédéric  need  not  in  the  least  know  who  you  are." 

"Admirable  !"  cried  the  Président. 

The  attention  they  paid  to  the  once  scorned  parasite  may  be 
left  to  the  imagination  !  Poor  Pons  that  day  became  the 
Présidente's  cousin.  The  happy  mother  drowned  her  dislike  in 
floods  of  joy;  her  looks,  her  smiles,  her  words  sent  the  old 
man  into  ecstasies  over  the  good  that  he  had  donc,  over  the 
future  that  he  saw  by  glimpses.  Was  he  not  sure  to  find  din- 
ners  such  as  yesterday's  banquet  over  the  signing  of  the  con- 
tract,  multiplied  indefînitely  by  three,  in  the  houses  of  Brnn- 
ner,  Schwab,  and  Graff  ?  He  saw  before  him  a  land  of  plonty 
— a  vie  de  cocagne,  a  miraculous  succession  of  plats  couverts, 
of  délicate  surprise  dishes,  of  exquisite  wines. 

"If  Cousin  Pons  brings  this  through,"  said  the  Président, 
addressing  his  wife  after  Pons  had  departed,  "we  ought  to 
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settle  an  income  npon  him  equal  to  his  salary  at  the  théâtre." 

"Certaiuly,"'  said  the  lady;  and  Cécile  was  informed  that  if 
the  proposed  suitor  found  favor  in  her  eyes,  she  must  under- 
take  to  induce  the  old  musician  to  accept  a  munificence  in 
such  bad  taste. 

Next  day  the  Président  went  to  Berthier.  He  was  anxious 
to  make  sure  of  M.  Frédéric  Brunner's  financial  position. 
Bertliier,  forewarned  by  Mme.  de  Marville,  had  asked  his  new 
client  Schwab  to  come.  Schwab  the  banker  was  dazzled  by  the 
prospect  of  such  a  match  for  his  friend  (everybody  knows 
how  deeply  a  German  vénérâtes  social  distinctions,  so  much  so, 
that  in  Germany  a  wife  takes  her  husband's  (officiai)  title, 
and  is  the  Frau  General,  the  Frau  Eath,  and  so  forth)  — 
Schwab  therefore  was  as  accommodating  as  a  collecter  who 
imagines  that  he  is  cheating  a  dealer. 

"In  the  first  place,"  said  Cécile's  father,  "as  I  shall  make 
over  my  estate  of  Marville  to  my  daughter,  I  should  wish  the 
contract  to  be  drawn  up  on  the  dotal  System.  In  that  case,  M. 
Brunner  would  invest  a  million  francs  in  land  to  increase 
the  estate,  and  by  settling  the  land  on  his  wife  he  would  secure 
her  and  his  children  from  any  share  in  the  liabilities  of  the 
bank." 

Berthier  stroked  his  chin.  "He  is  coming  on  well,  is  M.  le 
Président,"  thought  he. 

When  the  dotal  System  had  been  explained  to  Schwab,  he 
seemed  much  inclined  that  way  for  his  friend.  He  had  heard 
Fritz  say  that  he  wished  to  find  some  way  of  insuring  himself 
against  another  lapse  into  poverty. 

"There  is  a  farm  and  pasture  land  worth  twelve  hundred 
thousand  francs  in  the  market  at  this  moment,"  remarked  the 
Président. 

"If  we  take  up  shares  in  the  Bank  of  France  to  the  amount 
of  a  million  francs,  that  will  be  quite  enough  to  guarantee  our 
account,"  said  Schwab.  "Fritz  does  not  want  to  invest  more 
than  two  million  francs  in  business;  he  will  do  as  you  wish,  T 
am  sure,  M.  le  Président." 

The  President's  wife  and  daughter  were  almost  wild  with 
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joy  wlion  lio  brou^ht  home  this  news.  Ncvor,  snroly,  did  so 
rich  a  capture  swiin  so  complaoontly  into  the  nets  of  niatri- 
mony. 

"Yoii  will  bi,'  ,Minc.  lininncr  do  .Marvilh»,"  said  thc  parent, 
nddressinj;  his  child;  "I  will  obtain  permission  for  your  hus- 
band  to  add  the  name  to  his,  and  afterwards  hr  can  takc  out 
letters  of  naturalization.  If  I  should  be  a  pccr  of  France 
some  day,  ho  will  succeod  mo  !" 

The  tivc  days  worc  spont  by  Mme.  de  j\Iarvillo  in  i)ropara- 
tions.  On  the  great  day  she  dressod  Cécile  hcrsell',  laking  as 
niuch  pains  as  the  admirai  of  the  British  fleet  takes  over  the 
dressing  of  the  pleasure  yacht  for  Her  Majesty  of  England 
whcn  she  takes  a  trip  to  Germany. 

Pons  and  Schwab,  on  thoir  side,  cleanod,  swept,  and  dnstod 
Pons'  muséum  rooms  and  furniture  with  the  agility  of  sailors 
cleaning  down  a  man-of-war.  There  was  not  a  speck  of  dust 
on  the  carved  wood;  not  an  inch  of  brass  but  it  glistened. 
The  glasses  over  the  pastels  obscured  nothing  of  thc  work  of 
Latour,  Greuze,  and  Liotard  (illustrions  paintcr  of  The  Choc- 
olaté Girî),  miracles  of  an  art,  alas  !  so  fugitive.  The  inimita- 
ble lustre  of  Florentine  bronze  took  ail  the  varying  hues  of 
the  light;  the  painted  glass  glowed  w^ith  color.  Every  line 
shone  out  brilliantly,  every  object  threw  in  its  phrase  in  a 
harmony  of  masterpieces  arranged  by  two  musicians — both  of 
whom  alike  had  attained  to  be  poets. 

With  a  tact  which  avoided  the  difficulties  of  a  late  appear- 
ance  on  the  scène  of  action,  the  women  were  the  first  to  arrive  ; 
they  wished  to  be  upon  their  own  ground.  Pons  introduced 
his  friend  Schmucke,  who  seemed  to  his  fair  visitors  to  be  an 
idiot  ;  their  heads  were  so  full  of  the  eligible  gentleman  with 
the  four  millions  of  francs,  that  they  paid  but  little  attention 
to  the  worthy  Pons'  dissertations  upon  matters  of  which  they 
were  completely  ignorant. 

They  looked  with  indiffèrent  eyes  at  Petitot's  enamels, 
spaced  over  crimson  velvet,  set  in  three  frames  of  marvelous 
workmanship.  Flowers  by  Van  Huysum,  David,  and  Heim; 
butterflies  painted  by  Abraham  Mignon;  Van   Eycks,  un- 
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doubted  Cranachs  and  Albrecht  Dûrers;  the  Giorgione,  the 
Sébastian  del  Piombo;  Backhuijzen,  Hobbcma,  Géricault,  the 
rarities  of  painting — none  of  thèse  things  so  niuch  as  arouscd 
their  curiosity;  they  were  waiting  for  the  sun  to  arise  and 
shine  upon  thèse  treasures.  Still,  they  were  surprised  by  the 
beauty  of  sonie  of  the  Etruscan  trinkets  and  the  solid  value 
of  the  snufï-boxes,  and  ont  of  politeness  they  went  into  ecsta- 
sies  over  some  Florentine  bronzes  which  they  held  in  their 
hands  when  Mme.  Cibot  annoimced  M.  Brunner  !  They  did 
not  turn  ;  they  took  advantage  of  a  superb  Venetian  mirror 
framed  in  huge  masses  of  carved  ebony  to  scan  this  phœnix 
of  eligible  yoimg  men. 

Frédéric,  forewarned  by  Wilhelm,  had  made  the  most  of  the 
little  hair  that  remained  to  him.  He  wore  a  neat  pair  of 
trousers,  a  soft  shade  of  some  dark  eolor,  a  silk  waistcoat  of 
superlative  élégance  and  the  very  newest  eut,  a  shirt  with 
open-work,  its  linen  hand-woven  by  a  Friesland  woman,  and 
a  blue-and-white  cravat.  His  watch  chain,  like  the  head  of 
his  cane,  came  from  Messrs.  Florent  and  Chanor;  and  the 
coat,  eut  by  old  GrafE  himself,  was  of  the  very  finest  cloth. 
The  Suède  gloves  proclaimed  the  man  who  had  run  through 
his  mother's  fortune.  You  could  hâve  seen  the  banker's  neat 
little  brougham  and  pair  of  horses  mirrored  in  the  surface 
of  his  speckless  varnished  boots,  even  if  two  pairs  of  sharp 
ears  had  not  already  caught  the  sound  of  the  wheels  outside 
in  the  Eue  de  Normandie. 

When  the  prodigal  of  twenty  years  is  a  kind  of  chrysalis 
from  which  a  banker  émerges  at  the  âge  of  forty,  the  said 
banker  is  usually  an  observer  of  human  nature  ;  and  so  much 
the  more  shrewd  if,  as  in  Brunner's  case,  he  understands  how 
to  turn  his  German  simplicity  to  good  account.  He  had  as- 
sumed  for  the  occasion  the  abstracted  air  of  a  man  who  is 
hesitating  between  family  life  and  the  dissipations  of  bach- 
elorhood.  This  expression  in  a  Frenchified  German  seemed 
to  Cécile  to  be  in  the  highest  degree  romantic;  the  descendant 
of  the  Virlaz  was  a  second  Werther  in  her  eyes — where  is  the 
girl  who  will  not  allow  herself  to  weave  a  little  novel  about 
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lu>r  luaniaiîc?  Cécile  lhoii<;lit  hcrscli'  tlie  happicst  of  womcn 
whon  Bninner,  lookinp:  round  at  thc  niagnificcnt  works  of  art 
so  jiatiently  colloctcd  diiriiiij^  forly  yoars,  waxed  ontluisiastie, 
and  l'ons,  to  liis  no  sniall  salisraclion,  found  an  appréciative 
admirer  of  bis  treasures  for  the  first  tinic  in  his  life. 

"lie  is  poetical,"  the  young  lady  said  (o  hcrsclf  ;  "he  sees 
millions  in  the  thiugs.  A  poet  is  a  iiian  (hat  cannot  count 
and  leaves  his  wife  to  look  after  his  money — an  easy  man  to 
uianaiie  and  amuse  Màth  trifles." 

Every  pane  in  the  two  Windows  was  a  s(iuiU'e  of  Swiss 
painted  glass;  the  least  of  them  was  worth  a  thousand  francs; 
and  Pons  possessed  sixteen  of  thèse  unrivaled  works  of  art 
for  whieh  amateurs  scck  so  eagerly  nowadays.  In  1815  the 
panes  could  be  bought  for  six  or  ten  francs  apiece.  The 
value  of  the  glorious  collection  of  picturcs,  flawless  grcat 
works,  authentic,  untouched  sincc  thcy  Icft  the  master's  hands, 
could  only  be  proved  in  the  fiery  furnace  of  a  saleroom.  Not 
a  picture  but  was  set  in  a  costly  f  rame  ;  there  were  f  rames  of 
every  kind — Venetians,  carved  with  heavy  ornamcnts,  like 
English  plate  of  the  présent  day;  Eomans,  distinguishable 
among  the  others  for  a  certain  dash  that  artists  call  fla/la; 
Spanish  wreaths  in  bold  relief;  Flemings  and  Germans  with 
quaint  figures,  tortoise-shell  frames  inlaid  with  copper  and 
brass  and  mother-of-pearl  and  ivory;  frames  of  ebony  and 
bdxwood  in  the  styles  of  Louis  Treize,  Louis  Quatorze,  Louis 
Quinze,  and  Louis  Seize — in  short,  it  was  a  unique  collection 
of  the  finest  models.  Pons,  luckier  than  the  art  muséums  of 
Dresden  and  Vienna,  possessed  a  frame  by  the  famous  Brus- 
toloni — the  Michael  Angelo  of  wood-carvers. 

Mlle,  de  Marville  naturally  asked  for  explanations  of  each 
ncw  curiosity,  and  was  initiated  into  the  mysterios  of  art  by 
Brunner.  lier  exclamations  were  so  childish,  she  seemed  so 
pleased  to  hâve  the  value  and  beauty  of  the  paintings,  carv- 
ings,  or  bronzes  pointed  out  to  her,  that  the  German  gradually 
thawed  and  looked  quite  young  again,  and  both  were  led  on 
further  than  they  intended  at  this  (purely  accidentai)  first 
meeting. 
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The  prirate  view  lasted  for  three  hours.  Bninner  offered 
his  arm  wlien  Cécile  went  downstairs.  As  they  descended 
slowly  and  discreetly,  Cécile,  still  talking  fine  art,  wondered 
that  M.  Brnnner  should  admire  lier  ooiisin's  gimcracks  so 
much. 

"Do  you  really  think  that  thèse  things  that  we  hâve  just 
seen  are  worth  a  great  deal  of  money  ?" 

"Mademoiselle,  if  yonr  consin  wonld  sell  his  collection,  I 
woiild  give  eight  hundred  thousand  francs  for  it  this  even- 
iug,  and  I  should  not  make  a  bad  bargain.  The  pictures  alone 
would  fetch  more  than  that  at  a  pnblic  sale." 

"Since  you  say  so,  I  believe  it,^'  returned  she;  "the  things 
took  up  so  much  of  your  attention  that  it  must  be  so." 

"Oh  !  mademoiselle  !"  protested  Brunner.  "For  ail  answer 
to  your  reproach,  I  will  ask  your  mother's  permission  to  call, 
so  that  I  may  hâve  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  again." 

"How  élever  she  is,  that  'little  girl'  of  mine  !"  thought  the 
Présidente,  following  closely  upon  her  daughter's  heels. 
Aloud  she  said,  "With  the  greatest  pleasure,  monsieur.  I  hope 
that  3'ou  will  come  at  dinner-time  with  our  Cousin  Pons.  The 
Président  will  be  delighted  to  make  your  acquaintance. — 
Thank  you,  cousin." 

The  lady  squeezed  Pons'  arm  with  deep  meaning  ;  she  could 
not  hâve  said  more  if  she  had  used  the  consecrated  formula, 
"Let  us  swear  an  eternal  friendship."  The  glanée  which  ac- 
companied  that  "Thank  you,  cousin,"  was  a  caress. 

When  the  young  lady  had  been  put  into  the  carriage,  and 
the  jobbed  brougham  had  disappeared  down  the  Eue  Chariot, 
Brunner  talked  bric-à-brac  to  Pons,  and  Pons  talked  marriage. 

"Then  you  see  no  obstacle  ?"  said  Pons. 

"Oh!"  said  Brunner,  "she  is  an  insignificant  little  thing, 
and  the  mother  is  a  triflc  prim. — We  shall  see." 

"A  handsome  fortune  one  of  thèse  days.  .  .  .  More 
than  a  million " 

"Good-bye  till  Monday  !"  interrupted  the  millionaire.  "If 
you  should  eare  to  sell  your  collection  of  pictures,  I  would  give 
you  five  or  six  hundred  thousand  francs " 
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"Ah  !"  snid  Pons  ;  he  liad  no  idea  that  ho  was  so  rich.  "But 
thoy  arc  niy  irroat  ]iloasure  in  lifp,  and  I  conld  not  brinjj  my- 
self  to  jiart  with  theni.  I  could  only  sell  my  collection  to  be 
delivcrod  aftor  my  death." 

"^^ery  well.    We  shall  see." 

"Hère  we  hâve  two  affairs  afoot  !"  said  Pons;  he  was  think- 
ing  only  of  the  marriagje. 

Bninner  shook  hands  and  drovo  away  in  his  splondid  car- 
riage.  Pons  watehed  it  ont  of  sight.  He  did  not  notice  tliat 
Eémonencq  was  smoking  his  pipe  in  the  doorway. 

That  evening  Mme.  de  Marville  went  to  ask  advice  of  her 
father-in-law,  and  fonnd  the  whole  Popinot  family  at  the 
Camusots'  house.  It  was  only  natiiral  that  a  mother  who  had 
failed  to  capture  an  eldest  son  should  be  tempted  to  take 
her  little  revenge;  so  Mme.  de  Marville  threw  ont  hints  of  the 
splendid  marriage  that  her  Cécile  was  about  to  make. — 
"Whom  can  Cécile  be  going  to  marry  ?"  was  the  question  upon 
ail  lips.  And  Cécile's  mother,  withoiit  suspecting  that  she 
was  betraying  her  secret,  Ict  fall  words  and  whispered  confi- 
dences, afterwards  supplemented  by  Mme.  Berthier,  till  gossip 
circulating  in  the  bourgeois  empyrean  where  Pons  accom- 
plished  his  gastronomical  évolutions  took  something  like  the 
f ollowing  form  : 

"Cécile  de  Marville  is  engaged  to  be  married  to  a  young 
German,  a  banker  from  philanthropie  motives,  for  he  bas  four 
millions;  he  is  like  a  hero  of  a  novel,  a  perfect  Werther, 
charming  and  kind-hearted.  He  bas  sown  his  wild  oats,  and 
he  is  distractedly  in  love  with  Cécile;  it  is  a  case  of  love  at 
first  sight;  and  so  much  the  more  certain,  since  Cécile  had  ail 
Pons'  paintings  of  Madonnas  for  rivais,"  and  so  forth  and  so 
forth. 

Two  or  three  of  the  set  came  to  call  on  the  Présidente, 
ostensibly  to  congratulate,  but  really  to  fînd  out  whether  or 
no  the  marvelous  taie  were  true.  For  their  benefit  Mme.  de 
Marville  executed  the  following  admirable  variations  on  the 
thème  of  son-in-law  which  mothers  may  consult,  as  people 
used  to  refer  to  the  Complète  Letter  Writer. 
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"A  marriage  is  iiot  an  accomplished  fact,"  she  told  Mme. 
Chiffreville,  "until  you  hâve  been  to  the  mayor's  office  and 
the  church.  We  hâve  only  come  as  far  as  a  personal  inter- 
view: so  I  eount  upon  your  friendship  to  say  nothing  of  our 
hopes." 

"You  are  very  fortunate,  madame;  marriages  are  so  dif- 
ficult  to  arrange  in  thèse  days." 

"What  can  one  do  ?  It  was  chance  ;  but  marriages  are  of  ten 
made  in  that  way." 

"Ah  !  well.  So  you  are  going  to  marry  Cécile?"  said  Mme. 
Cardot. 

"Yes,"  said  Cécile's  mother,  fully  understanding  the  mean- 
ing  of  the  "so."  "We  were  very  particular,  or  Cécile  would 
hâve  been  established  before  this.  But  now  we  hâve  found 
everything  that  we  wish  :  money,  good  temper,  good  character, 
and  good  looks;  and  my  sweet  little  girl  certainly  deserves 
nothing  less.  M.  Brunner  is  a  charming  young  man,  most 
distinguished  ;  he  is  found  of  luxury,  he  knows  lif e  ;  he  is  wild 
about  Cécile,  he  loves  her  sincerely;  and  in  spite  of  his  three 
or  four  millions,  Cécile  is  going  to  accept  him. — We  had  not 
looked  so  high  for  her;  still,  store  is  no  sore." 

"It  was  not  so  much  the  fortune  as  the  affection  inspired 
by  my  daughter  which  decided  us,"  the  Présidente  told  Mme. 
Lebas.  "M.  Brunner  is  in  such  a  hurry  that  he  wants  the 
marriage  to  take  place  with  the  least  possible  delay." 

"Is  he  a  foreigner?" 

"Yes,  madame;  but  I  am  very  fortunate,  I  confess.  !N"o, 
I  shall  not  hâve  a  son-in-law  in  him,  but  a  son.  M.  Brunner's 
delicacy  has  quite  won  our  hearts.  No  one  would  imagine 
how  anxious  he  was  to  marry  under  the  dotal  System.  It  is  a 
great  security  for  familles.  He  is  going  to  invest  twelve 
hundred  thousand  francs  in  grazing  land,  which  will  be  added 
to  Marville  some  day." 

More  variations  followed  on  the  morrow.  For  instance — 
M.  Brunner  was  a  great  lord,  doing  everything  in  lordly 
fashion;  he  did  not  haggle.  If  M.  de  Marville  could  obtain 
letters  of  naturalization,  qualifying  M.  Brunner  for  an  office 
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uiuliT  (Mnrnmionf  (nnd  ilu'  lloiiu^  Socn'lary  sinvly  cmild 
i^traiii  a  \Hnni  l'or  M.  tlo  Marvilli'),  his  son-in-lavv  woiild  bc  a 
peor  of  FraïUH".  Nobody  know  how  iiuich  nionoy  M.  Bninncr 
possesscd  ;  "ho  liad  the  finest  horscs  and  the  aniartest  car- 
riagos  in  Paris!"  and  so  on  and  so  on. 

Froni  the  plcasure  with  whieh  Iho  Camusots  publishod 
thoir  hopos,  it  was  pretty  clcar  Ibat  tliis  triumpli  was  uncx- 
pcctcd. 

Imniediately  after  the  interview  in  Pons'  muséum,  M.  de 
]\rarvillc,  at  his  wife's  instance,  bogged  the  Home  Secretary, 
his  chief,  and  the  attorney  for  the  crown  to  dine  with  him 
on  the  occasion  of  the  introduction  of  this  phœnix  of  a  son-in- 
law. 

The  three  great  personages  aeccpted  the  invitation,  albcit 
it  was  given  on  short  notice;  they  ail  saw  the  part  that  they 
were  to  play  in  the  family  politics,  and  rcadily  came  to  the 
fathcr's  support.  In  France  we  are  usually  pretty  ready  to 
assist  the  mother  of  marriageable  daughters  to  hook  an  eligible 
son-in-law.  The  Count  and  Conntess  Popinot  likewise  lent 
their  présence  to  complote  the  splendor  of  the  occasion,  al- 
thougli  they  thought  the  invitation  in  questionable  taste. 

There  were  eleven  in  ail.  Cécile's  grandfather,  old  Camu- 
sot,  came,  of  course,  with  his  wife  to  a  family  reunion  pur- 
posely  arranged  to  olicit  a  proposai  from  M.  Brunner. 

The  Camusot  de  Marvilles  had  given  out  that  the  guest  of 
the  evening  was  one  of  the  richest  capitalists  in  Gormany,  a 
man  of  taste  (he  was  in  love  with  "the  little  girl"),  a  future 
rival  of  the  ISTucingens,  Kellers,  du  Tillets,  and  their  like. 

"It  is  our  day,"  said  the  Présidente  with  elaborate  sim- 
plicity,  when  she  had  named  her  guests  one  by  one  for  the 
German  whom  she  already  regarded  as  her  son-in-law.  "We 
hâve  only  a  few  intimate  friends — first,  my  husband's  father, 
who,  as  you  know,  is  sure  to  be  raised  to  the  peerage;  M.  le 
Comte  and  Mme.  la  Comtesse  Popinot,  whose  son  was  not 
thought  rich  enough  for  Cécile;  the  Home  Secretary;  our 
First  Président;  our  attorney  for  the  crown;  our  personal 
friends,  in  short. — We  shall  be  obliged  to  dine  rather  late  to- 
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night,  because  the  Chamber  is  sitting,  and  people  cannot  get 
away  before  six." 

Brnnner  looked  significantly  at  Pons,  and  Pons  rubbed  his 
hands  as  if  to  say,  "Our  f riends,  you  see  !    My  friends  !" 

Mme.  de  Marville,  as  a  élever  tactician,  had  something  very 
particular  to  say  to  her  cousin,  that  Cécile  and  lier  Werther 
might  be  left  together  for  a  moment.  Cécile  chattered  away 
volubly,  and  contrived  that  Frédéric  should  catch  sight  of  a 
German  dictionary,  a  German  grammar,  and  a  volume  of 
Goethe  hidden  away  in  a  place  where  he  was  likely  to  find 
them. 

"Ah  !  are  you*learning  German  ?"  asked  Brunner,  flushing 
red. 

(For  laying  traps  of  this  kind  the  Frenchwoman  has  not 
her  match  !) 

"Oh  !  how  naughty  you  are  !"  she  cried  ;  "it  is  too  bad  of 
you,  monsieur,  to  explore  my  hiding-places  like  this.  I  want 
to  read  Goethe  in  the  original,"  she  added  ;  "I  hâve  been  learn- 
ing  German  for  two  years." 

"Then  the  grammar  must  be  very  diflBcult  to  learn,  for 

scarcely  ten  pages  hâve  been  eut "  Brunner  remarked  with 

much  candor. 

Cécile,  abashed,  turned  away  to  hide  her  blushes.  A  Ger- 
man cannot  resist  a  display  of  this  kind;  Brunner  eaught 
Cécile's  hand,  made  her  turn,  and  watched  her  confusion  un- 
der  his  gaze,  after  the  manner  of  the  heroes  of  the  novels  of 
Auguste  Lafontaine  of  chaste  memory. 

"You  are  adorable,"  said  he. 

Cécile's  pétulant  gesture  replied,  "So  are  you — ^who  could 
help  liking  you?" 

"It  is  ail  right,  mamma,"  she  whispered  to  her  parent,  who 
came  up  at  that  moment  with  Pons. 

The  sight  of  a  family  party  on  thèse  occasions  is  not  to  be 
described.  Ever}'body  was  well  satisfied  to  see  a  mother  put 
her  hand  on  an  eligible  son-in-law.  Compliments,  double- 
barreled  and  double-charged,  were  paid  to  Brunner  (who  pre- 
tended  to  understand  nothing)  ;  to  Cécile,  on  whom  nothing 
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wns  losl  ;  and  to  Iho  l'rcsidont,  who  flslicd  foi'  IIkmii.  INjus 
heard  the  blood  singing  in  liis  cars,  tlic  liglit  oï  ail  tlic  l)lazing 
gas-jets  of  the  thcntre  footlights  socmcd  to  1»'  dazzling  his 
eyes,  when  Cécile,  in  a  low  voice  and  with  the  most  ingénions 
circnnispection,  spoke  ol"  hor  fathcr's  plan  of  the  annuity  of 
twelve  hnndred  francs.  The  old  artist  positivoly  doclined  tho 
offer,  bringing  forward  the  value  of  his  fortune  in  fnrniiure, 
only  now  made  known  to  him  by  Brunner. 

The  Home  Secretary,  the  First  Président,  the  attorney  for 
the  crown,  the  Popinots,  and  those  who  had  other  engage- 
ments, ail  went;  and  before  long  no  one  was  left  except 
M.  Camusot  senior,  and  Cardot  the  old  notary,  and  his  as- 
sistant and  son-in-law  Berthier.  Pons,  worthy  soûl,  looking 
round  and  seeing  no  one  but  the  family,  blundered  out  a 
speech  of  thanks  to  the  Président  and  his  wife  for  the  pro- 
posai whieh  Cécile  had  just  made  to  him.  So  is  it  with  those 
who  are  guided  hy  their  feelings;  they  act  upon  impulse. 
Brunner,  hearing  of  an  annuity  ofïered  in  this  way,  thought 
that  it  had  very  much  the  look  of  a  commission  paid  to  Pons  ; 
he  made  an  Israelite's  return  upon  himself,  his  attitude  told 
of  more  than  cool  calculation. 

Meanwhile  Pons  was  saying  to  his  astonished  relations, 
"My  collection  or  its  value  will,  in  any  case,  go  to  your  family, 
whether  I  corne  to  terms  with  our  friend  Brunner  or  keep  it." 
The  Camusots  were  amazed  to  hear  that  Pons  was  so  rich. 

Brunner,  watching,  saw  how  ail  thèse  ignorant  people 
looked  favorably  upon  a  man  once  believed  to  be  poor  so  soon 
as  they  knew  that  he  had  great  possessions.  He  had  seen, 
too,  already  that  Cécile  was  spoiled  by  hcr  f ather  and  mother  ; 
he  amused  himself,  therefore,  by  astonishing  the  good  bour- 
geois. 

"I  was  telling  mademoiselle,"  said  he,  "that  M.  Pons'  pic- 
tures  were  worth  that  sum  to  me;  but  the  priées  of  works  of 
art  hâve  risen  so  much  of  late,  that  no  one  can  tell  how  much 
the  collection  might  sell  for  at  a  public  auction.  The  sixty 
pictures  might  fetch  a  million  francs;  several  that  I  saw  the 
other  day  were  worth  fifty  thousand  apiece." 
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"It  is  a  fine  thing  to  be  your  heir  !"  remarked  old  Cardot, 
looking  at  Pons. 

"My  heir  is  my  Cousin  Cécile  hère,"  answered  Pons,  in- 
sisting  on  the  relationship.  There  was  a  flutter  of  admiration 
at  this. 

"She  will  be  a  very  rich  heiress,"  laughed  old  Cardot,  as  he 
took  his  departure. 

Camusot  senior,  the  Président  and  his  wife,  Cécile,  Brun- 
ner,  Berthier,  and  Pons  were  now  lef t  together  ;  for  it  was  as- 
sumed  that  the  formai  demand  for  Cécile's  hand  was  about 
to  be  made.  Xo  sooner  was  Cardot  gone,  indeed,  than 
Brunner  began  with  an  inquiry  which  augured  well. 

"I  think  I  understood,"  he  said,  turning  to  Mme.  de  Mar- 
ville,  "that  mademoiselle  is  your  only  daughter." 

"Certainly,"  the  lady  said  proudly. 

'•'Nobody  will  make  any  diffîculties,"  Pons,  good  soûl,  put 
in  by  way  of  encouraging  Brunner  to  bring  out  his  proposai. 

But  Brunner  grew  thoughtful,  and  an  ominous  silence 
brought  on  a  coolness  of  the  strangest  kind.  The  Présidente 
might  hâve  admitted  that  her  "little  girl"  was  subject  to  epi- 
leptic  fits.  The  Président,  thinking  that  Cécile  ought  not 
to  be  présent,  signed  to  her  to  go.  She  went.  Still  Brunner 
said  nothing.  They  ail  began  to  look  at  one  another.  The 
situation  was  growing  awkward. 

Camusot  senior,  a  man  of  expérience,  took  the  German  to 
Mme.  de  Marville's  room,  ostensibly  to  show  him  Pons'  fan. 
He  saw  that  some  difïiculty  had  arisen,  and  signed  to  the  rest 
to  leave  him  alone  with  Cécile's  suitor-designate. 

"Hère  is  the  masterpiece,"  said  Camusot,  opening  out  the 
fan. 

Brunner  took  it  in  his  hand  and  looked  at  it.  "It  is  worth 
five  thousand  francs,"  he  said  after  a  moment. 

"Did  you  not  come  hère,  sir,  to  ask  for  my  granddaughter  ?" 
inquired  the  future  peer  of  France. 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Brunner  ;  "and  I  beg  you  to  believe  that  no 
possible  marriage  could  be  more  flattering  to  my  vanity.  I 
shall  never  find  any  one  more  charming  nor  more  amiable. 
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nor  a  yount:  Indv  wlio  answcrs  to  mv  idoas  liko  Mlle.  C6cilo; 
but — ^" 

"Oh,  no  buts!"  old  Camusot  brokc  in;  "or  let  us  hâve  the 
translation  of  your  'buts'  at  once,  niy  dcar  sir." 

"I  am  very  glad,  sir,  that  tho  mattcr  bas  gone  no  furtber 
on  eithcr  side,"  Brunncr  answcrcd  gravely.  "I  bad  no  idoa 
that  Mlle.  Cécile  was  an  only  daughter.  Anybody  else  wonld 
considor  this  an  advantage;  but  to  me,  believe  me,  it  is  un  in- 
surmoimtable  obstacle  to " 

"What,  sir  !"  cried.  Camusot,  amazed  beyond  measure.  "Do 
you  find  a  positive  drawback  in  an  immense  advantage?  Your 
conduct  is  really  extraordinary  ;  I  should  very  mueli  like  to 
hear  the  explanatiou  of  it." 

"I  came  hcre  this  eveuing,  sir,''  returned  the  German  phleg- 
matically,  "intending  to  ask  M.  le  Président  for  bis  daugh- 
ter's  hand.  It  was  my  désire  to  give  Mlle.  Cécile  a  brilliant 
future  by  offering  her  so  much  of  my  fortune  as  she  would 
consent  to  accept.  But  an  only  daughter  is  a  child  whose  will 
is  law  to  indulgent  parents,  who  bas  never  been  contradicted. 
I  bave  had  the  opportunity  of  observing  this  in  many  familles, 
Avhere  parents  worship  divinities  of  this  kind.  And  your 
granddaughter  is  not  only  the  idol  of  the  bouse,  but  Mme.  la 
Présidente  .  .  .  you  know  what  I  mean.  I  bave  seen 
my  father's  bouse  turned  into  a  hell,  sir,  from  this  very  cause. 
My  stepmother,  the  source  of  ail  my  misfortunes,  an  only 
daughter,  idolized  by  her  parents, the  most  charming  betrothed 
imaginable,  after  marriage  became  a  fiend  incarnate.  I  do 
not  doubt  that  Mlle.  Cécile  is  an  exception  to  the  rule;  but 
I  am  not  a  young  man,  I  am  forty  years  old,  and  the  différ- 
ence betvreen  our  âges  entails  difficulties  which  would  put  it 
our  of  my  power  to  make  the  young  lady  happy,  when  Mme. 
la  Présidente  bas  always  carried  out  her  daughter's  every 
wisb  and  listened  to  her  as  if  Mademoiselle  was  an  oracle. 
What  right  bave  I  to  expect  Mlle.  Cécile  to  change  her  habits 
and  ideas?  Instead  of  a  father  and  mother  who  indulge  her 
every  whim,  she  would  find  an  egotistic  man  of  forty;  if  she 
should  resist,  the  man  of  forty  would  bave  the  worst  of  it. 
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So,  as  an  honest  man — I  withdraw.  If  there  should  be  any 
need  to  explain  my  visit  hère,  I  désire  to  be  entirely  sacri- 
ficed " 

"If  thèse  are  your  motives,  sir,"  said  the  future  peer  of 
France,  "however  singular  they  may  be,  they  are  plausi- 
ble  " 

"Do  not  eall  my  sincerity  in  question,  sir,"  Brunner  inter- 
rupted  quickly.  "If  you  know  of  a  penniless  girl,  one  of  a 
large  family,  well  brought  up  but  without  fortune,  as  hap- 
pens  very  often  in  France;  and  if  her  character  offers  me 
security,  I  will  marry  her." 

A  pause  followed;  Frédéric  Brunner  left  Cécile's  grand- 
father  and  politely  took  leave  of  his  host  and  hostess.  When 
he  was  gone,  Cécile  appeared,  a  living  commentary  upon  her 
Werther's  leave-taking  ;  she  was  ghastly  pale.  She  had  hidden 
herself  in  her  mother's  wardrobe  and  overheard  the  whole 
conversation. 

"Eefused  !  .  .  ."  she  said  in  a  low  voice  for  her  mother's 
ear. 

"And  why  ?"  asked  the  Présidente,  fixing  her  eyes  upon  her 
embarrassed  father-in-law. 

"Upon  the  fine  pretext  that  an  only  daughter  is  a  spoilt 
child,"  replied  that  gentleman.  "And  he  is  not  altogether 
wrong  there,"  he  added,  seizing  an  opportunity  of  putting 
the  blâme  on  the  daughter-in-law,  who  had  worried  him  not 
a  little  for  twenty  years. 

"It  will  kill  my  child  !"  cried  the  Présidente,  "and  it  is  your 
doing  !"  she  exclaimed,  addressing  Pons,  as  she  supported  her 
fainting  daughter,  for  Cécile  thought  well  to  make  good  her 
mother's  words  by  sinking  into  her  arms.  The  Président  and 
his  wife  carried  Cécile  to  an  easy-chair,  where  she  swooued 
outright.     The  grandfather  rang  for  the  servants. 

"It  is  a  plot  of  his  weaving;  I  see  it  ail  now,"  said  the  in- 
furiated  mother. 

Pons  sprang  up  as  if  the  trump  of  doom  were  sounding  in 
his  ears. 

"YeBÎ"  said  the  lady,  her  eyes  like  two  springs  of  green 
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bilo,  *'this  gentleman  wishcd  lo  ivpay  a  harmlcss  jokc  by  an 
insiilt.  Who  will  believe  that  that  Gcrman  was  right  in  bis 
niiml?  Ile  is  citber  an  aoi'oniplioo  in  a  wickod  scbcme  of 
rovongo,  or  bc  is  crazy,  I  bope,  M.  Tons,  tliat  in  future  you 
Avill  spare  us  tbo  aunoyance  of  sceing  you  in  tbo  bouse  wbere 
you  bave  tried  to  bring  sbame  and  disbonor." 

Pons  stood  like  a  statue,  ',vitb  bis  eyes  fixed  on  tbe  pattcrn 
of  tbe  carpet. 

"Well!  Arc  you  still  bore,  nionstcr  of  ingratitude?"  eried 
sbe,  turuing  round  on  Pons,  wbo  was  twirling  bis  tbumbs. — 
"Your  master  and  I  arc  uever  at  borne,  reniember,  if  tbis 
gentleman  calls,"  sbe  continued,  turning  to  tbe  servants. — 
"Jean,  go  for  tbe  doctor  ;  and  bring  bartsborn,  Madeleine." 

In  tbe  Présidente's  eyes,  tbe  reason  given  by  Brunner  was 
simply  an  excuse,  tbere  was  something  else  behind;  but,  at 
tbe  sanie  time,  tbe  fact  tbat  tbe  marriage  was  broken  off 
was  only  tbe  more  certain.  A  woman's  mind  works  swiftly 
in  great  crises,  and  Mme.  de  Marville  bad  bit  at  once  upon 
tbe  one  metbod  of  repairing  tbe  cbeek.  Sbe  cbose  to  look 
upon  it  as  a  scbeme  of  revenge.  Tbis  notion  of  ascribing 
a  fiendisb  scbeme  to  Pons  satisficd  family  bonor.  Faitbful  to 
ber  dislike  of  tbe  cousin,  sbe  trcated  a  féminine  suspicion  as  a 
fact.  Women,  generally  speaking,  bold  a  creed  peculiar  to 
tbemselves,  a  code  of  tbeir  own;  to  them  anything  wbich 
serves  tbeir  interests  or  tbeir  passions  is  true.  Tbe  Présidente 
went  a  good  deal  furtber.  In  tbe  course  of  tbe  evening  sbe 
talked  tbe  Président  into  ber  belief,  and  next  morning  found 
tbe  magistrate  convinced  of  bis  cousin's  culpability. 

Every  one,  no  doubt,  will  condemn  tbe  lady's  borrible  con- 
duct;  but  what  motber  in  Mme.  Camusot's  position  will  not 
do  tbe  same?  Put  tbe  cboice  between  ber  own  daugbter  and 
an  alien,  sbe  will  prefer  to  sacrifice  tbe  bonor  of  tbe  latter. 
Tbere  are  many  ways  of  doing  tbis,  but  tbe  end  in  view  is  tbe 
same. 

Tbe  old  musician  fled  down  tbe  staircase  in  baste;  but  he 
went  slowly  along  tbe  boulevards  to  bis  tbeatre,  he  turned  in 
mecbanically  at  tbe  door,  and  mecbanically  be  took  bis  place 


COUSIN  rONS  93 

and  conducted  the  orchestra.  In  tlie  interval  he  gave  such 
random  answers  to  Schmucke's  questions,  that  his  old  friend 
dissembled  his  fear  that  Pons'  mind  had  given  way.  To  so 
childlike  a  nature,  the  récent  scène  took  the  proportions  of 
a  catastrophe.  He  had  meant  to  make  every  one  happy,  and 
he  had  aroused  a  terrible  slumbering  feeling  of  hâte;  every- 
thing  had  been  turned  topsy-turvy.  He  had  at  last  seen  mor- 
tal  hâte  in  the  Présidente's  eyes,  tones,  and  gesture. 

On  the  morrow,  Mme.  Camusot  de  Marville  made  a  great 
resolution;  the  Président  likewise  sanctioned  the  step  now 
forced  upon  them  by  circumstances.  It  was  determined  that 
the  estate  of  Marville  should  be  settled  upon  Cécile  at  the 
time  of  lier  marriage,  as  well  as  the  house  in  the  Eue  de  Han- 
ovre and  a  hundred  thousand  francs.  In  the  course  of  the 
morning,  the  Présidente  went  to  call  upon  the  Comtesse  Popi- 
not;  for  she  saw  plainly  that  nothing  but  a  settled  marriage 
could  enable  them  to  recover  after  such  a  check.  To  the 
Comtesse  Popinot  she  told  the  shocking  story  of  Pons'  re- 
venge, Pons'  hideous  hoax.  It  ail  seemed  probable  enough 
when  it  came  out  that  the  marriage  had  been  broken  off  sim- 
ply  on  the  pretext  that  Cécile  was  an  only  daughter.  The 
Présidente  next  dwelt  artfully  upon  the  advantage  of  adding 
'■"de  Marville"  to  the  name  of  Popinot;  and  the  immense 
dowry.  At  the  présent  price  fetched  by  land  in  Normandy,  at 
two  per  cent,  the  property  represented  nine  hundred  thousand 
francs,  and  the  house  in  the  Eue  de  Hanovre  about  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  thousand.  No  reasonable  family  could  refuse 
such  an  alliance.  The  Comte  and  Comtesse  Popinot  ac- 
cepted;  and  as  they  were  now  touched  by  the  honor  of  the 
family  which  they  were  about  to  enter,  they  promised  to  help 
to  explain  away  the  yesterday  evening's  mishap. 

And  now  in  the  house  of  the  elder  Camusot,  before  the  very 
persons  who  had  heard  Mme.  de  Marville  singing  Frédéric 
Brunner's  praises  but  a  few  days  ago,  that  lady,  to  whom 
nobody  ventured  to  speak  on  the  topic,  plunged  eourageously 
into  explanations. 

"Really,  nowadays"  (she  said),  "one  could  not  be  too  care- 


iH  COUSIN  rONS 

fui  if  a  marriafTG  was  in  question,  especially  if  onc  had  to  do 
with  foroigucrs." 

"Aud  why,  madame?" 

"What  lias  happcncd  to  you?"  askcd  Mme.  Chiffreville. 

"Do  you  not  know  about  our  advcnture  with  that  Brunner, 
who  had  the  audacity  to  aspire  to  marry  Cécile?  Ilis  father 
was  a  Gcrman  Ihat  kept  a  wine-shop,  and  his  uncle  is  a  dealer 
in  rabbit-skins  !'' 

"Is  it  possible?  So  clcar-sightcd  as  you  are!  .  .  ." 
murmurcd  a  lady. 

"Thèse  adventurers  are  so  cunning.  But  wc  found  out 
everything  through  Berthier.  Ilis  friend  is  a  bcggar  that 
plays  the  flûte.  Ile  is  friendly  with  a  person  who  lets  fur- 
nished  lodgings  in  the  Rue  du  Mail  and  some  tailor  or  other. 
.  .  ,  We  found  out  that  he  had  led  a  most  disreputable 
life,  and  no  amount  of  fortune  would  be  enough  for  a  scamp 
that  has  run  through  his  mother's  property." 

"Why,  Mlle,  de  Marville  would  hâve  been  wretched  !"  said 
Mme.  Berthier. 

"How  did  he  come  to  your  house?"  asked  old  Mme.  Lebas. 

"It  was  M.  Pons.  Out  of  revenge,  he  introduced  this  fine 
gentleman  to  us,  to  make  us  ridiculous.  .  .  .  This 
Brunner  (it  is  the  same  name  as  Fontaine  in  French) — this 
Brunner,  that  was  made  out  to  be  such  a  grandee,  has  poor 
enough  health,  he  is  bald,  and  his  teeth  are  bad.  The  fîrst 
sight  of  him  was  enough  for  me;  I  distrusted  him  from  the 
first." 

"But  how  about  the  great  fortune  that  you  spoke  of?"  a 
young  married  woman  asked  shyly. 

"The  fortune  was  not  nearly  so  large  as  they  said.  Thèse 
tailors  and  the  landlord  and  he  ail  scraped  tho  money  together 
among  them,  and  put  ail  their  savings  into  this  bank  that 
they  are  starting.  What  is  a  bank  for  those  that  begin  in 
thèse  days  ?  Simply  a  license  to  ruin  themselves.  A  banker's 
wife  may  lie  down  at  night  a  millionaire  and  wake  up  in  the 
morning  with  nothing  but  her  scttlement.  At  the  fîrst  word, 
at  the  very  first  sight  of  him,  we  made  up  our  minds  about 
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this  gentleman — he  is  not  one  of  us.  You  can  tell  by  his 
gloves,  by  his  waistcoat,  that  he  is  a  working  man,  the  son  of 
a  man  that  kept  a  pot-house  somewhere  in  Germany;  he  bas 
not  the  instincts  of  a  gentleman;  he  drinks  béer,  and  he 
smokes — smokes?  ah!  madame,  tiventy-five  pipes  a  dayf 
.  .  .  What  would  bave  become  of  poor  Lili?  ,  .  .  It 
makes  me  shudder  even  now  to  think  of  it.  God  bas  indeed 
preserved  us  !  And  besides,  Cécile  never  liked  him.  .  .  . 
Who  would  bave  expected  such  a  trick  from  a  relative,  an 
old  friend  of  the  bouse  that  had  dined  with  us  twice  a  week 
for  twentv  vears?  We  bave  loaded  him  with  benefits,  and 
he  played  his  game  so  well,  that  he  said  Cécile  was  his  heir 
before  the  Keeper  of  the  Seals  and  the  Attorney  General  and 
the  Home  Secretary!  .  .  .  That  Brunner  and  M.  Pons 
had  their  story  ready,  and  each  of  them  said  that  the  other 
was  worth  millions  !  .  .  .  No,  I  do  assure  you,  ail  of 
you  would  bave  been  taken  in  by  an  artist's  hoax  like  that." 

In  a  few  weeks'  time,  the  united  forces  of  the  Camusot  and 
Popinot  familles  gained  an  easy  victory  in  the  world,  for  no- 
body  undertook  to  défend  the  unfortunate  Pons,  that  parasite, 
that  curmudgeon,  that  skinflint,  that  smooth-faced  humbug, 
on  whom  everybody  heaped  scorn;  he  was  a  viper  cherisbed 
in  the  bosom  of  the  family,  he  had  not  his  match  for  spite, 
he  was  a  dangerous  mountebank  whom  nobody  ought  to  men- 
tion. 

About  a  month  after  the  perfidious  Werther's  witbdrawal, 
poor  Pons  left  bis  bed  for  the  first  time  after  an  attack  of 
nervous  fever,  and  walked  along  the  sunny  side  of  the  street 
leaning  on  Schmucke's  arm.  Nobody  in  the  Boulevard  du 
Temple  laughed  at  the  "pair  of  nutcrackers,"  for  one  of  the 
old  men  looked  so  shattered,  and  the  other  so  touchingly 
careful  of  his  invalid  friend.  By  the  time  that  they  reached 
the  Boulevard  Poissonnière,  a  little  color  came  back  to  Pons' 
face;  he  was  breatliing  the  air  of  the  boulevards,  he  felt  the 
vitalizing  power  of  the  atmosphère  of  the  crowded  street,  the 
life-giving  property  of  the  air  that  is  noticeable  in  quarters 
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where  luininn  lifo  abounds;  in  tlie  fililiy  l\(uii;iii  niietto,  for 
instaDce,  vith  its  swarming  Jcwish  population,  whorc  nialai'ia 
is  nnknown.  Porhaps,  loo,  tlio  si^'ht  ol"  Iho  streots,  llu;  ^a-oat 
spootaclo  of  Taris,  thc  claily  ploasnre  of  liis  lifc,  did  tho  in- 
valid  good.  Thcy  walked  on  sidc  by  sido,  though  Pons  now 
and  again  Icft  his  fricnd  to  look  at  the  shop  Windows.  Oppo- 
site thc  Théâtre  des  Variétés  he  saw  Count  Popinot,  and 
weut  np  to  him  vcry  rcspcctfully,  for  of  ail  nicn  Pons  es- 
tccnicd  and  vcnerated  the  ex-j\Iinistcr. 

The  pecr  of  France  answcrcd  him  scvcrely  : 

"1  am  at  a  loss  to  uudcrstand,  sir,  how  you  can  bave  no 
more  tact  than  to  speak  to  a  near  connection  of  a  family 
"whom  you  tried  to  brand  "with  shamc  and  ridicule  by  a  trick 
which  no  one  but  an  artist  could  devise.  Understand  this,  sir, 
that  from  to-day  we  niust  be  complète  strangers  to  each  other. 
Mme.  la  Comtesse  Popinot,  like  every  one  else,  feels  indignant 
at  your  behavior  to  the  Marvilles.^' 

And  Count  Popinot  passed  on,  leaving  Pons  thunder- 
struck.  Passion,  justice,  policy,  and  great  social  forces  never 
take  into  account  the  condition  of  tlie  human  créature  whom 
they  strike  down.  The  statesman,  driven  by  family  consid- 
érations to  crush  Pons,  did  not  so  much  as  see  the  physical 
weakness  of  his  redoubtable  enemy. 

"Vat  is  it,  mine  boor  f riend  ?"  exclaimed  Schmucke,  seeing 
how  white  Pons  had  grown. 

"It  is  a  fresh  stab  in  the  hoart,"  Pons  replied,  leaning 
heavily  on  Sehmucke's  arm.  "I  think  that  no  one,  save  God 
in  heaven,  can  hâve  any  right  to  do  good,  and  that  is  why  ail 
those  who  meddle  in  His  work  are  so  cruclly  punished." 

The  old  artist's  sarcasm  was  uttered  with  a  suprême  effort  ; 
he  was  trying,  excellent  créature,  to  quiet  the  dismay  visible 
in  Sehmucke's  face. 

"So  I  dink,"  Schmucke  replied  simply. 

Pons  could  not  understand  it.  Neither  the  Camusots  nor 
the  Popinots  had  sent  him  notice  of  Cécile's  w^edding. 

On  the  Boulevard  des  Italiens  Pons  saw  M.  Cardot  coming 
towards  them.    Warnod  by  Count  Popinot's  allocution,  Pons 
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was  very  careful  not  to  aceost  the  old  acquaintance  with 
wliom  he  had  diucd  once  a  fortnight  for  the  last  year;  he 
lifted  his  hat,  but  the  other,  mayor  and  deputy  of  Paris, 
threw  him  an  indignant  glanée  and  went  by.  Pons  turned  to 
Schmucke. 

''Do  go  and  ask  him  what  it  ia  that  they  ail  hâve  against 
me,"  he  said  to  the  friend  who  knew  ail  the  détails  of  the 
catastrophe  that  Pons  could  tell  him. 

"Mennesir,"  Schmucke  began  diplomatically,  "mine  friend 
Bons  is  chust  recofering  from  an  illness;  you  haf  no  doubt 
f  ail  to  rekognize  him  ?" 

"Xot  in  the  least." 

"But  mit  vat  kann  you  rebroaeh  him?" 

"You  hâve  a  monster  of  ingratitude  for  a  friend,  sir;  if  he 
is  still  alive,  it  is  because  nothing  kills  ill  weeds.  People  do 
well  to  mistrust  artists  ;  they  are  as  mischievous  and  spitef ul 
as  monkeys.  This  friend  of  yours  tried  to  dishonor  his  own 
family,  and  to  blight  a  young  girl's  character,  in  revenge  for 
a  harmless  joke.  I  wisli  to  hâve  nothing  to  do  with  him;  I 
shall  do  my  best  to  forget  that  I  hâve  known  him,  or  that  such 
a  man  exists.  AU  the  members  of  his  family  and  my  own 
share  the  wish,  sir,  so  do  ail  the  persons  who-  once  did  the  said 
Pons  the  honor  of  receiving  him." 

"Boot,  meunesir,  you  are  a  reasonaple  mann;  gif  you  vill 
bermit  me,  I  shall  exblain  die  affair " 

"You  are  quite  at  liberty  to  remain  his  friend, sir,if  you  are 
minded  that  way,"  returned  Cardot,  "but  you  need  go  no 
further;  for  I  must  give  you  warning  that  in  my  opinion 
those  who  try  to  excuse  or  défend  his  conduct  are  just  as  much 
to  blâme." 

"Tochustifyit?" 

'Tes,  for  his  conduct  can  neither  be  justified  nor  qualified." 
And  with  that  word,  the  deputy  for  the  Seine  went  his  way; 
he  would  not  hear  another  syllable. 

"I  hâve  two  powers  in  the  State  against  me,"  smiled  poor 
Pons,  when  Schmucke  had  repeated  thèse  savage  speeches. 


SIS  COUiSIN   roNS 

"Efcrypody  is  against  us/'  Schmuckc  answerod  dolorously. 
"Let  us  go  avay  pcfore  we  shall  mcct  oder  fools." 

Xcvcr  beforc  iu  thc  course  of  a  truly  ovine  lifc  had 
Schmuckc  uttercd  such  words  as  llicsc.  Never  beforc  had  his 
alniost  divine  meckness  bcen  ruiïled.  He  had  sniiled  child- 
like  on  ail  the  misehances  that  bcfell  him,  but  he  could  not 
look  and  see  his  sublime  Pons  nialtreated;  his  Pons,  his  un- 
kuown  Aristides,  the  genius  resigned  to  his  lot,  the  nature 
that  knew  no  bitterncss,  the  treasury  of  kindncss,  the  heart  of 
gold  1  .  .  .  Alceste's  indignation  filled  Schmucke's  soûl 
— he  was  moved  to  call  Pons'  amphitryons  "fools."  For  his 
pacifie  nature  that  impulse  equaled  the  wrath  of  Koland. 

With  wise  foresight,  Schnmcke  turned  to  go  home  by  the 
way  of  the  Boulevard  du  Temple,  Pons  passively  submitting 
likc  a  fallcn  fightcr,  hccdless  of  blows;  but  chance  ordorcd 
that  he  should  know  that  ail  his  world  was  against  him.  The 
llouse  of  Pecrs,  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  strangers  and  the 
family,  the  strong,  the  weak,  and  the  innocent,  ail  combined 
to  send  down  the  avalanche. 

In  the  Boulevard  Poissonnière,  Pons  caught  sight  of  that 
very  M.  Cardot's  daughter,  who,  young  as  she  was,  had 
learned  to  be  charitable  to  others  through  trouble  of  her  own. 
Her  husband  knew  a  secret  by  which  he  kept  her  in  bondage. 
She  was  the  only  one  among  Pons'  hostesses  whora  he  callcd 
by  her  Christian  name;  he  addressed  Mme.  Berthier  as  "Fé- 
licie,''  and  he  thought  that  she  understood  him.  The  gentle 
créature  seemed  to  be  distressed  by  the  sight  of  Cousin  Pons, 
as  he  was  called  (though  he  was  in  no  way  related  to  the 
family  of  the  second  wife  of  a  cousin  by  raarriage).  There 
was  no  help  for  it,  however  ;  Félicie  Berthier  stopped  to  speak 
to  the  invalid. 

"I  did  not  think  you  were  cruel,  cousin,"  she  said  ;  "but 
if  eveu  a  quarter  of  ail  that  I  hear  of  you  is  true,  you  are 
ver}'  false.  .  ,  .  Oh  !  do  not  justify  yourself,"  she  added 
quickly,  seeing  Pons'  signifîcant  gesture,  "it  is  useless,  for 
two  reasons.  In  the  first  place,  I  hâve  no  right  to  accuse  or 
judge  or  condemn  anybody,  for  I  myself  know  so  well  how 
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much  may  be  said  for  those  who  seem  to  be  most  guilty  ;  sec- 
ondly,  your  explanation  would  do  no  good.  M.  Berthier 
drew  up  the  marriage  contract  for  Mlle,  de  Marville  and 
the  Vicomte  Popinot;  he  is  so  exasperated,  that  if  he  knew 
that  I  had  so  much  as  spoken  one  word  to  you,  one  word  for 
the  last  time,  he  would  scold  me.    Everybody  is  against  you." 

"So  it  seems  indeed,  madame,"  Pons  said,  his  voice  shaking 
as  he  lifted  his  hat  respectfully. 

Painfully  he  made  his  way  back  to  the  Pue  de  Normandie. 
The  old  German  knew  from  the  heavy  weight  on  his  arm 
that  his  friend  was  struggling  bravely  against  failing  physical 
strength.  That  third  encounter  was  like  the  verdict  of  the 
Lamb  at  the  foot  of  the  throne  of  God  ;  and  the  anger  of  the 
Angel  of  the  Poor,  the  symbol  of  the  Peoples,  is  the  last  word 
of  Heaven.    They  reached  home  without  another  word. 

There  are  moments  in  our  lives  when  the  sensé  that  our 
friend  is  near  is  ail  that  we  can  bear.  Our  wounds  smart 
under  the  consoling  words  that  only  reveal  the  depths  of  pain. 
The  old  pianist,  you  see,  possessed  a  genius  for  friendship, 
the  tact  of  those  who,  having  suffered  much,  know  the  cus- 
toms  of  sufïering. 

Pons  was  never  to  take  a  walk  again.  From  one  illness 
he  fell  into  another.  He  was  of  a  sanguine-bilious  tempéra- 
ment, the  bile  passed  into  the  blood,  and  a  violent  liver  attack 
was  the  resuit.  He  had  never  known  a  day's  illness  in  his  life 
till  a  month  ago;  he  had  never  consulted  a  doctor;  so  La 
Cibot,  with  almost  motherly  care  and  intentions  at  first  of  the 
very  best,  called  in  "the  doctor  of  the  quarter." 

In  every  quarter  of  Paris  there  is  a  doctor  whose  name 
and  address  are  only  known  to  the  working  classes,  to  the 
little  tradespeople  and  the  porters,  and  in  conséquence  he  is 
called  "the  doctor  of  the  quarter."  He  undertakes  confine- 
ment cases,  he  lets  blood,  he  is  in  the  médical  profession  pretty 
much  what  the  "gênerai  servant"  of  the  advertising  column 
is  in  the  seale  of  domestic  service.  He  must  perforée  be  kind 
to  the  poor,  and  tolerably  expert  by  reason  of  much  practice, 
and  he  is  generally  popular.    Dr.  Poulain,  called  in  by  Mme. 
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Cibot.  gave  au  inationtive  onr  lo  (lie  <il(l  musician's  complain- 
ings.  Vous  «^roancd  ont  that  lus  skin  itohed;  ho  had  scralchcd 
himsclf  ail  iiight  long,  iill  ho  coiild  si-arooly  fcol.  'V]u'  look 
of  his  oyos,  wilh  tho  vollow  oircles  ahoiit  llioin,  oorroltoratod 
the  syinptoins. 

"Had  you  sonie  violent  shock  a  couple  of  days  ago?"  the 
doctor  asked  the  patient. 

"Yes,  alas  !" 

"You  hâve  the  sanie  complaint  that  this  gentleman  was 
threatened  with/'  said  Dr.  Poulain,  looking  at  Sehmucke  as 
he  spoke;  "it  is  an  attack  of  jaundice,  but  you  will  soon  get 
over  it,"  he  added,  as  he  "wrote  a  prescription. 

But  in  spite  of  that  comfortable  phrase,  the  doctor's  e)'es 
had  told  another  taie  as  he  looked  professionally  at  the  pa- 
tient ;  and  the  death-scntence,  though  hidden  under  stcreo- 
typed  compassion,  can  ahvays  be  rcad  by  those  who  wish  to 
know  the  truth.  Mme.  Cibot  gave  a  spy's  glanée  at  the  doctor, 
and  read  his  thought;  his  bedside  manner  did  not  deeeive  her; 
she  followed  him  out  of  the  room. 

"Do  you  think  he  will  get  over  it  ?"  asked  Mme.  Cibot,  at 
the  stairhead. 

"My  dear  Mme.  Cibot,  your  lodger  is  a  dead  man  ;  not  be- 
cause  of  the  bile  in  the  system,  but  because  his  vitality  is 
low.  Still,  with  great  care,  your  patient  may  pull  through. 
Somebody  ought  to  take  him  away  for  a  change " 

"How  is  he  to  go?"  asked  Mme.  Cibot.  "He  bas  nothing 
to  live  upon  but  his  salary  ;  his  fricnd  has  just  a  little  raoney 
from  some  great  ladies,  very  charitable  ladies,  in  return  for 
his  services,  it  seems.  They  are  two  children.  I  hâve  looked 
after  them  for  nine  years." 

"I  spend  my  life  in  watching  people  die,  not  of  their  dis- 
ease,  but  of  another  bad  and  incurable  complaint — the  want 
of  money,"  said  the  doctor.  "How  often  it  happens  that  so 
far  from  taking  a  fee,  I  am  obliged  to  leave  a  five-franc  pièce 
on  the  mantle-shelf  when  I  go " 

"Poor,  dear  M.  Poulain  !"  cried  Mme.  Cibot.  "Ah,  if  you 
hadn't  only  the  hundred  thousand  livres  a  year,  what  some 


COUSIN  PONS  101 

stingy  folks  has  in  the  quarter  (regiilar  devils  from  hell  they 
are),  you  would  be  like  Providence  on  earth." 

Dr.  Poulain  had  made  the  little  praetice,  by  whicli  he  made 
a  bare  subsistence,  ehiefly  by  winning  the  esteem  of  the  por- 
ters'  lodges  in  his  district.  So  he  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven 
and  thanked  Mme.  Cibot  with  a  solemn  face  worthy  of  Tar- 
tuffe. 

"Then  you  think  that  with  careful  nursing  our  dear  patient 
will  get  better,  my  dear  M.  Poulain  ?" 

"Yes,  if  this  shock  has  not  been  too  much  for  him." 

"Poor  man  !  who  can  hâve  vexed  him  ?  There  isn't  nobody 
like  him  on  earth,  escept  his  friend  M.  Schmucke.  I  will 
find  out  what  is  the  matter,  and  I  will  undertake  to  give  thera 
that  upset  my  gentleman  a  hauling  over  the  coals " 

"Look  hère,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot,"  said  the  doctor  as  they 
stood  in  the  gateway,  "one  of  the  principal  symptoms  of  his 
complaint  is  great  irritability  ;  and  as  it  is  hardly  to  be  sup- 
posed  that  he  can  afîord  a  nurse,  the  task  of  nursing  him  will 
fall  to  you.     So " 

"Are  you  talking  of  Mouchieu  Ponsh?"  asked  the  marine 
store-dealer.  He  was  sitting  smoking  on  the  eurb-post  in  the 
gateway,  and  now  he  rose  to  join  in  the  conversation. 

"Yes,  Daddy  Eémonencq." 

"Ail  right,"  said  Eémonencq,  "ash  to  moneysh,  he  ish  better 
off  than  Mouchieu  Monishtrol  and  the  big  men  in  the  curi- 
oshity  line.  I  know  enough  in  the  art  line  to  tell  you  thish — 
the  dear  man  hash  treasursh  !"  he  spoke  with  a  broad  Au- 
vergne dialect. 

"Look  hère,  I  thought  you  were  laughing  at  me  the  other 
day  when  my  gentlemen  were  out  and  I  showed  you  the  old 
rubbish  upstairs,"  said  Mme.  Cibot. 

In  Paris,  where  walls  hâve  ears,  where  doors  hâve  tongues, 
and  window  bars  hâve  eyes,  there  are  few  things  more  danger- 
ous  than  the  praetice  of  standing  to  chat  in  a  gateway.  Part- 
ings  are  like  postscripts  to  a  letter — indiscreet  utterances  that 
do  as  much  mischief  to  the  speaker  as  to  those  who  overhear 
them.  A  single  instance  will  be  suflicient  as  a  parallel  to  an 
event  in  this  history. 
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In  thc  time  of  the  Empire,  whon  nicn  paicl  consiclorable  at- 
tention to  tlieir  hair,  one  of  the  first  coiffeurs  of  the  day  came 
ont  of  a  house  whcrc  he  had  jiist  beon  dressing  a  pretty  wo- 
man's  hcad.  This  artist  in  (luostion  enjoyed  the  custom  of 
ail  the  lower  floor  inmates  of  the  house;  and  aniong  thèse, 
there  flourished  an  elderly  bachelor  guarded  by  a  housekecper 
who  detested  her  master's  next-of-kin.  The  ci-devant  young 
man,  falling  seriously  ill,  the  most  famous  doctors  of  the  day 
(they  were  uot  as  yet  styled  the  "princes  of  science")  had 
been  called  in  to  consult  upon  his  case;  and  it  so  chanccd  that 
the  learned  gentlemen  were  taking  leave  of  one  another  in 
the  gateway  just  as  the  hairdresser  came  out.  They  were  talk- 
ing  as  doctors  usually  talk  among  themselves  when  the  farce 
of  a  consultation  is  over.  "He  is  a  dead  man,"  quoth  Dr. 
Haudry. — "He  bas  not  a  month  to  live,"  added  Dcsplein,  "un- 
less  a  miracle  takes  place." — Thèse  were  the  words  overheard 
by  the  hairdresser. 

Like  ail  hairdressers,  he  kept  up  a  good  understanding  vvith 
his  customers'  servants.  Prodigious  greed  sent  the  man  up- 
stairs  again;  he  mounted  to  the  ci-devant  young  man's  apart- 
ment,  and  promised  the  servant-mistress  a  tolerably  hand- 
some  commission  to  persuade  her  master  to  sink  a  large  pro- 
portion of  his  money  in  an  annuity.  The  dying  bachelor, 
fifty-six  by  count  of  years,  and  twice  as  old  as  his  âge  by  rea- 
son  of  amorous  campaigns,  owned,  among  other  property, 
a  splendid  house  in  the  Rue  de  Eichelieu,  worth  at  that  time 
about  two  hundred  and  fiftv  thousand  francs.  It  was  this 
house  that  the  hairdresser  coveted;  and  on  agreement  to  pay 
an  annuity  of  thirty  thousand  francs  so  long  as  the  bachelor 
lived,  it  passed  into  his  hands.  This  happened  in  1806.  And 
in  this  year  1846  the  hairdresser  is  still  paying  that  annuity. 
He  bas  retired  f  rom  business,  he  is  seventy  years  old  ;  the  ci- 
devant  young  man  is  in  his  dotage;  and  as  he  bas  married  his 
Mme.  Evrard,  he  may  last  for  a  long  while  yet.  As  the  hair- 
dresser gave  the  woman  thirty  thousand  francs,  his  bit  of  real 
estate  bas  cost  him,  first  and  last,  more  than  a  million,  and 
the  house  at  this  day  is  worth  eight  or  nine  hundred  thousand 
francs. 


COUSIN  PONS  103 

Like  the  hairdresser,  Eéraonencq  the  Auvergnat  had  over- 
heard  Brunner's  parting  remark  in  the  gateway  on  the  day  of 
Cécile's  first  interview  with  that  phœnix  of  eligible  men. 
Eémonencq  at  once  longed  to  gain  a  sight  of  Pons'  muséum  ; 
and  as  he  lived  on  good  terms  vrith  his  neighbors  the  Cibots, 
it  was  not  very  long  before  the  opportunity  came  one  day 
when  the  friends  were  eut.  The  sight  of  such  treasures  daz- 
zled  him  ;  he  saw  a  "good  haul,"  in  dealers'  phrase,  which  be- 
ing  interpreted  means  a  chance  to  steal  a  fortune.  He  had 
been  meditating  this  for  five  or  six  days. 

"I  am  sho  far  from  joking,"  he  said,  in  reply  to  Mme.  Ci- 
bot's  remark,  "that  we  will  talk  the  thing  over;  and  if  the 
good  shentleman  will  take  an  annuity  of  fîfty  thousand 
francsh,  I  will  shtand  a  hamper  of  wine,  if " 

"Fifty  thousand  francs!"  interrupted  the  doctor;  "what 
are  you  thinking  about?  TVhy,  if  the  good  man  is  so  well  off 
as  that,  with  me  in  attendance,  and  Mme.  Cibot  to  nurse  him, 
he  may  get  better — for  liver  complaint  is  a  disease  that  at- 
tacks  strong  constitutions." 

"Fifty,  did  I  shay  ?  Why,  a  shentleman  hère,  on  your  very 
doorshtep,  offered  him  sheven  hundred  thoushand  francsh, 
shimply  for  the  pictursh,  foucMra!" 

While  Rémonencq  made  this  announcement,  Mme.  Cibot 
was  looking  at  Dr.  Poulain.  There  was  a  strange  expression 
in  her  eyes  ;  the  devil  might  hâve  kindled  that  sinister  glitter 
in  their  tawny  depths. 

"Oh,  come  !  we  must  not  pay  any  attention  to  such  idle 
taies,"  said  the  doctor,  well  pleased,  however,  to  find  that  his 
patient  could  afïord  to  pay  for  his  visits. 

"If  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot,  hère,  would  let  me  come  and 
bring  an  ekshpert  (shinsh  the  shentleman  upshtairs  ish  in 
bed),  I  will  shertainly  find  the  money  in  a  couple  of  hoursh, 
even  if  sheven  hundred  thoushand  francsh  ish  in  quesh- 
tion " 

"Ail  right,  my  friend,"  said  the  doctor.  "ISTow,  Mme. 
Cibot,  be  careful  never  to  contradict  the  invalid.  You  must 
be  prepared  to  be  very  patient  with  him,  for  he  will  find 
â 
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ovorythin^  irritatin^'  and  wcarisoino,  ovcn  ymir  services;  nolh- 
ing  will  pk'ase  hiin  ;  you  imisl  exi)ocl  <;ruinblin^ " 

"lie  will  bc  uncomrnonly  hard  to  pleasc,"  said  La  Cihot. 

"Look  hcre,  iiiind  what  I  toll  you,"  llie  doctor  said  in  a 
tone  of  authority,  "M.  Pons'  lifo  is  in  tho  hands  of  tliosc  tliat 
nurse  liini;  I  shall  conie  perliaps  twiee  a  day.  I  sliall  takc  liiiii 
first  on  niy  round." 

The  doetor's  profound  indiiïercDce  to  the  fate  of  a  poor  pa- 
tient had  suddenly  given  place  to  a  most  tender  solicitude 
when  he  saw  that  the  speculator  was  serions,  and  that  there 
was  a  possible  fortune  in  question. 

"He  will  be  nursed  like  a  king,"  said  IMadame  Cibot,  forc- 
ing up  enthusiasni.  She  waitcd  till  the  doctor  turncd  the 
corner  into  the  Rue  Chariot  ;  then  she  fell  to  talking  again 
with  the  dealer  in  old  iron.  Eéraonencq  had  finished  smoking 
his  pipe,  and  stood  in  the  doorway  of  his  shop,  leaning  against 
the  frame;  he  had  purposely  taken  this  position;  he  meant  the 
portress  to  corne  to  liim. 

The  shop  had  once  been  a  café.  Nothing  had  been  chauged 
there  since  the  Auvergnat  discovered  it  and  took  over  the 
lease;  you  could  still  read  "Café  de  Normandie"  on  the  strip 
left  above  the  Windows  in  ail  modem  shops.  Eémoneneq  had 
found  somebody,  probably  a  housepainter's  apprentice,  who 
did  the  work  for  nothing,  to  paint  another  inscription  in  the 
remaining  space  below — "Eemonencq,"  it  ran,  "dealer  in 
MARINE  STORES,  FURNiTURE  bought" — paintcd  in  small  black 
letters.  Ail  the  mirrors,  tables,  seats,  shelves,  and  fittings  of 
the  Café  de  Xormandie  had  been  sold,  as  might  hâve  been  ex- 
pected,  before  Eémoneneq  took  possession  of  the  shop  as  it 
•  stood,  pa3'ing  a  yearly  rent  of  six  hundred  francs  for  the  place, 
with  a  baek  shop,  a  kitchen,  and  a  single  room  above,  where 
the  head-waiter  used  to  sleep,  for  the  house  belonging  to  the 
Café  de  Normandie  was  let  separately.  Of  the  former  splen- 
dor  of  the  café,  nothing  now  remained  save  the  plain  light 
green  paper  on  the  walls,  and  the  strong  iron  bolts  and  bars 
of  the  shop-front. 

When  Eémoneneq  came  hither  in  1831,  after  the  Eevolution 
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of  July,  he  began  by  displaying  a  sélection  of  broken  door- 
bells,  cracked  plates,  old  iron,  and  the  obsolète  seales  and 
weights  abolished  by  a  Government  whieh  alone  fails  to  carry 
ont  its  own  régulations,  for  pence  and  half  pence  of  the  time 
of  Louis  XYI.  are  still  in  circulation.  After  a  time  this 
Auvergnat,  a  match  for  five  ordinary  Auvergnats,  bought 
up  old  saucepans  and  kettles,  old  picture-frames,  old  copper, 
and  chipped  china.  Gradually,  as  the  shop  was  emptied  and 
filled,  the  quality  of  the  stock-in-trade  improved,  like  I^ico- 
let's  farces.  Eémoneneq  persisted  in  an  unfailing  and  pro- 
digiously  profitable  martingale,  a  "system"  whieh  any  phiio- 
sophical  idler  may  study  as  he  watches  the  increasing  value 
of  the  stock  kept  by  this  intelligent  elass  of  trader.  Picture- 
frames  and  copper  succeed  to  tin-ware,  argand  lamps,  and 
damaged  crockery  ;  china  marks  the  next  transition  ;  and  after 
no  long  tarriance  in  the  "omnium  gatherum"  stage,  the  shop 
becomes  a  muséum.  Some  day  or  other  the  dusty  Windows 
are  cleaned,  the  interior  is  restored,  the  Auvergnat  relin- 
quishes  velveteen  and  jackets  for  a  great-coat,  and  there  he 
sits  like  a  dragon  guarding  bis  treasure,  surrounded  by  mas- 
terpieces  !  He  is  a  cunning  connoisseur  by  this  time  ;  he  lias 
increased  bis  capital  tenfold;  he  is  not  to  be  cheated;  he 
knows  the  trieks  of  the  trade.  The  monster  among  bis  treas- 
ures  looks  like  some  old  hag  among  a  score  of  young  girls 
that  she  offers  to  the  public.  Beauty  and  miracles  of  art  are 
alike  indiffèrent  to  him;  subtle  and  dense  as  he  is,  he  has  a 
keen  eye  to  profits,  he  talks  roughly  to  those  who  know  less 
than  he  does  ;  he  has  learned  to  act  a  part,  he  prétends  to  love 
bis  pictures  and  bis  marquetry,  or  he  tells  you  that  he  is  short 
of  money,  or  again  he  lets  you  know  the  priée  he  himself  gave 
for  the  things,  he  offers  to  let  you  see  the  memoranda  of  the 
sale.  He  is  a  Proteus  ;  in  one  hour  he  can  be  Jocrisse,  Janot, 
Queue-rouge,  Mondor,  Harpagon,  or  Nicodème. 

The  third  year  found  armor,  and  old  pictures,  and  some 
tolerably  fine  clocks  in  Rémonencq's  shop.  He  sent  for  his 
sister,  and  La  Eémoneneq  came  on  foot  ail  the  way  from 
Auvergne  to  take  charge  of  the  shop  whîle  her  brother  was 
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awav.  A  \n<j,  niul  very  ugly  wonian,  dressée!  like  a  Japnnese 
idol,  a  half-idiotic  créature  with  a  vague,  staring  gaze,  she 
would  not  bâte  a  centime  of  the  j)riceB  fixed  by  lier  brotber. 
In  the  intcrvals  of  business  she  did  the  work  of  the  liouse,  and 
solved  the  apparently  insoluble  jjroblem — how  to  live  on  "the 
mists  of  the  Seine."  The  Rémonencqs'  diet  consisted  of 
bread  and  herrings,  with  the  outsidc  leaves  of  lettuce  or  vege- 
table  refuse  selected  from  the  heaps  deposited  in  the  kennel 
before  the  doors  of  eating-houses.  The  two  between  theni 
did  not  spend  more  than  fivepence  a  day  on  food  (bread  in- 
cluded),  and  La  Réraonencq  earned  the  money  by  sewing  or 
spinning. 

Rémonencq  came  to  Paris  in  the  first  instance  to  work  as 
an  errand-boy.  Between  the  years  1825  and  1831  he  ran  er- 
rands  for  dealers  in  curiosities  in  the  Boulevard  Beaumar- 
chais or  coppersmiths  in  the  Rue  de  Lappe.  It  is  the  usual 
start  in  life  in  his  line  of  business.  Jews,  Normans,  Auver- 
gnats, and  Savoyards,  those  four  différent  races  of  men  ail 
hâve  the  same  instincts,  and  make  their  fortunes  in  the  same 
way;  they  spend  nothing,  make  small  profits,  and  let  them 
accumulate  at  compound  interest.  Such  is  their  trading 
charter,  and  that  charter  is  no  delusion. 

Rémonencq  at  this  moment  had  made  it  up  with  his  old 
master  Monistrol  ;  he  did  business  with  wholesale  dealers,  he 
was  a  chineur  (the  technical  word),  plying  his  trade  in  the 
banlieue,  which,  as  everybody  knows,  extends  for  some  forty 
leagues  round  Paris. 

After  fourteen  years  of  business,  he  had  sixty  thousand 
francs  in  hand  and  a  well-stocked  shop.  He  lived  in  the  Rue 
de  Normandie  because  the  rent  was  low,  but  easual  customers 
were  scarce,  most  of  his  goods  were  sold  to  other  dealers,  and 
he  was  content  with  moderate  gains.  AH  his  business  trans- 
actions were  carried  on  in  the  Auvergne  dialect  or  charabia, 
as  people  call  it. 

Rémonencq  cherished  a  dream  !  He  wished  to  establish 
himself  on  a  boulevard,  to  be  a  rich  dealer  in  curiosities,  and 
do  a  direct  trade  with  amateurs  some  day.      And,  indeed, 
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xrithin  him  there  was  a  formidable  man  of  business.  His 
countenanee  was  the  more  inscrutable  because  it  was  glazed 
over  by  a  deposit  of  dust  and  particles  of  métal  glued  together 
by  the  sweat  of  his  brow  ;  for  he  did  everj-thing  himself,  and 
the  use  and  wont  of  bodily  labor  had  given  him  something 
of  the  stoical  irapassibility  of  the  old  soldiers  of  1799. 

In  Personal  appearance  Eémonencq  was  short  and  thin;  his 
little  eyes  were  set  in  his  head  in  porcine  fashion;  a  Jew's 
slyness  and  concentrated  greed  looked  out  of  those  dull  blue 
circles,  though  in  his  case  the  false  humility  that  masks  the 
Hebrew's  unfathomed  contempt  for  the  Gentile  was  lacking. 

The  relations  between  the  Cibots  and  the  Eémonencqs  were 
those  of  benefactors  and  récipients.  Mme.  Cibot,  convinced 
that  the  Auvergnats  were  wretchedly  poor,  used  to  let  them 
hâve  the  remainder  of  "her  gentlemen's"  dinners  at  ridiculous 
priées.  The  Eémonencqs  would  buy  a  pound  of  broken  bread, 
crusts  and  crumbs,  for  a  farthing,  a  porringer-full  of  cold 
potatoes  for  something  less,  and  other  scraps  in  proportion. 
Eémonencq  shrewdly  allowed  them  to  believe  that  he  was  not 
in  business  on  his  own  account,  he  worked  for  Monistrol,  the 
rich  shopkeepers  preyed  upon  him,  he  said,  and  the  Cibots 
felt  sincerely  sorry  for  Eémonencq.  The  velveteen  jacket, 
waistcoat,  and  trousers,  particularly  affected  by  Auvergnats, 
were  covered  with  patches  of  Cibot's  making,  and  not  a  penny 
had  the  little  tailor  charged  for  repairs  which  kept  the  three 
garments  together  after  eleven  years  of  wear. 

Thus  we  see  that  ail  Jews  are  not  in  Israël. 

"You  are  not  laughing  at  me,  Eémonencq,  are  you  ?"  asked 
the  portress.  "Is  it  possible  that  M.  Pons  bas  such  a  fortune, 
living  as  he  does?  There  is  not  a  hundred  francs  in  the 
place " 

"Amateursh  are  ail  like  that,"  Eémonencq  remarked  sen- 
tentiously. 

"Then  do  you  think  that  my  gentleman  has  the  worth  of 
seven  hundred  thousand  francs,  eh? " 

"In  pictures  alone,"  continued  Eémonencq  (it  is  needlees, 
for  the  sake  of  clearness  in  the  story,  to  give  any  further  spec- 
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iiiuMis  of  bis  fri^htful  diali'it).  "If  lie  wouUl  lakc  fîfty  thou- 
eand  fnvncs  for  onc  iip  thore  thai  I  know  of,  I  would  find  iho 
moncv  if  I  had  to  hang  mysolf.  Do  you  rcmcniLor  thosc  lit  tic 
framos  full  of  enamclcd  coppcr  on  crimson  velvet,  han<j;in^ 
aniong  thc  portraits?  .  .  .  Well,  thosc  arc  Petitot's 
onaniols;  and  thcrc  is  a  cabinot  ministor  as  nscd  to  bc  a  drug- 
gist  that  will  givc  thrco  tbousand  francs  apicce  for  tbeni." 

La  Cibot's  eyes  opened  widc.  "There  are  thirty  of  them 
in  the  pair  of  f rames  !''  she  said. 

"Very  well,  you  can  judgc  for  yourself  how  much  bc  is 
wortb." 

Mme.  Cibot's  licad  was  swimming;  sbe  wboclcd  round.  In 
a  moment  came  tbe  tliougbt  tbat  sbe  would  bave  a  logacy, 
she  would  sleep  sound  on  old  Pons'  will,  like  tbe  othcr  servant- 
mistresses  whose  annuities  bad  aroused  sucb  envy  in  tbe 
;^[arais.  Her  tboughts  flew  to  some  commune  in  tbe  neigbbor- 
bood  of  Paris;  sbe  saw  borself  strutting  proudly  about  ber 
bouse  in  tbe  country,  looking  aftcr  ber  garden  and  poultry 
yard,  ending  lier  days,  scrved  like  a  quecn,  along  with  her 
poor  dear  Cibot,  who  deserved  sucb  good  fortune,  like  ail  an- 
gelic  créatures  whom  nobody  knows  nor  appréciâtes. 

Her  abrupt,  unthinking  movement  told  Rcmonencq  that 
success  was  sure.  In  tbe  chineurs  way  of  business — the 
chineur,  be  it  explained,  goes  about  the  country  picking  up 
bargains  at  the  expense  of  tbe  ignorant — in  the  chineur's  way 
of  business,  the  one  real  difficulty  is  the  problem  of  gaining 
an  entrance  to  a  bouse.  No  one  can  imagine  tbe  Scapin's 
roguery,  the  tricks  of  a  Sganarelle,  the  wiles  of  a  Dorine  by 
which  tbe  chineur  contrives  to  make  a  footing  for  bimself. 
Thèse  comédies  are  as  good  as  a  play,  and  founded  indeed 
on  the  old  stock  thème  of  the  dishonesty  of  servants.  For 
thirty  francs  in  money  or  goods,  servants,  and  especially 
country  servants,  will  sometimes  conclude  a  bargain  on  which 
the  chineur  makes  a  profit  of  a  thousand  or  two  thousand 
francs.  If  we  could  but  know  the  history  of  sucb  and  sucb  a 
service  of  Sèvres  porcelain,  pâte  tendre,  we  should  find  that 
ail  the  intellect,  ail  the  diplomatie  subtlety  displayed  at  Miin- 
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ster,  Nimeguen,  Utrecht,  Eyswick,  and  Vienua  was  surpassed 
by  the  chineur.  His  is  the  more  frank  comedy;  his  methods 
of  action  fathom  depths  of  persoual  interest  quite  as  profound 
as  any  that  plenipotentiaries  can  explore  in  their  difficult 
search  for  any  means  of  breaking  up  the  best  cemented  alli- 
ances. 

"I  bave  set  La  Cibot  nicely  on  fire,"  Eémonencq  told  his 
sister,  when  she  came  to  take  up  her  position  again  on  the 
ramshackle  chair.  "And  now,"  he  continued,  "I  shall  go  to 
consult  the  only  man  that  knows,  our  Jew,  a  good  sort  of 
Jew  that  dià  not  ask  more  than  fîfteen  per  cent  of  us  for  his 
money." 

Eémonencq  had  read  La  Cibot's  heart.  To  will  is  to  act 
with  women  of  her  stamp.  Let  them  see  the  end  in  view; 
they  will  stick  at  nothing  to  gain  it,  and  pass  from  scrupulous 
honesty  to  the  last  degree  of  scoundrelism  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye.  Honesty,  like  most  dispositions  of  mind,  is  divided 
into  two  classes — négative  and  positive.  La  Cibot's  honesty 
was  of  the  négative  order;  she  and  her  like  are  honest  until 
they  see  their  way  clear  to  gain  money  belonging  to  somebody 
else.  Positive  honesty,  the  honesty  of  the  bank  collecter,  can 
wade  knee-deep  through  temptations. 

A  torrent  of  evil  thoughts  invaded  La  Cibot's  heart  and 
brain  so  soon  as  Eémonencq's  diabolical  suggestion  opened 
the  flood-gates  of  self-interest.  La  Cibot  climbed,  or,  to  be 
more  accurate,  fled  up  the  stairs,  opened  the  door  on  the 
landing,  and  showed  a  face  disguised  in  false  solicitude  in 
the  doorway  of  the  room  where  Pons  and  Schmucke  were  be- 
moaning  themselves.  As  soon  as  she  came  in,  Schmucke 
made  her  a  warning  sign;  for,  true  friend  and  sublime  Ger- 
man  that  he  was,  he  too  had  read  the  doctor's  eyes,  and  he 
was  afraid  that  Mme.  Cibot  might  repeat  the  verdict.  Mme. 
Cibot  answered  by  a  shake  of  the  head  indicative  of  deep 
woe. 

"Well,  my  dear  monsieur,"  asked  she,  "how  are  you  feel- 
ing?"  She  sat  down  on  the  foot  of  the  bed,  hands  on  bips, 
and  fixed  her  eyes  lovingly  upon  the  patient  ;  but  what  a  glit- 
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\cv  of  mctnl  thcro  wns  in  thom,  n  terrible,  tiger-like  glcani  if 
any  ono.  had  watchcd  hcr. 

"I  fccl  vcry  ill,"  answerod  poor  Ponp.  "I  havo  not  thc 
slightest  appctite  left. — Oh!  tho  world,  the  world  !"  he 
groaned,  squeezing  Sclirauckc's  hand.  Schmucko  was  sitting 
b}'  his  bcdside,  and  doubtlcss  the  sick  man  was  talking  of 
the  causes  of  his  illness. — "I  should  bave  done  far  botter  to 
follow  jour  advice,  my  good  Schraneke,  and  dincd  hcro  every 
day,  and  giveu  up  going  into  this  society,  that  lias  fallen  on 
me  witb  ail  its  weight,  like  a  tumbril  cart  crushing  an  egg! 
Andwby?" 

"Corne,  corne,  don't  complain,  M.  Pons,"  said  La  Cibot  ; 
"the  doctor  told  me  just  how  it  is " 

Schumcke  tugged  at  her  gown. — "And  you  will  pull 
through,"  she  continued,  "only  we  must  take  great  care  of 
you.  Be  easy,  you  hâve  a  good  friend  beside  you,  and  without 
boasting,  a  woman  as  will  nurse  you  like  a  mother  nurses  her 
first  child.  I  nursed  Cibot  round  once  when  Dr.  Poulain  had 
given  hira  over  ;  he  had  the  shroud  up  to  his  eyes,  as  the  saying 
is,  and  thcy  gave  him  up  for  dead.  Well,  well,  you  bave  not 
corne  to  that  yet,  God  bc  thanked,  ill  though  you  raay  be. 
Count  on  me;  I  would  pull  you  through  ail  by  myself,  I 
would  !    Keep  still,  don't  you  fidgct  like  that." 

She  pulled  the  coverlet  over  the  patient's  hands  as  she 
spoke. 

"There,  sonny  !  M.  Schmucke  and  I  will  sit  up  with  you 
of  nights.  A  prince  won't  be  no  better  nursed  .  .  .  and 
besides,  you  needn't  refuse  yourself  nothing  that's  necessary, 
you  can  afford  it. — I  bave  just  been  talking  things  over  with 
Cibot,  for  what  would  he  do  without  me,  poor  dear? — Well, 
and  I  talked  him  round  ;  we  are  both  so  fond  of  you,  that  he 
will  let  me  stop  up  with  you  of  a  night.  And  that  is  a  good 
deal  to  ask  of  a  man  like  him,  for  he  is  as  fond  of  me  as  ever 
he  was  the  day  we  were  married.  I  don't  know  how  it  is.  It 
is  the  lodge,  you  see;  we  are  always  there  together!  Don't 
you  throw  ofï  the  things  like  that  !"  she  cried,  making  a  dash 
for  the  bedhead  to  draw  the  coverlet  over  Pons'  chest.     "If 
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you  are  not  good,  and  don't  do  just  as  Dr.  Poulain  says — and 
Dr.  Poulain  is  the  image  of  Providence  on  earth — I  will  hâve 
no  more  to  do  with  you.    You  must  do  as  I  tell  you "  f 

'Tfes,  Montame  Zipod,  he  vill  do  vat  you  dell  him,"  put  in 
Schmucke;  ''he  vants  to  lif  for  his  boor  friend  Schmucke's 
sake,  l'il  pe  pound." 

"And  of  ail  things,  don't  fidget  yourself,"  continued  La 
Cibot,  "for  your  illness  makes  you  quite  bad  enough  without  <im 

your  making  it  worse  for  want  of  patience.  God  sends  us  our 
troubles,  my  dear  good  gentlemen;  He  punishes  us  for  our  ^ 

sins.  Haven't  you  nothing  to  reproach  yourself  with?  some 
poor  little  bit  of  a  f ault  or  other  ?" 

The  invalid  shook  his  head. 

"Oh  !  go  on  !  You  were  young  once,  you  had  your  fling, 
there  is  some  love-child  of  yours  somewhere — cold,  and  starv- 
ing,  and  homeless.  .  .  .  What  monsters  men  are  !  Their 
love  doesn't  last  only  for  a  day,  and  then  in  a  jiffy  they  f orget, 
they  don't  so  much  as  think  of  the  child  at  the  breast  for 
months.     .     .     .     Poor  women  !" 

"But  no  one  has  ever  loved  me  except  Schmucke  and  my 
mother,"  poor  Pons  broke  in  sadly. 

"Oh  !  corne,  you  aren't  no  saint  !  You  were  young  in  your 
time,  and  a  fine-looking  young  fellow  you  must  hâve  been  at 
twenty.  I  should  hâve  fallen  in  love  with  you  myself,  so  nice 
as  you  are " 

"I  always  was  as  ugly  as  a  toad,"  Pons  put  in  desperately. 

'Tfou  say  that  because  you  are  modest;  nobody  can't  say 
that  you  aren't  modest." 

"My  dear  Mme.  Cibot,  no,  I  tell  you.  I  always  was  ugly, 
and  I  never  was  loved  in  my  life." 

"You,  indeed  !"  cried  the  portress.  ''^ou  want  to  make  me 
believe  at  this  time  of  day  that  you  are  as  innocent  as  a  young 
maid  at  your  time  of  life.  Tell  that  to  your  granny  !  A  mu- 
sician  at  a  théâtre  too  !  Why,  if  a  woman  told  me  that,  I 
wouldn't  believe  her." 

"Montame  Zipod,  you  irritate  him  !"  cried  Schmucke,  see- 
ing  that  Pons  was  writhing  under  the  bedclothes. 
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'■\'oii  liold  voiir  t(>n':;iu'  tiu»!  ^'()ll  -avc  a  pair  of  old  liber- 
tines. If  you  woro  ugly,  it  don'l  inakc  iki  dilTorcnce;  thcre 
was  ncver  so  ugly  a  saucepan-lid  l>iit  i(  foiiiid  a  pdt  (o  match, 
as  tlie  snying  is.  Thcre  is  Cibol,  lie  gol  one  ol.'  thc  handsoniest 
oystor-woinon  in  Paris  to  fall  in  love  willi  hini,  and  yon  are 
inlinilely  betlcr  looking  tliau  hini  !  You  are  a  niée  pair,  you 
are  !  Corne,  uow,  you  hâve  sown  your  wild  oats,  and  God  will 
punish  you  for  descrting  your  children,  like  Abraham " 

Kxhausted  though  he  was,  the  invalid  gathered  up  ail  his 
strength  to  makc  a  véhément  gesture  of  déniai. 

"Do  lie  quiet  ;  if  you  hâve,  it  won't  prcvcnt  you  from  living 
as  long  as  Methuselah." 

"Then,  pray  let  me  be  quiet!"  groaned  Pons.  "I  hâve 
never  known  what  it  is  to  be  loved.  I  hâve  had  no  child  ;  I  am 
alone  in  the  world." 

''Reallv,  eh?"  returned  the  portress.  "You  are  so  kind, 
and  that  is  what  women  like,  you  see — it  draws  them — and  it 
looked  to  me  impossible  that  when  you  were  in  your 
prime " 

"Take  her  away,"  Pons  whispered  to  Schmucke;  "she  sets 
my  nerves  on  edge." 

"Then  there's  M.  Schmucke,  he  has  children.  You  old 
bachelors  are  not  ail  like  that " 

"I!"  cried  Schmucke,  springing  to  his  feet,  "vy  ! " 

"Come,  then,  you  hâve  none  to  come  af  ter  you  either,  eh  ? 
You  both  sprung  up  out  of  the  earth  like  mushrooms " 

"Look  hère,  komm  mit  me,"  said  Schmucke.  The  good 
German  manfully  took  Mme.  Cibot  by  the  waist  and  carried 
her  off  into  the  next  room,  in  spite  of  her  exclamations. 

"At  your  âge,  you  would  not  take  advantage  of  a  defenceless 
woman  !"  cried  La  Cibot,  struggling  in  his  arms. 

"Don't  make  a  noise  !" 

"You  too,  the  better  one  of  the  two  !"  returned  La  Cibot. 
"Ah  !  it  is  my  fault  for  talking  about  love  to  two  old  men 
who  hâve  never  had  nothing  to  do  with  women.  I  bave  roused 
your  passions,"  cried  she,  as  Schmucke's  eyes  glittered  with 
wrath.    "Help  !  help  !  police  !" 


._ 
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'Tou  are  a  stoopid!''  said  the  German.  "Look  hère,  vat 
tid  de  toctor  say  ?" 

"You  are  a  ruffian  to  trcat  me  so,"  wept  La  Cibot,  now  re- 
leased, — "me,  tliat  would  go  through  fire  and  water  for  you 
both  !  Ah  !  well,  well,  they  say  that  that  is  the  way  with  men — 
and  true  it  is  !  There  is  my  poor  Cibot,  lie  would  not  be  rough 
with  me  like  this.  .  .  .  And  I  treated  you  like  my  chil- 
dren,  for  I  hâve  none  of  my  own;  and  yesterday,  yes,  only 
yesterday  I  said  to  Cibot,  'God  knew  well  what  He  was  doing, 
dear,'  I  said,  'when  He  refused  us  children,  for  I  hâve  two 
children  there  upstairs.'  By  the  holy  crucifix  and  the  soûl 
of  my  mother,  that  was  what  I  said  to  him " 

"Eh!  but  vat  did  der  doctor  say?"  Schmucke  demanded 
f uriously,  stamping  on  the  floor  for  the  first  time  in  his  life. 

"Well,"  said  Mme.  Cibot,  drawing  Schmucke  into  the  din- 
ing-room,  "he  just  said  this — that  our  dear,  darling  love 
lying  ill  there  would  die  if  he  wasn't  carefully  nursed;  but 
I  am  hère,  in  spite  of  ail  your  brutality,  for  brutal  you  were, 
you  that  I  thought-  so  gentle.  And  you  ara  one  of  that  sort  ! 
Ah!  now,  you  would  not  abuse  a  woman  at  your  âge,  great 
blackguard " 

"Placard  ?  I  ?  Vill  you  not  oonderstand  that  I  lof  nopodv 
but  Bons?" 

"Well  and  good,  you  will  let  me  alone,  won't  you?"  said 
she,  smiling  at  Schmucke.  "You  had  better;  for  if  Cibot 
knew  that  anybody  had  attempted  his  honor,  he  would  break 
every  bone  in  his  skin." 

"Take  crate  care  of  him,  dear  Montame  Zipod,"  answered 
Schmucke,  and  he  tried  to  take  the  portress'  hand. 

"Oh  !  look  hère  now,  again." 

"Chust  listen  to  me.  You  shall  haf  ail  dot  I  haf,  gif  ve 
safe  him." 

"Very  well;  I  will  go  round  to  the  chemist's  to  get  the 
things  that  arc  wanted  ;  this  illness  is  going  to  cost  a  lot,  you 
see,  sir,  and  what  will  you  do  ?" 

"I  shall  vork  ;  Bons  shall  be  nursed  like  ein  brince." 

"So  he  shall,  M.   Schmucke;  and    look  hère,  don't  vou 
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trouble  ahout  nothing.  Cihot  and  I,  botwoen  u?.  havc  savod 
a  couple  of  thousand  francs;  they  arc  yours;  1  hâve  beeu 
spending  money  on  you  this  long  time,  I  havo." 

"Goot  vomau  !"  cricd  Schmucke,  brushing  the  tears  from 
bis  eyes.    "Vat  ein  hcart  f 

"Wipe  your  tears;  they  do  me  honor;  this  is  iny  reward," 
said  La  Cibot,  raelodramatically.  "There  isirt  no  more  dis- 
interested  créature  on  earth  than  me;  but  don't  you  go  into 
the  room  with  tears  in  your  eyes,  or  M.  Pons  will  be  think- 
ing  himself  worse  than  he  is." 

Schmucke  was  touched  by  this  délicate  feeling.  He  took 
La  Cibofs  hand  and  gave  it  a  final  squeeze. 

"Spare  me  !''  cricd  the  ex-oysterseller,  lecring  at  Schmucke. 

"Bons,"  the  good  Gerraan  said  when  he  returned,  "Mon- 
tame  Zipod  is  an  anchel;  'tis  an  anchel  dat  brattles,  but  an 
anchel  ail  der  same." 

"Do  you  think  so?  I  hâve  grown  suspicious  in  the  past 
month,"  said  the  invalid,  shaking  bis  head.  "After  ail  I 
bave  been  through,  one  cornes  to  believe  in  nothing  but  God 
and  my  friend " 

"Get  bedder,  and  ve  vill  lif  like  kings,  ail  tree  of  us,"  ex- 
claimed  Schmucke. 

"Cibot  !"  panted  the  portress  as  she  entered  the  lodge. 
"Oh,  ray  dear,  our  fortune  is  made.  My  two  gentlemen 
haven't  nobody  to  come  after  them,  no  natural  children,  no 
nothing,  in  short  !  Oh,  I  shall  go  round  to  Ma'am  Fontaine's 
and  get  her  to  tell  me  my  fortune  on  the  cards,  then  we  shall 
know  how  much  we  are  going  to  hâve " 

"Wife,"  said  the  little  tailor,  "it's  ill  counting  on  dead 
men's  shoes." 

"Oh,  I  say,  are  you  going  to  worry  me  ?"  asked  she,  giving 
her  spouse  a  playful  tap.  "I  know  what  I  know  !  Dr.  Poulain 
bas  given  up  M.  Pons.  And  we  are  going  to  be  rich  !  My 
name  will  be  down  in  the  will.  .  .  .  Fil  see  to  that. 
Draw  your  needle  in  and  out,  and  look  after  the  lodge;  you 
will  not  do  it  for  long  now.    We  will  retire,  and  go  into  the 
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country,  out  at  Batignolles.  A  nice  house  and  a  fine  garden  ; 
you  will  amuse  yourself  with  gardening,  and  I  shall  keep  a 
servant  !" 

''Well,  neighbor,  and  how  are  things  going  on  upstairs?" 
The  words  were  spoken  with  the  thick  Auvergnat  accent,  and 
Kémoneneq  put  his  head  in  at  the  door.  "Do  you  know  what 
the  collection  is  worth  ?" 

"'No,  no,  not  yet.  One  can't  go  at  that  rate,  my  good 
man.  I  hâve  begun,  myself,  by  finding  out  more  important 
things " 

"More  important  !"  exclaimed  Eémonencq  ;  "why,  what 
things  can  be  more  important  ?" 

"Corne,  let  me  do  the  steering,  ragamuffin,"  said  La  Cibot 
authoritativelv. 

"But  thirty  per  cent  on  seven  hundred  thousand  francs," 
persisted  the  dealer  in  old  iron  ;  "you  could  be  your  own  mis- 
tress  for  the  rest  of  your  days  on  that." 

"Be  easy,  Daddy  Eémonencq;  when  we  want  to  know  the 
value  of  the  things  that  the  old  man  has  got  together,  then 
we  will  see." 

La  Cibot  went  for  the  medicine  ordered  by  Dr.  Poulain, 
and  put  off  her  conaaltation  with  Mme.  Fontaine  until  the 
morrow;  the  oracle's  faculties  would  be  fresher  and  clearer 
in  the  morning,  she  thought  ;  and  she  would  go  early,  before 
everybody  else  came,  for  there  was  often  a  crowd  at  Mme. 
Fontaine's. 

Mme.  Fontaine  was  at  this  time  the  oracle  of  the  Marais; 
she  had  survived  the  rival  of  forty  years,  the  celebrated  Mlle. 
Lenormand.  No  one  imagines  the  part  that  fortune-tellers 
play  among  Parisians  of  the  lower  classes,  nor  the  immense 
influence  which  they  exert  over  the  uneducated  ;  gênerai 
servants,  portresses,  kept  women,  workmen,  ail  the  many  in 
Paris  who  live  on  hope,  consult  the  privileged  beings  who 
possess  the  mysterious  power  of  reading  the  future. 

The  belief  in  occult  science  is  far  more  widely  spread  than 
scholars,  lawyers,  doctors,  magistrates,  and  philosophers  im- 
agine.    The  instincts  of  the  people  are  ineradicable.     One 
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nnidiii::  tho?o  instincts,  so  foolislily  stylod  "'superstition/'  nins 
in  tlu'  blood  oi"  tho  populace,  and  tingcs  no  less  the  intellects 
of  better  educatcd  folk.  More  than  onc  French  statcsman: 
lias  heeu  known  to  consult  the  fortune-tellcr's  cards.  l'^'or 
sccptical  minds,  astrology,  in  French,  so  oddly  ternied  astrol- 
ogie jitcUciare,  is  notliing  more  than  a  cunninjï  device  for 
niaking  a  profit  out  of  oue  of  the  strongest  of  ail  the  instincts 
of  hunum  nature — to  wit,  curiosity.  The  sceptical  mind  cnn- 
sequently  dénies  that  there  is  any  connection  between  hiinian 
destiny  and  the  prognostications  obtained  by  the  seven  or 
eight  principal  methods  known  to  astrology;  and  the  oecult 
sciences,  like  niany  natural  phenomena,  are  passed  over  by 
the  freethinker  or  the  niaterialist  philosopher,  id  œt,  by  those 
who  believe  in  nothing  but  vi-sible  and  tangible  facts,  in  the 
results  given  by  the  chemist's  retort  and  the  scales  of  modem 
physical  science.  The  -oecult  sciences  still  exist;  they  are 
at  work,  but  they  make  no  progress,  for  the  greatest  intellects 
of  two  centuries  hâve  abandoned  the  field. 

If  you  only  look  at  the  practical  sido  oC  divination,  it 
seems  absurd  to  imagine  that  events  in  a  man's  past  life 
and  secrets  known  only  to  himself  can  be  represented  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment  by  a  pack  of  cards  which  he  shuffles  and 
cuts  for  the  fortune-teller  to  lay  out  in  piles  according  to 
certain  mysterious  rules  ;  but  then  the  steam-engine  was  con- 
demned  as  absurd,  aerial  navigation  is  still  said  to  be  absurd, 
so  in  their  time  were  the  inventions  of  gunpowder,  printing, 
spectacles,  engraving,  and  that  latest  great  discovery  of  ail — 
the  daguerréotype.  If  any  man  had  corne  to  Napoléon  to  tell 
him  that  a  building  or  a  figure  is  at  ail  times  and  in  ail 
places  represented  by  an  image  in  the  atmosphère,  that  every 
existing  object  lias  a  spectral  intangible  double  which  may  be- 
come  visible,  the  Emperor  would  hâve  sent  his  informant  to 
Charenton  for  a  lunatic,  just  as  Eichelieu  before  his  day  sent 
that  Norman  martyr,  Salomon  de  Caux,  to  the  Bicêtre  for 
announcing  his  immense  triumph,  the  idea  of  navigation  by 
steam.  Yet  Daguerre's  discovery  amounts  to  nothing  more 
nor  less  than  this. 
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And  if  for  some  clairvoyant  eyes  God  lias  written  each 
man's  destiny  over  his  whole  outward  aud  visible  form,  if  a 
man's  body  is  the  record  of  his  fate,  why  sliould  not  the  hand 
in  a  inanncr  epitomize  the  body?  Since  the  hand  represents 
the  deed  of  man,  and  by  his  deeds  he  is  known. 

Herein  lies  the  theory  of  palmistry.  Does  not  Society 
imitate  God?  At  the  sight  of  a  soldier  we  can  predict  that 
he  will  fight  ;  of  a  lawyer,  that  he  will  talk  ;  of  a  shoemaker, 
that  he  shall  make  shoes  or  boots  ;  of  a  worker  of  the  soil,  that 
he  shall  dig  the  ground  and  dung  it  ;  and  is  it  a  more  won- 
derful  thing  that  such  an  one  witli  the  "seer's"  gift  shoiild 
foretell  the  events  of  a  man's  life  f rom  his  hand  ? 

To  take  a  striking  example.  Genius  is  so  visible  in  a  man 
that  a  great  artist  cannot  walk  about  the  streets  of  Paris 
but  the  most  ignorant  people  are  conscious  of  his  passing. 
He  is  a  sun,  as  it  were,  in  the  mental  world,  shedding  light 
that  colors  everything  in  his  path.  And  who  does  not  know 
an  idiot  at  once  by  an  impression  the  exact  opposite  of  the 
sensation  of  the  présence  of  genius?  Most  observers  of 
human  nature  in  gênerai,  and  Parisian  nature  in  particular, 
can  guess  the  profession  or  calling  of  the  man  in  the  street. 

The  mysteries  of  the  witches'  Sabbath,  so  wonderfully 
painted  in  the  sixteenth  century,  are  no  mysteries  for  us.  The 
Egyptian  ancestors  of  that  mysterious  people  of  Indian  ori- 
gin,  the  gypsies  of  the  présent  day,  simply  used  to  drug  their 
clients  with  hashish,  a  practice  that  fully  accounts  for 
broomstick  rides  and  flights  up  the  chimne}',  the  real-seem- 
ing  visions,  so  to  speak,  of  old  crones  transformed  into  young 
damsels,  the  frantic  dances,  the  exquisite  music,  and  ail  the 
fantastic  taies  of  devil-worship. 

So  many  proven  facts  hâve  been  first  discovered  by  occult 
science,  that  some  day  we  shall  hâve  professors  of  occult 
science,  as  we  already  hâve  professors  of  chemistr}'  and  as- 
tronomy.  It  is  even  singular  that  hère  in  Paris,  where  we 
are  founding  chairs  of  Mantchu  and  Slav  and  literatures  so 
little  professable  (to  coin  a  word)  as  the  literatures  of  the 
North    (which,  so  far  from  providing  lessons,  stand  very 
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hadlv  in  lU'oil  of  tlu'in)  :  \\\\vn  tlu'  curriculuin  is  fiill  of  tho 
l'verlasting  loctures  ou  ►Shakespeare  aiul  llie  sixleeiilli  eeii- 
tury, — it  is  strange  that  some  one  lias  not  restored  the  teach- 
iug  of  the  oceult  pliilosophies,  once  the  glory  of  the  University 
of  Paris,  under  the  title  of  anthropology.  Germany,  so  cliild- 
like  and  so  great,  has  oiitstripped  France  in  this  particnhir; 
in  Gcrnian}'  they  hâve  professors  of  a  science  of  far  more 
use  than  a  knowledge  of  the  heterogeneous  philosophies,  which 
ail  corne  to  the  same  thing  at  bottom. 

Once  admit  tluit  certain  beings  hâve  the  power  of  discern- 
ing  the  future  in  its  germ-form  of  the  Cause,  as  the  great 
inventer  sees  a  glimpse  of  the  industry  latent  in  his  invention, 
or  a  science  in  something  that  happens  every  day  unnoticed 
by  ordinary  eyes — once  allow  this,  and  there  is  nothing  to 
cause  an  outcry  in  such  phenomena,  no  violent  exception  to 
nature's  laws,  but  the  opération  of  a  recognized  faculty;  pos- 
sibly  a  kind  of  mental  somnambulism,  as  it  were.  If,  there- 
fore,  the  hypothesis  upon  wliich  the  varions  ways  of  divining 
the  future  are  based  seems  absurd,  the  facts  remain.  Re- 
mark that  it  is  not  really  more  wonderful  that  the  seer  should 
foretell  the  chief  events  of  the  future  than  that  he  should 
read  the  past.  Past  and  future,  on  the  sceptic's  System, 
equally  lie  beyond  the  limits  of  knowledge.  If  the  past  has 
left  traces  behind  it,  it  is  not  improbable  that  future  éventa 
hâve,  as  it  were,  their  roots  in  the  présent. 

If  a  fortune-teller  gives  yôu  minute  détails  of  past  facts 
known  only  to  yourself,  why  should  he  not  foresee  the  events 
to  be  produced  by  existing  causes?  The  world  of  ideas  is  eut 
out,  so  to  speak,  on  the  pattern  of  the  physical  world;  the 
same  phenomena  should  be  discernible  in  both,  allowing  for 
the  différence  of  the  médium.  As,  for  instance,  a  corporeal 
body  actually  projects  an  image  upon  the  atmosphère — a 
spectral  double  detected  and  recorded  by  the  daguerréotype; 
80  also  ideas,  having  a  real  and  effective  existence,  leave  an 
impression,  as  it  were,  upon  the  atmosphère  of  the  spiritual 
world;  they  likewise  produce  effects,  and  exist  spectrally  (to 
coin  a  word  to  express  phenomena  for  which  no  words  exist). 
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and  certain  human  beings  are  endowed  with  the  faculty  of 
discerning  thèse  "forras"  or  traces  of  ideas. 

As  for  the  material  means  employed  to  assist  the  seer — 
the  objects  arranged  by  the  hands  of  the  consultant  that  the 
accidents  of  his  life  may  be  revealed  to  him, — this  is  the  least 
inexplicable  part  of  the  process.  Everything  in  the  material 
world  is  part  of  a  séries  of  causes  and  effects.  Xothing  hap-. 
pens  without  a  cause,  every  cause  is  a  part  of  a  whole,  and 
eonsequently  the  whole  leaves  its  impression  on  the  slightest 
accident.  Rabelais,  the  greatest  mind  among  modems,  re- 
suming  Pythagoras,  Hippocrates,  Aristophanes,  and  Dante, 
pronounced  three  centuries  ago  that  "man  is  a  microcosm" — 
a  little  world.  Three  hundred  years  later,  the  great  seer 
Swedenborg  declared  that  "the  world  was  a  man."  The 
prophet  and  the  precursor  of  incredulity  meet  thus  in  the 
greatest  of  ail  formulas. 

Everyihing  in  human  life  is  predestined,  so  is  it  also  with 
the  existence  of  the  planet.  The  least  event,  the  most  futile 
phenomena,  are  ail  subordinate  parts  of  a  scheme.  Great 
things,  therefore,  great  designs,  and  great  thoughts  are  of 
necessity  reflected  in  the  smallest  actions,  and  that  so  faith- 
fully,  that  should  a  conspirator  shuffle  and  eut  a  pack  of  play- 
ing-cards,  he  will  write  the  history  of  his  plot  for  the  eyes  of 
the  seer  styled  gypsy,  fortune-teller,  charlatan,  or  what  not. 
If  you  once  admit  fate,  which  is  to  say,  the  chain  of  links  of 
cause  and  effect,  astrology  has  a  îocus  standi,  and  becomes 
what  it  was  of  yore,  a  boundless  science,  requiring  the  same 
faculty  of  déduction  by  which  Cuvier  became  so  great,  a  fac- 
ulty to  be  exercised  spontaneously,  however,  and  not  merely 
in  nights  of  study  in  the  closet. 

For  seven  centuries  astrology  and  divination  bave  exercised 
an  influence  not  only  (as  at  présent)  over  the  uneducated, 
but  over  the  greatest  minds,  over  kings  and  queens  and 
wealthy  people.  Animal  magnetism,  one  of  the  great  sciences 
of  antiquity,  had  its  origin  in  occult  philosophy;  chemistry 
is  the  outcome  of  alchemy  ;  phrenology  and  neurology  are  no 
less  the  fruit  of  sirailar  studies.  The  first  illustrious  workers 
9 


120  COUSIN   TON  S 

in  thèse,  to  ail  a]iponr;nic(\  iiiitiiiiclicd  ficlds,  niadc  onc  iiiis- 
takc,  thc  mistake  of  ail  jnventors  ;  tliat  is  to  say,  tlioy  erected 
an  absolute  System  on  a  basis  of  isolatod  fnct:*  for  which 
modem  analysis  as  yct  cannot  nocmmt.  Thc  Catholio  Ohurch, 
the  law  of  tlie  land,  and  modem  philosophy,  in  a<;rcement  for 
once,  combined  to  prescribe,  persécute,  and  ridicule  the  mys- 
teries  of  the  Cabala  as  wcll  as  the  adepts;  the  resuit  is  a 
lamentable  interregnum  of  a  century  in  occult  philosophy. 
But  the  imeducated  classes,  and  not  a  few  ciiltivated  people 
(woraen  especially),  continue  to  pay  a  tributc  to  the  mys- 
terious  power  of  those  who  can  raise  the  veil  of  the  future; 
they  go  to  buy  hope,  strength,  and  courage  of  the  fortune- 
teller;  in  other  words,  to  ask  of  him  ail  that  religion  alone 
can  give.  So  the  art  is  still  practised  in  spite  of  a  certain 
amount  of  risk.  The  eighteenth  century  eneyclopœdists  pro- 
cured  tolérance  for  the  sorcercr;  ho  is  no  longer  amenable  to 
a  court  of  law,  unless,  indeed,  he  lends  himself  to  fraudulent 
practiccs,  and  frightens  his  "clients"  to  extort  money  from 
them,  in  which  case  he  may  be  prosecuted  on  a  charge  of 
obtaining  money  under  false  prctenees.  Unluckily,  the  ex- 
ercise of  the  sublime  art  is  only  too  often  used  as  a  method 
of  obtaining  money  under  false  prctenees,  and  for  the  fol- 
lowing  reasons. 

The  seer's  wonderful  gifts  are  usually  bestowed  upon  those 
who  are  described  by  the  epithets  rough  and  uneducated. 
The  rough  and  uneducated  are  the  chosen  vessels  into  which 
God  pours  the  elixirs  at  which  we  marvel.  From  among  the 
rough  and  uneducated,  prophets  arise — an  Apostle  Peter,  or 
St.  Peter  the  Hermit.  Wherever  mental  power  is  imprisoned, 
and  remains  intact  and  entire  for  want  of  an  outlet  in  conver- 
sation, in  politics,  in  literature,  in  the  imaginings  of  the 
scholar,  in  the  efforts  of  the  statesman,  in  the  conceptions  of 
the  inventer,  or  the  soldier's  toils  of  war;  the  fire  within  is  apt 
to  flash  out  in  gleams  of  marvelously  vivid  light,  like  the 
sparks  hidden  in  an  unpolished  diamond.  Let  the  occasion 
come,  and  the  spirit  within  kindles  and  glows,  fînds  wings  to 
traverse  space,  and  the  god-like  power  of  beholding  ail  things. 
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The  coal  of  yesterday  under  tlic  play  of  some  mysterious  in- 
fluence becomes  a  radiant  diamond.  Better  edueated  people, 
many-sided  and  highly  polished,  continually  giving  ont  ail 
that  is  in  them,  can  never  exhibit  this  suprême  power,  save  by 
one  of  the  miracles  which  God  sometimes  vouchsafes  to  work. 
For  this  reason  the  soothsayer  is  almost  always  a  beggar, 
whose  mind  is  virgin  soil,  a  créature  coarse  to  ail  appearance, 
a  pebble  borne  along  the  torrent  of  misery  and  left  in  the  ruts 
of  life,  where  it  spends  nothing  of  itself  save  in  mère  physical 
sufîering. 

The  prophet,  the  seer,  in  short,  is  some  Martin  le  Laboureur 
making  a  Louis  XVIII.  tremble  by  telling  him  a  secret  known 
only  to  the  King  himself  ;  or  it  is  a  Mlle.  Lenormand,  or  a 
domestic  servant  like  Mme.  Fontaine,  or  again,  perhaps  it  is 
some  half-idiotie  negress,  some  herdsman  living  among  his 
cattle,  who  receives  the  gift  of  vision;  some  Hindoo  fakir, 
seated  by  a  pagoda,  mortifying  the  flesh  till  the  spirit  gains 
the  mysterious  power  of  the  somnambulist. 

Asia,  indeed,  through  ail  time,  bas  been  the  home  of  the 
heroes  of  occult  science.  Persons  of  this  kind,  recovering 
their  normal  state,  are  usually  just  as  they  were  before.  They 
fulfil,  in  some  sort,  the  chemical  and  physical  functions  of 
bodies  which  conduct  electricity;  at  times  inert  métal,  at 
other  times  a  channel  filled  with  a  mysterious  current.  In 
their  normal  condition  they  are  given  to  practices  which  bring 
them  before  the  magistrate,  yea,  verily,  like  the  notorious 
Balthazar,  even  unto  the  eriminal  court,  and  so  to  the  huFks. 
You  could  hardly  find  a  better  proof  of  the  immense  influence 
of  fortune-telling  upon  the  working  classes  than  the  fact  that 
poor  Pons'  life  and  death  hung  upon  the  prédiction  that 
Mme.  Fontaine  was  to  make  frora  the  cards. 

Although  a  certain  amount  of  répétition  is  inévitable  in 
a  canvas  so  considérable  and  so  full  of  détail  as  a  complète 
picture  of  French  society  in  the  nineteenth  century,  it  is 
needless  to  repeat  the  description  of  Mme.  Fontaine's  den, 
already  given  in  Les  Comédiens  sans  le  savoir;  suffice  it  to 
say  that  Mme.  Cibot  used  to  go  to  Mme.  Fontaine's  house  in 
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the  l\uo  VioilU'-du-Toinple  us  regularly  as  frequonters  of  the 
Café  Anglais  drop  in  at  that  restaurant  for  lunch.  Mme. 
Cibot,  boing  a  vory  old  oustoinor,  ofton  introdurod  young  por- 
sons  and  old  gossips  consuniod  with  curiosity  to  the  wiso 
wonian. 

The  old  servant  who  acted  as  provost  niarshal  flung  open 
the  door  of  the  sanctuary  with  no  further  ceremony  than  the 
reniark,  "Tt's  ^fme.  Cibot. — Corne  in,  there's  nnbody  hère." 

"Well,  cliild,  what  can  bring  you  hère  so  early  of  a  morn- 
ing?"  asked  the  soreeress,  as  Mine.  Fontaine  might  well  be 
ealled,  for  she  was  seventy-eight  years  old,  and  looked  like 
one  of  the  Parcae. 

"Something  bas  given  me  a  turn,"  said  La  Cibot;  "I  want 
the  grand  jeu;  it  is  a  question  of  niy  fortune."  Therewith 
she  explained  lier  position,  and  wished  to  know  if  lier  sordid 
hopes  were  likely  to  be  realized. 

"Do  you  know  what  the  grand  jeu  means?"  asked  Mme. 
Fontaine,  with  much  solemnity. 

"No,  I  haven't  never  seen  the  trick,  I  am  not  rich  enough. — 
A  hundred  francs  !  It's  not  as  if  it  cost  so  much  !  Where  was 
the  money  to  corne  from?  But  now  I  can't  help  myself,  I 
must  hâve  it." 

"I  don't  do  it  often,  child,"  returned  Mme.  Fontaine;  "I 
only  do  it  for  rich  people  on  great  occasions,  and  they  pay  me 
twenty-five  louis  for  doing  it;  it  tires  me,  you  see,  it  wears 
me  out.  The  'Spirit'  rives  my  inside,  hère.  It  is  like  going 
to  the  'Sabbath,'  as  they  used  to  say." 

"But  when  I  tell  you  that  it  means  my  whole  future,  my 
dear  good  Ma'am  Fontaine " 

"Well,  as  it  is  you  that  hâve  corne  to  consult  me  so  often, 
I  will  submit  myself  to  the  Spirit  !"  replied  Mme.  Fontaine, 
with  a  look  of  genuine  terror  on  hor  face. 

She  rose  from  her  filthy  old  chair  by  the  fireside,  and  went 
to  a  table  covered  with  a  green  cloth  so  worn  that  you  could 
count  the  threads.  A  huge  toad  sat  dozing  there  beside  a 
cage  inhabited  by  a  blaek  di.sheveled-looking  fowl. 

"Astaroth  !  hère,  my  son  !"  she  said,  and  the  créature  looked 
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iip  intelligenth'  at  hcr  as  she  rapped  him  on  tlie  back  witli  a 
long  knitting-needle. — "And  you.  Mademoiselle  Cléopâtre  ! — 
attention!"  she  continued,  tapping  the  ancient  fowl  on  the 
beak. 

Then  Mme.  Fontaine  began  to  think;  for  several  seconds 
she  did  not  move  ;  she  looked  like  a  eorpse,  her  eyes  rolled  in 
their  sockets  and  grew  white;  then  she  rose  stiiï  and  erect, 
and  a  cavernous  voice  cried: 

"Hère  I  am  !" 

Automatically  she  scattered  millet  for  Cléopâtre,  took  up 
the  pack  of  cards,  shuffled  them  convulsively,  and  held  them 
ont  to  Mme.  Cibot  to  eut,  sighing  heavily  ail  the  time,  At 
the  sight  of  that  image  of  Death  in  the  filthy  turban  and 
uncanny-looking  bed-jacket,  watching  the  black  fowl  as  it 
pecked  at  the  millet-grains,  calling  to  the  toad  Astaroth  to 
walk  over  the  cards  that  lay  out  on  the  table,  a  cold  thrill  ran 
through  Mme.  Cibot  ;  she  shuddered.  Nothing  but  strong  be- 
lief  can  give  strong  émotions.  x4n  assured  income,  to  be  or 
not  to  be,  that  was  the  question. 

The  sorceress  opened  a  magical  work  and  muttered  some 
unintelligible  words  in  a  sepulchral  voice,  looked  at  the  re- 
maining  millet-seeds,  and  watched  the  way  in  which  the  toad 
retired.  Then  after  seven  or  eight  minutes,  she  turned  her 
white  eyes  on  the  cards  and  expounded  them. 

"You  will  succeed,  although  nothing  in  the  affair  will  fall 
out  as  you  expect.  You  will  hâve  many  steps  to  take,  but 
you  will  reap  the  fruits  of  your  labors.  You  will  behave  very 
badly;  it  will  be  with  you  as  it  is  with  ail  those  who  sit  by 
a  sick-bed  and  covet  part  of  the  inheritance.  Great  people 
will  help  you  in  this  work  of  wrongdoing.  Afterwards  in  the 
death  agony  you  will  repent.  Two  escaped  convicts,  a  short 
man  with  red  hair  and  an  old  man  with  a  bald  head,  will 
murder  you  for  the  sake  of  the  money  3'ou  will  be  supposed  to 
hâve  in  the  village  whither  you  will  retire  with  your  second 
husband.  Xow,  my  daughter,  it  is  still  open  to  you  to  choose 
your  course." 

The  excitement  which  seemed  to  glow  within,  lighting  up 
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thc  bony  hollows  about  tbe  cyes,  was  suddonly  oxtinguishocl. 
As  sooQ  as  tbe  horoscope  was  prououncod,  Mme.  Fontaiiu''s 
face  woro  a  dazod  expression  ;  she  lookcd  cxactly  like  a  sUh-])- 
walker  arousod  from  slccp,  <:ja7.od  about  her  witli  an  astonisbed 
air,  rocoguized  Mme.  Cibot,  and  seemed  surprised  by  her 
terri  fied  face. 

'•\VcIl,  child,"  she  said,  in  a  totally  différent  voice,  "are  you 
satislied  ?'' 

]\rnio.  Cibot  stared  stupidly  nt  tlio  sorcoress,  and  c-ould  not 
answer. 

*'Ab  !  you  would  bave  the  grand  jeu;  1  bave  treated  you  as 
an  old  acquaintance.    1  only  want  a  bundred  francs " 

"Cibot, — going  to  die?"  gasped  the  portress. 

'*So  1  bave  bcen  telling  you  very  drcadf ni  tbings,  bave  I  ?" 
asked  Mme.  Fontaine,  with  an  extrcmcly  ingonuous  air. 

"Wby,  yesl"  said  La  Cibot,  taking  a  hundrcd  francs  from 
her  pocket  and  laying  them  down  on  the  edge  of  the  table. 
"Going  to  be  murdered,  tbink  of  it " 

"Ah  !  there  it  is  !  You  would  bave  tbe  grand  jeu;  but  don't 
take  on  so,  ail  tbe  folk  that  are  murdered  on  the  cards  don't 
die." 

"But  is  it  possible,  Ma'am  Fontaine?" 

"Oh,  /  know  nothing  about  it,  my  pretty  dear  !  You  would 
rap  at  the  door  of  the  future  ;  I  pull  the  cord,  and  it  came." 

"It,  what  ?"  asked  Mme.  Cibot. 

"Well,  then,  the  Spirit  !"  cried  the  sorceress  impatiently. 

"Good-bye,  Ma'am  Fontaine,"  exclaimed  the  portress.  "I 
did  not  know  what  tbe  grand  jeu  was  like.  You  bave  givcn 
me  a  good  fright,  that  you  bave." 

"The  mistress  will  not  put  herself  in  that  state  twice  in  a 
month,"  said  tbe  servant,  as  she  went  with  La  Cibot  to  the 
landing.  "She  would  do  herself  to  death  if  she  did,  it  tires 
her  so.  She  will  eat  cutlets  now  and  sleep  for  three  hours 
afterwards." 

Out  in  the  street  La  Cibot  took  counsel  of  herself  as  she 
went  along,  and.  after  the  manner  of  ail  who  ask  for  advice 
of  any  sort  or  description,  she  took  the  favorable  part  of  the 
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prédiction  and  rejected  the  rest.  The  next  day  found  hcr 
confirmed  in  lier  resolutions — she  would  set  ail  in  train  to  be- 
come  rich  by  seeuring  a  part  of  Pons'  collection.  Nor  for 
some  time  had  she  any  other  thoiight  than  the  combination 
of  varions  plans  to  this  end.  The  faculty  of  self-concentra- 
tion seen  in  rough,  uneducated  persons,  explained  on  a  pre- 
vious  page,  the  reserve  power  accumulated  in  those  whose 
mental  énergies  are  unworn  by  the  daily  wear  and  tear  of 
social  life,  and  brought  into  action  so  soon  as  that  terrible 
weapon  the  "fixed  idea"  is  brought  into  play, — ail  this  was 
pre-eminently  manifested  in  La  Cibot.  Even  as  the  "fixed 
idea"  works  miracles  of  évasion,  and  brings  forth  prodigies 
of  sentiment,  so  greed  transformed  the  portress  till  she  be- 
came  as  formidable  as  a  Nucingen  at  bay,  as  subtle  beneath 
her  seeming  stupidity  as  the  irrésistible  La  Palférine. 

x4.bout  seven  o'clock  one  morning,  a  few  days  afterwards, 
she  saw  Eémonencq  taking  down  bis  shutters.  She  went 
across  to  him. 

"How  could  one  find  out  how  much  the  things  yonder  in 
my  gentleman's  rooms  are  worth?"  she  asked  in  a  wheedling 
tone. 

"Oh  !  that  is  quite  easy,"  replied  the  owner  of  the  old  cu- 
riosity  shop.  "If  you  will  play  fair  and  above  board  wlth  me, 
I  will  tell  you  of  somebody,  a  very  honest  man,  who  will  know 
the  value  of  the  pictures  to  a  farthing " 

'^ho?" 

"M.  Magus,  a  Jew.  He  only  does  business  to  amuse  him- 
self  now." 

Elie  Magus  bas  appeared  so  often  in  the  Comédie  Humaine, 
that  it  is  needless  to  say  more  of  him  hère.  Suffice  it  to  add 
that  he  had  retired  from  business,  and  as  a  dealer  was  fol- 
lowing  the  example  set  by  Pons  the  amateur.  Well-known 
valuers  like  Henry,  Messrs.  Pigeot  and  Moret,  Théret, 
Georges,  and  Eoëhn,  the  experts  of  the  Musée,  in  fact,  were 
but  children  compared  with  Elie  Magus.  He  could  see  a 
masterpiece  beneath  the  accumulated  grime  oî  a  century;  he 
knew  ail  schools,  and  the  handwriting  of  ail  painters. 
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lie  li;i(l  eomo  to  Paris  fidiii  lîordoaux.  miuI  so  Ion»;  a^o  aa 
183")  ho  had  rctired  t'roni  Imsinoss  withoiit  iiiaking  any  {;han<^o 
for  tlic  bcttor  in  liis  dirss,  so  faillifiil  is  tlic  raco  lo  old  tradi- 
tion. Tho  porsocntions  of  Ihe  ^liddlo  Ages  compclled  thom 
lo  wear  rags,  to  snulîlo  and  wliine  and  groan  over  thoir  pov- 
erty  in  self-dcfence,  till  thc  habits  inducod  by  the  necessities 
of  othcr  times  hâve  conio  to  bo,  as  usual,  instinctive,  a 
racial  defcet. 

Elio  ]\Iagns  had  aniasscd  a  vast  fortnno  by  bnying  and  soll- 
ing  diamonds,  pictures,  hico,  enanicls,  délicate  carvings,  old 
jewelry,  and  rarities  of  ail  kinds,  a  kind  of  commerce  whicli 
bas  developed  enormously  of  hite,  so  iniuh  so  indccd  Ihat 
the  number  of  dealers  lias  increased  tenfold  during  thc  last 
Iwenty  A-ears  in  this  city  of  Paris,  whither  ail  the  cnriosities 
in  the  world  come  to  rnb  against  one  another.  And  for 
pictnrcs  there  are  but  three  marts  in  the  world — Rome,  Lon- 
don,  and  Paris. 

Elle  Magus  lived  in  the  Chaussée  des  Minimes,  a  short, 
broad  street  leading  to  the  Place  Royale.  He  had  bought 
the  house,  au  old-fashioned  mansion,  for  a  song,  as  the  say- 
ing  is,  in  1831.  Yet  there  were  sumptuous  apartmcnts  within 
it,  decorated  in  the  time  of  Louis  XV.  ;  for  it  had  once  been 
the  Hôtel  Maulaincourt,  built  by  the  great  Président  of  the 
Cour  des  Aides,  and  its  remote  position  had  saved  it  at  the 
time  of  the  Révolution. 

You  may  be  quite  sure  that  the  old  Jew  had  sound 
reasons  for  buying  house  property,  contrary  to  the  Hebrew 
law  and  custom.  He  had  ended,  as  most  of  us  end,  with  a 
hobby  that  bordered  on  a  craze.  He  was  as  miserly  as  his 
friend,  the  late  lamented  Gobseck;  but  he  had  been  caught 
by  the  snare  of  the  eyes,  by  the  beauty  of  the  pictures  in  which 
he  dealt.  As  his  taste  grew  more  and  more  fastidious,  it 
became  one  of  the  passions  which  princes  alone  can  indulge 
when  they  are  wealthy  and  art-lovers.  As  the  second  King 
of  Prussia  found  nothing  that  so  kindled  enthusiasm  as  the 
spectacle  of  a  grenadier  over  six  feet  high,  and  gave  extrava- 
gant sums  for  a  new  spécimen  to  add  to  his  living  muséum  of 
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a  régiment,  so  the  retired  picture-dealer  was  roused  to  pas- 
sion-piteh  only  by  some  canvas  in  perfect  préservation,  un- 
touched  since  the  master  laid  down  the  brush;  and  what  was 
more,  it  miist  be  a  picture  of  the  painter's  best  time.  No 
great  sales,  therefore,  took  place  but  Elie  Magus  was  there; 
every  mart  knew  him  ;  he  traveled  ail  over  Europe.  The  ice- 
cold,  money-worshiping  soûl  in  him  kindled  at  the  sight  of 
a  perfect  work  of  art,  precisely  as  a  libertine,  weary  of  fair 
women,  is  roused  from  apathy  by  the  sight  of  a  beautiful 
girl,  and  sets  out  afresh  upon  the  quest  of  flawless  loveliness. 
A  Don  Juan  among  fair  works  of  art,  a  worshiper  of  the 
Idéal,  Elie  Magus  had  discovered  joys  that  transcend  the 
pleasure  of  the  miser  gloating  over  his  gold — he  lived  in  a 
seraglio  of  great  paintings. 

His  masterpieces  were  housed  as  became  the  children  of 
princes  ;  the  whole  first  floor  of  the  great  old  mansion  was 
given  up  to  them.  The  rooms  had  been  restored  under  Elie 
Magus'  orders,  and  with  what  magnificence  ! 

The  Windows  were  hung  with  the  richest  Yenetian  brocade  ; 
the  most  splendid  carpets  from  the  Savonnerie  covered  the 
parquetry  flooring.  The  frames  of  the  pictures,  nearly  a  hun- 
dred  in  number,  were  magnificent  spécimens,  regilded  cun- 
ningly  by  Servais,  the  one  gilder  in  Paris  whom  Elie  Magus 
thought  sufficiently  painstaking;  the  old  Jew  himself  had 
taught  him  to  use  the  English  leaf,  which  is  infinitely  superior 
to  that  produced  by  French  gold-beaters.  Servais  is  among 
gilders  as  Thouvenin  among  bookbinders — an  artist  among 
craftsmen,  making  his  work  a  labor  of  love.  Every  window 
in  that  gallery  was  protected  by  iron-barred  shutters.  Elie 
Magus  himself  lived  in  a  couple  of  attics  on  the  floor  above; 
the  furniture  was  wretched,  the  rooms  were  full  of  rags,  and 
the  whole  place  smacked  of  the  Ghetto;  Elie  Magus  was  fin- 
ishing  his  days  without  any  change  in  his  life. 

The  whole  of  the  ground  floor  was  given  up  to  the  picture 
trade  (for  the  Jew  still  dealt  in  works  of  art).  Hère  he 
stored  his  canvases,  hère  also  packing-cases  were  stowed 
on  their  arrivai  from  othcr  countries;  and  still  there  was 
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rooin  f(ir  a  vast  studio,  wliorc  ^ïorct.  iiiost  skilfnl  of  rostorcrs 
of  picturcs,  a  craftsiiKin  wIkmh  tlic  iMusôe  ()ii<jjhi  to  c'm])loy, 
was  almost  ahvays  at  work  l'or  IMagus.  'Vhv  n-sl  of  tho  rooins 
on  tho  ground  floor  worc  given  iip  to  Magus'  daughtcr,  tlic 
ehild  of  liis  old  ago,  a  Jowess  as  boautifiil  as  a  Jcwcss  caii  bo 
whon  tho  Scmitic  type  roappcars  in  its  purity  and  nobility  in 
a  daughtcr  of  Israël.  Noc'mi  was  gnardod  hy  two  servants, 
fanatical  Jewesses,  to  say  iiotliiii,^"  of  an  advauced-guai-d,  a 
Polisli  Jew,  Abrainko  by  nanio,  once  involvod  in  a  r;iliiilo\is 
manner  in  political  troubles,  from  which  Elio  Magus  sa vod 
him  as  a  business  speeulation.  Abraniko,  porter  of  tho  silonl, 
grim,  deserted  mansion,  dividcd  his  olîicc  and  his  lodge  with 
three  remarkably  ferocious  animais — an  English  bull-dog,  a 
Newfoundland  dog,  and  another  of  the  Pyrenean  breed. 

Behold  the  profound  observations  of  human  nature  upon 
whieh  Elie  Magus  based  his  feeling  of  socurity,  for  secure 
he  fclt;  he  left  home  without  misgivings,  slept  with  both  ears 
shut,  and  feared  no  attempt  upon  his  daughter  (his  chief 
treasure),  his  pictures,  or  his  money.  In  the  first  place, 
Abramko's  salary  was  increased  every  year  by  two  hundred 
francs  so  long  as  his  master  should  live;  and  Magus,  more- 
over,  was  training  Abramko  as  a  monoy-lender  in  a  small  way. 
Abramko  never  admitted  anybody  until  he  had  surveyed  thera 
through  a  formidable  grated  opening.  He  was  a  Hercules  for 
etrength,  he  worshiped  Elie  Magus,  as  Sancho  Panza  wor- 
shiped  Don  Quixote.  Ail  day  long  the  dogs  were  shut  up 
without  food;  at  nightfall  Abramko  let  them  loose;  and  by 
a  cunning  device  the  old  Jew  kept  each  animal  at  his  post  in 
the  courtyard  or  the  garden  by  hanging  a  pièce  of  méat  just 
out  of  reach  on  the  top  of  a  pôle.  The  animais  guarded  the 
house,  and  sheer  hunger  guarded  the  dogs.  No  odor  that 
reached  their  nostrils  could  tempt  them  from  the  neighbor- 
hood  of  that  pièce  of  méat;  they  would  not  hâve  left  their 
places  at  the  foot  of  the  pôles  for  the  most  engaging  female 
of  the  canine  species.  If  a  stranger  by  any  chance  intruded, 
the  dogs  suspected  him  of  ulterior  designs  upon  their  rations, 
which  were  only  taken  down  in  the  morning  by  Abramko  him- 
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self  when  he  awoke.  The  advantages  of  this  fiendish  scheme 
are  patent.  The  animais  never  barked,  Magus'  ingennity 
had  niade  savages  of  theni;  they  were  treacherous  as  Mo- 
hieans.    And  now  for  the  resuit. 

One  night  burglars,  emboldencd  by  the  silence,  decided  too 
hastily  that  it  would  be  easy  enough  to  "clean  ont"  the  old 
Jew's  strong  box.  One  of  their  number  told  off  to  advance 
to  the  assaiilt  scrambled  np  the  garden  wall  and  prepared 
to  descend.  This  the  biill-dog  allowed  him  to  do.  The  animal, 
knowing  perfeetly  Avell  what  was  coming,  waited  for  the  biirg- 
lar  to  reach  tlie  ground;  but  when  that  gentleman  directed 
a  kick  at  him,  the  bull-dog  flew  at  the  visitor's  shins,  and, 
making  but  one  bite  of  it,  snapped  the  ankle-bone  clean  in 
two.  The  thief  had  the  courage  to  tear  himself  away,  and 
returned,  walking  upon  the  bare  bone  of  the  mutilated  stump 
till  he  reached  the  rest  of  the  gang,  when  he  fell  fainting, 
and  they  carried  him  off.  The  Police  News,  of  course,  did 
not  fail  to  report  this  delightful  night  incident,  but  no  one 
believed  in  it. 

Magus  at  this  time  was  seventy-fîve  years  old,  and  there  was 
no  reason  why  he  should  not  live  to  a  hundred.  Eich  man 
though  he  was,  he  lived  like  the  Kémonencqs.  His  necessary 
expenses,  including  the  money  he  lavished  on  his  daughter, 
did  not  exeeed  three  thousand  francs.  No  life  could  be  more 
regular  ;  the  old  man  rose  as  soon  as  it  was  light,  breakf asted 
on  bread  rubbed  with  a  clove  of  garlic,  and  ate  no  more  food 
until  dinner-time.  Dinner,  a  meal  frugal  enough  for  a  cou- 
vent, he  took  at  home.  AU  the  forenoon  he  spent  among  his 
treasures,  walking  up  and  down  the  gallery  where  they  hung 
in  their  glory.  He  would  dust  everything  himself,  furniture 
and  pictures  ;  he  never  wearied  of  admiring.  Thcn  he  would 
go  downstairs  to  his  daughter,  drink  deop  of  a  father's  hap- 
piness,  and  start  out  upon  his  walks  through  Paris,  to  attend 
sales  or  visit  exhibitions  and  the  like. 

If  Elle  Magus  found  a  great  work  of  art  under  the  riglit 
conditions,  the  discovery  put  new  life  into  the  man;  hère  was 
a  bit  of  sharp  practice,  a  bargain  to  make,  a  battle  of  Marengo 
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to  win.  Me  woiild  pile  ruse  on  ruse  to  buy  thc  ncw  sultana 
;is  choaplv  as  possible.  Ma<;iis  had  a  iiiap  of  Muropc  on  whicli 
ail  i:^\vA\  pictures  wero  niarkeil  ;  his  co-rolif^ionists  in  cvcry 
city  spied  out  business  for  lu  ni,  and  reccuvcd  a  commission 
ou  tho  purchase.  And  then — what  rewards  for  ail  his  ])ain8  ! 
The  two  lost  Kaphaels  so  earnostjy  sought  after  hy  lîaphaol 
lovers  are  both  in  his  collection.  Elie  Magus  owns  Ihe  original 
l)ortrait  of  Giorgionc's  Mislrcss,  thc  woman  for  whom  thc 
painter  died;  the  so-called  originals  are  merely  copies  of  the 
fa  mous  picturc,  which  is  worth  five  hundrod  thousand  francs, 
according  to  its  owner's  estimation.  This  Jew  possesscs 
Tilian's  masterpiccc,  an  Entoinbmcnt  paintod  l'or  Charles  ^^, 
sent  by  the  grcat  man  to  thc  grcat  Einperor  with  a  holograph 
letter,  now  fastcned  down  upon  thc  lowcr  part  of  the  canvas. 
And  Magus  has  yet  another  Titian,  the  original  sketch  from 
Avhich  ail  thc  portraits  of  Philip  II.  werc  painted.  His  re- 
mainiug  uinety-seven  pictures  are  ail  of  the  same  rank  and 
distinction.  Whcreforc  ]\[agus  laughs  at  our  national  collec- 
tion, raked  by  thc  sunlight  which  dcstroys  the  fairest  paint- 
ings,  pouring  in  through  panes  of  glass  that  act  as  lenses. 
Picture  galleries  can  only  be  lighted  from  above  ;  Magus  opens 
and  closes  his  shutters  himself  ;  he  is  as  careful  of  his  pictures 
as  of  his  danghtcr,  his  second  idol.  And  well  the  old  picture- 
fancier  knows  the  laws  of  the  lives  of  pictures.  To  hear  him 
talk,  a  great  picture  has  a  life  of  its  own  ;  it  is  changeable, 
it  takes  its  beautv  from  the  color  of  the  light.  Magus  talks 
of  his  paintings  as  Dutch  f anciers  used  to  talk  of  their  tulips  ; 
he  will  corne  home  on  pnrpose  to  see  some  one  picture  in  the 
hour  of  its  glory,  when  the  light  is  hright  and  clean. 

And  Magus  himself  was  a  living  picture  among  the  motion- 
less  figures  on  the  wall — a  little  old  man,  dressed  in  a  shabby 
overcoat,  a  silk  waistcoat,  renewed  twice  in  a  score  of  years, 
and  a  very  dirty  pair  of  trousers,  with  a  bald  head,  a  face 
full  of  deep  hoUows,  a  wrinkled,  callous  skin,  a  beard  that 
had  a  trick  of  twitching  its  long  white  bristles,  a  menacing 
pointed  chin,  a  toothless  mouth,  eyes  bright  as  the  eyes  of  his 
dogs  in  the  yard,  and  a  nose  like  an  obelisk — there  he  stood 
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in  his  gallery  smiling  at  the  beauty  called  into  being  by 
geniiis.  A  Jew  surrounded  by  his  millions  will  always  be  one 
of  the  finest  spectacles  which  humanity  can  give.  Robert 
Medal,  our  great  actor,  cannot  rise  to  this  height  of  poetry, 
sublime  though  he  is. 

Paris  of  ail  the  cities  of  the  world  holds  most  of  such  men 
as  Magus,  strange  beings  with  a  strange  religion  in  their 
heart  of  hearts.  The  London  "eccentric"  always  finds  that 
worship,  like  life,  brings  weariness  and  satiety  in  the  end  ;  the 
Parisian  monomaniac  lives  cheerfuUy  in  concubinage  with  his 
crotchet  to  the  last. 

Often  shall  you  meet  in  Paris  some  Pons,  some  Elle  Magus, 
dressed  badly  enough,  with  his  face  turned  from  the  rising 
sun  (like  the  countenanee  of  the  perpétuai  secretary  of  the 
Académie),  apparently  heeding  nothing,  conscious  of  noth- 
ing,  paying  no  attention  to  shop-windows  nor  to  fair  passers- 
by,  walking  at  random,  so  to  speak,  with  nothing  in  his 
pockets,  and  to  ail  appearance  an  equally  empty  head.  Do 
you  ask  to  what  Parisian  tribe  this  manner  of  man  belongs  ? 
He  is  a  collector,  a  millionaire,  one  of  the  most  impassioned 
soûls  upon  earth  ;  he  and  his  like  are  capable  of  treading  the 
miry  ways  that  lead  to  the  police-court  if  so  they  may  gain 
possession  jDf  a  cup,  a  picture,  or  some  such  rare  unpublished 
pièce  as  Elie  Magus  once  picked  up  one  mémorable  day  in 
Germany. 

This  was  the  expert  to  whom  Eémonencq  with  much  mys- 
tery  conducted  La  Cibot.  Eémonencq  always  asked  advice  of 
Elie  Magus  when  he  met  him  in  the  streets;  and  more  than 
once  Magus  had  lent  him  money  through  Abramko,  knowing 
Rémonencq's  honesty.  The  Chaussée  des  Minimes  is  close  to 
the  Rue  de  Normandie,  and  the  two  fellow-conspirators 
reached  the  house  in  ten  minutes. 

"You  will  see  the  richest  dealer  in  curiosities,  the  greatest 
connoisseur  in  Paris,"  Rémonencq  had  said.  And  Mme. 
Cibot,  therefore,  was  struck  dumb  with  amazement  to  be  con- 
fronted  with  a  little  old  man  in  a  great-coat  too  shabby  for 
Cibot  to  mend,  standing  watching  a  painter  at  work  upon 
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an  old  jiioturo  in  the  cliilly  r<i(iiii  on  llu^  vasi  p^nmiid  Woor. 
Tho  old  man's  oyes,  full  oï  cold  l'cliiu'  mali^niaiti'c,  wcrtî 
turnod  upoii  hor,  and  lia  (^ibol  shivered. 

*''What  do  you  want,  Rénioneucq?"  askcd  tliis  person. 

"It  is  a  question  of  valuing  some  picturcs;  thcre  is  nobody 
but  you  in  Paris  wlio  can  tell  a  poor  tinker-fellow  like  nie 
how  much  he  may  give  wlien  lie  bas  not  tbousands  to  spend, 
like  you." 

"Whereisit?" 

"Ilcre  is  the  portress  of  the  house  where  the  gentleman 
lives;  she  does  for  him,  and  I  havc  arranged  with  lier " 

"Who  is  the  owTier?" 

"M.  Pons  !"  put  in  La  Cibot. 

"Don't  know  the  name,"  said  Magus,  with  an  innocent  air, 
bringing  down  bis  foot  very  gently  upon  bis  artist's  toes. 

Moret  the  painter,  knowing  the  value  of  Pons'  collection, 
had  looked  up  suddenly  at  the  name.  It  was  a  move  too  haz- 
ardous  to  try  with  any  one  but  Rénionencq  and  La  Cibot,  but 
the  Jew  had  taken  the  woinan's  measure  at  sight,  and  his  eye 
was  as  aceurate  as  a  jeweler's  scales.  It  was  impossible  that 
either  of  the  couple  should  know  how  often  Magus  and  old 
Pons  had  matched  their  claws.  And,  in  truth,  botb  rabid 
amateurs  were  jealous  of  each  other.  The  old  Jew  had  never 
hoped  for  a  sight  of  a  seraglio  so  carefully  guarded  ;  it  seemed 
to  him  that  his  head  was  swimming.  Pons'  collection  was 
the  one  private  collection  in  Paris  which  could  vie  with  his 
own.  Pons'  idea  had  occurred  to  Magus  twenty  years  later; 
but  as  a  dealer-amateur  the  door  of  Pons'  muséum  had  been 
closed  for  him,  as  for  Dusommerard.  Pons  and  Magus  had 
at  heart  the  same  jealousy.  iSTeither  of  tbem  cared  about  the 
kind  of  celebrity  dear  to  the  ordinary  collector.  And  now  for 
Elle  Magus  came  his  chance  to  see  the  poor  musician's  treas- 
ures  !  An  amateur  of  beauty  hiding  in  a  boudoir  for  a  stolen 
glance  at  a  mistress  concealed  from  him  by  his  friend  might 
feel  as  Elle  Magus  felt  at  that  moment. 

La  Cibot  was  impressed  by  Rémonencq's  respect  for  this 
singular  person;  real  power,  moreover,  even  when  it  cannot 
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be  explained,  is  always  felt;  the  portress  was  supple  and  obe- 
dient,  she  dropped  the  autocratie  tone  whieh  she  was  wont 
to  use  in  her  lodge  and  with  the  tenants,  accepted  Magus' 
conditions,  and  agreed  to  admit  him  into  Pons'  muséum 
that  very  day. 

So  the  enemy  was  to  be  brought  into  the  eitadel,  and  a 
stab  dealt  to  Pons'  very  heart.  For  ten  years  Pons  had  car- 
ried  his  keys  about  with  him;  he  had  forbidden  La  Cibot  to 
allow  any  one,  no  matter  whom,  to  cross  his  threshold;  and 
La  Cibot  had  so  far  shared  Schmucke's  opinions  of  hric-à- 
hrac,  that  she  had  obeyed  him.  The  good  Schmueke,  by 
speaking  of  the  splendors  as  "chimcracks,"  and  deploring 
his  friend's  mania,  had  taught  La  Cibot  to  despise  the  old 
rubbish,  and  so  secured  Pons'  muséum  from  invasion  for 
many  a  long  year. 

When  Pons  took  to  his  bed,  Schmueke  filled  his  place  at 
the  théâtre  and  gave  lessons  for  him  at  his  boarding-schools. 
He  did  his  utmost  to  do  the  work  of  two;  but  Pons'  sorrows 
weighing  heavily  upon  his  mind,  the  task  took  ail  his  strength. 
He  only  saw  his  friend  in  the  morning,  and  again  at  dinner- 
time.  His  pupils  and  the  people  at  the  théâtre,  seeing  the 
poor  German  look  so  unhappj^,  used  to  ask  for  news  of  Pons  ; 
and  so  great  was  his  grief,  that  the  indiffèrent  would  make 
the  grimaces  of  sensibility  which  Parisians  are  wont  to  re- 
serve for  the  greatest  calamities.  The  very  springs  of  life  had 
been  attacked,  the  good  German  was  suffering  from  Pons' 
pain  as  well  as  from  his  own.  When  he  gave  a  musie  lesson, 
he  spent  half  the  time  in  talking  of  Pons,  interrupting  him- 
self  to  wonder  whether  his  friend  felt  better  to-day,  and  the 
little  sehool-girls  listening  heard  lengthy  explanations  of 
Pons'  symptoms.  He  would  rush  over  to  the  Rue  de  Nor- 
mandie in  the  interval  between  two  lessons  for  the  sake  of  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  with  Pons. 

When  at  last  he  saw  that  their  common  stock  was  almost 
exhausted,  when  Mme.  Cibot  (who  had  done  lier  best  to  swell 
the  expenses  of  the  illness)  came  to  him  and  frightened  him; 
then  the  old  music-master  felt  that  he  had  courage  of  which 
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ho  noYor  thouirlit  liiiiisclf  ca)iablo — courapro  that  roso  abovo  liis 
ansiuish.  l'or  tlir  first  tiiiu-  in  liis  lil'c  lie  sel  hiiiiscll'  to 
carn  moncv;  iiione}'  was  iiceded  at  homo.  Ono  of  tho  scliool- 
<;irl  jnipils,  rcally  touchod  ])y  tlioir  tronblos,  asked  Schumcko 
how  lie  could  loavo  his  fricnd  alonc.  "Montoiiioiscllo,"'  he 
answered,  with  tho  sublinu'  suiilo  of  those  wlio  Ihink  no  evil, 
"ve  haf  Montamc  Zipod,  ein  dreasure,  monteinoiacllc,  ein 
bearl  1     Bons  is  niirsed  like  ein  hriiice." 

So  while  Schnmcke  trotted  about  the  streets,  La  Cibot  was 
niistress  of  the  bouse  and  ruled  the  invalid.  How  should  Pons 
snperintend  his  self-appointed  guardian  angel,  when  he  had 
taken  no  solid  food  for  a  fortnight,  and  kiv  there  so  weak  and 
helpless  that  La  Cibot  was  obliged  to  lift  hini  up  and  carry 
him  to  the  sofa  while  she  made  the  bed  ? 

La  Cibot's  visit  to  Elie  Magns  was  paid  (as  might  be  ex- 
pectcd)  while  Schmncke  breakfasted.  Slio  came  in  again 
just  as  the  Gernian  was  bidding  his  friend  good-bye;  for  since 
she  learned  that  Pons  possessed  a  fortune,  she  never  left  the 
old  bachelor;  she  brooded  over  him  and  his  treasures  like  a 
hen.  From  the  depths  of  a  comfortable  easy-ehair  at  the  foot 
of  the  bed  she  poured  forth  for  Pons'  délectation  the  gossip 
in  which  women  of  her  class  excel.  With  Machiavelian  skill, 
she  had  contrived  to  make  Pons  think  that  she  was  indispen- 
sable to  him;  she  coaxed  and  she  wheedled,  always  uneasy, 
always  on  the  alert.  Mme.  Fontaine's  prophecy  had  fright- 
ened  La  Cibot;  she  vowed  to  herself  that  she  would  gain  her 
ends  by  kindness.  She  would  sleep  secure  on  M.  Pons'  legacy, 
but  her  rascality  should  keep  within  the  limits  of  the  law. 
For  ten  years  she  had  not  suspected  the  value  of  Pons'  collec- 
tion; she  had  a  clear  record  behind  her  of  ten  years  of  dévo- 
tion, honesty,  and  disinterestedness  ;  it  was  a  magnificent  in- 
vestment,  and  now  she  proposed  to  realize.  Jn  one  day,  Ré- 
moneneq's  hint  of  money  had  hatehed  the  serpent's  egg,  the 
craving  for  riches  that  had  lain  dormant  within  her  for 
twenty  years.  Since  she  had  cherished  that  craving,  it  had 
grown  in  force  with  the  ferment  of  ail  the  evil  that  lurks  in 
the  corners  of  the  heart.  How  she  acted  upon  the  counsels 
whispered  by  the  serpent  will  presently  be  seen. 
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"Well?"  she  asked  of  Schmiicke,  "lias  this  cherub  of  ours 
liad  plenty  to  drink  ?    Is  he  better  ?" 

"He  is  not  doing  fery  vell,  tear  Montame  Zipod,  not  fery 
vell,"  said  poor  Schmiicke,  brushing  away  the  tears  from  his 
eyes. 

"Pooh  !  you  make  too  much  of  it,  my  dear  M.  Schmucke  ; 
we  must  take  things  as  we  find  them;  Cibot  might  be  at 
death's  door,  and  I  should  not  take  it  to  heart  as  you  do. 
Corne  !  the  cherub  bas  a  good  constitution.  And  he  bas  been 
steady,  it  seems,  you  see  ;  you  bave  no  idea  what  an  âge  sober 
people  live.  Ile  is  very  ill,  it  is  true,  but  with  ail  the  care  I 
take  of  him,  I  shall  bring  him  round.  Be  easy,  look  after 
your  affairs,  I  will  keep  him  corapany  and  see  that  he  drinks 
his  pints  of  barley  water." 

"Gif  you  vere  not  hère,  I  should  die  of  anxiety "  said 

Schmucke,  squeezing  his  kind  housekeeper's  hand  in  both  his 
own  to  express  his  confidence  in  lier. 

La  Cibot  wiped  her  eyes  as  she  went  back  to  the  invalid's 
room. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Mme.  Cibot  ?"  asked  Pons. 

"It  is  M.  Schmucke  that  bas  upset  me;  he  is  erying  as  if 
you  were  dead,"  said  she.  "If  you  are  not  well,  you  are  not 
so  bad  yet  that  nobody  need  cry  over  you;  but  it  bas  given 
me  such  a  turn!  Oh  dear!  oh  dear!  how  silly  it  is  of  me 
to  get  so  fond  of  people,  and  to  think  more  of  you  than  of 
Cibot  !  For,  after  ail,  you  aren't  nothing  to  me,  you  are  only 
my  brother  by  Adam's  side  ;  and  yet,  whenever  you  are  in  the 
question,  it  puts  me  in  such  a  taking,  upon  my  word  it  does  !  I 
would  eut  off  my  hand — my  left  hand,  of  course — to  see  you 
coming  and  going,  eating  your  meals,  and  screwing  bargains 
eut  of  dealers  as  usual.  If  I  had  had  a  child  of  my  own,  I 
think  I  should  bave  loved  it  as  I  love  you,  eh!  There,  take 
a  drink,  dearie;  come  now,  empty  the  glass.  Drink  it  off, 
monsieur,  I  tell  you  !  The  first  thing  Dr.  Poulain  said  was, 
'If  M.  Pons  bas  no  mind  to  go  to  Père  Lachaise,  he  ought  to 
drink  as  many  buckets  full  of  water  in  a  day  as  an  Auvergnat 
will  sell.'    So,  come  now,  drink " 

lO 
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"But  I  do  drink,  Cibot,  niy  good  woinan  ;  1  driiil<  .-iiid  driiik 
till   1  aiii  ilolugod " 

"Tliul  is  right,"  said  Ihc  portress,  as  she  took  away  thc 
empty  glass.  "That  is  the  way  to  get  botter.  Dr.  ronlaiu 
had  another  patient  ill  of  your  coniplaint  ;  but  lie  liad  nobody 
to  look  after  liim;  his  cliildren  lel't  hiin  to  hiiusoll",  and  lu- 
died  because  lie  didn't  driuk  onough — so  yoii  must  drink, 
boney,  you  sec — lie  died  and  they  buried  bim  two  niontlis  a>^o. 
And  if  you  were  to  die,  you  kuow,  you  would  drag  down  old 
M.  Schmucke  with  you,  sir.  He  is  like  a  cbild.  Ah  !  he  loves 
you,  he  does,  tlie  dear  lainb  of  a  nian  ;  no  wonian  ncver  loved 
a  nian  like  tbat  !  Ile  doesn't  care  for  méat  iior  drink;  he  bas 
grown  as  tbin  as  you  are  in  the  last  fortnigbt,  and  you  are 
nothing  but  skin  and  bones. — It  niakes  me  Jealous  to  see  it, 
for  I  am  very  fond  of  you  ;  but  not  to  that  degree  ;  I  haven't 
lost  niy  appetite,  quite  the  other  way;  always  going  up  and 
down  stairs,  till  iiiy  legs  are  so  tired  tbat  I  drop  down  of  an 
evening  like  a  lump  of  lead.  Hère  am  I  neglecting  my  poor 
Cibot  for  you;  Mlle.  Eémonencq  cooks  bis  vituals  for  him, 
and  he  goes  ou  about  it  and  says  that  nothing  is  right  !  At 
that  I  tell  him  that  one  ought  to  put  up  with  something  for 
the  sake  of  other  people,  and  that  you  are  so  ill  that  I  cannot 
leave  you.  In  the  first  place,  you  can't  afïord  a  nurse.  And 
before  I  would  hâve  a  nurse  hère  ! — I  that  hâve  donc  for  you 
thèse  ten  years.  And  tho-se  nurses  are  such  eaters,  they  eat 
enough  for  ten  ;  they  want  wine  and  sugar,  and  f oot-warmers, 
and  ail  sorts  of  comforts.  And  they  rob  their  patients  unless 
the  patients  leave  thera  something  in  their  wills.  Hâve  a 
nurse  in  hère  to-day,  and  to-morrow  we  should  find  a  picture 
or  something  or  other  gone " 

"Oh  !  Mme.  Cibot  !"  cried  Pons,  quite  beside  himself,  "do 
not  leave  me  !    No  one  must  touch  anything " 

"I  am  hère,"  said  La  Cibot  ;  "so  long  as  I  bave  the  strength 
I  shall  be  hère. — Be  easy.  There  was  Dr.  Poulain  wanting  to 
get  a  nurse  for  you  ;  perhaps  ho  bas  his  eye  on  your  treasures. 
I  just  snubbed  him,  I  did.  'The  gentleman  won't  bave  any 
one  but  me/  I  told  him.    'He  is  used  to  me,  and  I  a  m  used 
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to  him.'  So  he  said  no  more.  A  nurse,  indeed  !  They  are 
ail  thieves;  I  hâte  that  sort  of  woman,  I  do.  Hère  is  a  taie 
that  will  show  you  how  sly  they  are.  There  was  once  an  old 
gentleman — it  was  Dr.  Poulain  himself,  mind  you,  who  told 
me  this — well,  a  Mme.  Sabatier,  a  woman  of  thirty-six  that 
used  to  sell  slippers  at  the  Palais  Eoyal — you  remember  the 
Galerie  at  the  Palais  that  they  pulled  down?" 

Pons  nodded. 

'^Vell,  at  that  time  she  had  not  done  very  well  ;  her  husband 
used  to  drink,  and  died  of  spontaneous  imbustion;  but  she 
had  been  a  fine  woman  in  her  time,  truth  to  tell,  not  that  it 
did  her  any  good,  though  she  had  friends  among  the  lawyers. 
So,  being  hard  up,  she  became  a  monthly  nurse,  and  lived 
in  the  Eue  Barre-du-Bec.  Well,  she  went  out  to  nurse  an 
old  gentleman  that  had  a  disease  of  the  lurinary  guts  (saving 
your  présence)  ;  they  used  to  tap  him  like  an  artesian  well, 
and  he  needed  sueh  care  that  she  used  to  sleep  on  a  truekle- 
bed  in  the  same  room  with  him.  You  would  hardly  believe 
such  a  thing  ! — 'Men  respect  nothing,'  you'll  tell  me,  'so 
selfish  as  they  are.'  Well,  she  used  to  talk  with  him,  you 
understand  ;  she  never  left  him,  she  amused  him,  she  told  him 
stories,  she  drew  him  on  to  talk  (just  as  we  are  chatting  away 
together  now,  you  and  I,  eh?),  and  she  found  out  that  his 
nephews — the  old  gentleman  had  nephews — that  his  nephews 
were  wretches;  they  had  worried  him,  and  final  end  of 
it,  they  had  brought  on  this  illness.  Well,  my  dear  sir,  she 
saved  his  life,  he  married  her,  and  they  hâve  a  fine  child; 
Ma'am  Bordevin,  the  butcher's  wife  in  the  Eue  Chariot,  a 
relative  of  hers,  stood  godmother.    There  is  luck  for  j^ou  ! 

"As  for  me,  I  am  married;  and  if  I  bave  no  children,  I 
don't  mind  saying  that  it  is  Cibot's  fault  ;  he  is  too  fond  of 
me,  but  if  I  cared — never  mind.  What  would  hâve  become  of 
me  and  my  Cibot  if  we  had  had  a  family,  when  we  hâve  not 
a  penny  to  bless  ourselves  with  after  thirty  years'  of  faithful 
service?  I  bave  not  a  farthing  belonging  to  nobody  else,  that 
is  what  comforts  me.  I  bave  never  wronged  uobody. — Look 
hère,  suppose  now  (there  is  no  harm  in  supposing  when  you 
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will  bo  ont  ami  alunit  apiiii  in  bix  wtrks'  tiiiio,  aiul  sauiitcriii^f 
along  thc  boulovard)  ;  woll,  supiujsi'  thaï  you  luul  put  nie  down 
•iii  your  will  ;  very  good,  I  shouldn't  never  rest  till  I  had  found 
your  hoirs  and  given  tho  nioney  back.  Such  is  iiiy  honor 
of  anything  tliat  is  not  earned  by  tho  swcat  of  my  brow. 

"You  will  say  to  me,  'Wliy,  Mme.  Oiboi,  why  should  you 
worry  yourself  like  that  ?  You  hâve  l'airly  earned  the  money  ; 
you  looked  al'tor  your  two  gentlemen  as  ii"  they  had  been  your 
children;  you  saved  them  a  thousand  francs  a  year — '  (for 
there  are  plenty,  sir,  you  know,  that  would  hâve  had  their 
ten  thousand  franes  put  out  to  interest  by  now  if  they  had 
been  in  my  place) — 'so  if  the  worthy  gentleman  leaves  you 
a  irifle  of  an  annuity,  it  is  only  right.' — Suppose  they  told 
nie  that.  Well,  no;  I  ara  not  thinking  of  myself. — I  cannot 
think  how  some  women  can  do  a  kindness  thinking  of  them- 
selves  ail  the  time.  It  is  not  doing  good,  sir,  is  it?  I  do  not 
go  to  ehurch  myself,  I  haven't  the  time;  but  my  conscience 
tells  me  what  is  right.  .  .  .  Don't  you  lidget  like  that, 
my  lamb! — Don't  scratch  yuurself  !  .  .  .  Dear  me,  how 
yellow  you  grow  !  So  yellow  you  are — quite  brown.  How 
funny  it  is  that  one  can  come  to  look  like  a  lemon  in  three 
weeks!  .  .  .  Honesty  is  ail  that  poor  folk  bave,  and  one 
must  surely  hâve  something  !  Suppose  that  you  were  just  at 
death's  door,  I  should  be  the  first  to  tell  you  that  you  ought 
to  leave  ail  that  you  bave  to  M.  Schmucke.  It  is  your  duty, 
for  he  is  ail  the  family  you  hâve,  He  loves  you,  he  does,  as  a 
dog  loves  his  master." 

"Ah  !  yes,"  said  Pons  ;  "nobody  else  has  ever  loved  me  ail 
my  life  long " 

"Ah!  that  is  not  kind  of  you,  sir,"  said  Mme.  Cibot;  "then 
I  do  not  love  you,  I  suppose  ?" 

"I  do  not  say  so,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot." 

"Good.  Y^ou  take  me  for  a  servant,  do  you,  a  common 
servant,  as  if  I  hadn't  no  heart!  Goodness  me!  for  eleven 
years  you  do  for  two  old  baehelors,  you  think  of  nothing  but 
their  comfort.  I  hâve  turned  half  a  score  of  greengroeers' 
shops  upside  down  for  you,  I  hâve  talked  people  round  to  get 
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3'ou  good  Brie  cheese  ;  I  hâve  gone  down  as  far  as  the  niarket 
for  fresh  butter  for  you;  I  hâve  taken  such  care  of  things 
that  nothing  of  yours  hasn't  been  chipped  nor  broken  in  ail 
thèse  ten  years  ;  I  hâve  jnst  treated  you  like  niy  own  childrcn  ; 
and  then  to  hear  a  'My  dear  Mme.  Cibot,'  that  shows  that 
there  is  not  a  bit  of  feeling  for  you  in  the  heart  of  an  old 
gentleman  that  you  bave  eared  for  like  a  king's  son  !  for  the 
little  King  of  Eome  was  not  so  well  cared  for  as  3'ou  hâve  been. 
You  may  bet  that  he  was  not  as  well  looked  after.  Ile  dicd 
in  bis  prime;  there  is  proof  for  you.  .  .  .  Corne,  sir,  you 
are  unjust  !  You  are  ungrateful  !  It  is  beeause  I  am  only  a 
poor  portress.  Goodness  me  !  are  you  one  of  those  that  think 
we  are  dogs? " 


"But,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot " 

"Indeed,  you  that  know  so  much,  tell  me  why  we  porters 
are  treated  like  this,  and  are  supposed  to  hâve  no  feelings; 
people  look  down  on  us  in  thèse  days  when  they  talk  of  Equal- 
ity  ! — As  for  me,  am  I  not  as  good  as  another  woman,  I  that 
was  one  of  the  finest  women  in  Paris,  and  was  called  La  belle 
E cailler e,  and  received  déclarations  seven  or  eight  times  a 

day  ?    And  even  now  if  I  liked Look  hère,  sir,  you  know 

that  little  scrubby  marine  store-dealer  downstairs?  A^ery 
well,  he  would  marry  me  any  day,  if  I  were  a  widow  that  is, 
with  his  eyes  shut  ;  he  bas  had  them  looking  wide  open  in  my 
direction  so  of  ten  ;  he  is  always  saying,  *0h  !  what  fine  arms 
you  bave,  Ma'am  Cibot  ! — I  dreamed  last  night  that  it  was 
bread  and  I  was  butter,  and  I  was  spread  on  the  top.'  Look, 
sir,  there  is  an  arm  !" 

She  rolled  up  ber  sleeve  and  displayed  the  shapeliest  arm 
imaginable,  as  white  and  fresh  as  her  hand  was  red  and 
rough  ;  a  plump,  round,  dimpled  arm,  drawn  f rom  its  merino 
sheath  like  a  blade  from  the  scabbard  to  dazzle  Pons,  who 
looked  away. 

"For  every  oyster  the  knife  opened,  that  arm  bas  opencd 
a  heart  !  Well,  it  belongs  to  Cibot,  and  I  did  wrong  when  I 
neglected  him,  poor  dear;  he  would  throw  himself  over  a 
précipice  at  a  word  from  me;  while  you,  sir,  that  call  me 
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'My  doiir  Mmr.  Cibot'  when  I  do  impossible  tliin;,'s  for 
you " 

"Po  just  liston  to  nio,"  broko  in  the  pationt  ;  "I  ciinnot  oall 
you  niy  inothor,  nor  my  wife " 

"No.  nover  in  ail  niy  born  days  will  1  tako  again  to  any- 
body " 

"Do  let  me  spoak  !"  continucd  Pons.  "Let  me  see;  I  put  M. 
Schnnicke  first " 

"M.  Schnuieko  !  tlicre  is  a  hoart  for  you,"  cricd  La  Cibot. 
"Ah  !  he  loves  nie,  but  thon  hc  is  poor.  It  is  money  that 
deadens  the  hcart  :  and  you  are  rich  !  Oh,  well,  take  a  nurse, 
you  will  see  what  a  life  she  will  lead  you;  she  will  torment 
you,  you  will  be  likc  a  cockehafer  on  a  string.  The  doctor 
will  say  that  you  must  hâve  plenty  to  drink,  and  she  will  do 
nothing  but  feed  3'ou.  She  will  bring  you  to  your  grave  and 
rob  you.  You  do  not  deserve  to  hâve  a  Mme.  Cibot  ! — there  ! 
When  Dr.  Poulain  cornes,  ask  him  for  a  nurse." 

"Oh  fiddlestickend  !"  the  patient  cried  angrily.  "Will  you 
listen  to  me?  When  I  spoke  of  my  friend  Schmucke,  I  was 
not  thinking  of  women.  I  know  quite  well  that  no  one  cares 
for  me  so  sincerely  as  you  do,  you  and  Schmucke " 

"Hâve  the  goodness  not  to  irritate  yourself  in  this  way  !" 
exclaimed  La  Cibot,  plunging  down  upon  Pons  and  covering 
him  by  force  with  the  bedclothes. 

"How  should  I  not  love  you  ?"  said  poor  Pons. 

"You  love  me,  roally?  .  .  .  There,  there,  forgive  me, 
sir!"  she  said,  crying  and  wiping  lier  eyes.  "Ah,  yes,  of 
course,  you  love  me,  as  you  love  a  servant,  that  is  the  way  ! — 
a  servant  to  whom  you  throw  an  annuity  of  six  hundred 
francs  like  a  crust  you  fiing  into  a  dog's  kennel " 

"Oh!  Mme.  Cibot,"  cried  Pons,  "for  what  do  you  take  me? 
You  do  not  know  me." 

"Ah  !  you  will  care  even  more  than  that  for  me,"  she  said, 
meeting  Pons'  eyes.  "You  will  love  your  kind  old  Cibot  like 
a  mother,  will  you  not?  A  mother,  that  is  it  !  I  am  your 
mother;  you  are  both  of  you  my  children.  .  .  .  Ah,  if  I 
only  knew  them  that  caused  you  this  sorrow,  I  would  do  that 
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whicli  would  bring  me  into  thc  police-courts,  and  even  to 
prison;  I  would  tear  their  eyes  out  !  Such  people  deserve  to 
die  at  the  Barrière  Saint-Jacques,  and  that  is  too  good  for 
such  scoundrels.  .  .  .  So  kind,  so  good  as  you  are  (for 
you  hâve  a  heart  of  gold),  you  were  sent  into  the  world  to 
make  some  woman  happy  !  .  .  .  Yes,  you  would  hâve 
her  happy,  as  anybody  eau  see  ;  you  were  eut  out  for  that.  In 
the  very  beginning,  when  I  saw  how  you  were  with  M. 
Schmueke,  I  said  to  myself,  'M.  Pons  has  niissed  the  life  he 
was  meant  for;  he  was  niade  to  be  a  good  husband.'  Corne, 
now,  you  like  women." 

"Ah  yes,"  said  Pons,  "and  no  woman  has  been  mine." 
"Really  ?"  exclaimed  La  Cibot,  with  a  provocative  air  as  she 
came  nearer  and  took  Pons'  hand  in  hers.  "Do  you  not  know 
what  it  is  to  love  a  woman  that  will  do  anything  for  her 
lover  ?  Is  it  possible  ?  If  I  were  in  your  place,  I  should  not 
wish  to  leave  this  world  for  another  until  I  had  known  the 
greatest  happiness  on  earth  !  .  .  .  Poor  dear  !  If  I  was 
now  what  I  was  once,  I  would  leave  Cibot  for  you  !  upon  my 
Word,  I  would  !  Why,  with  a  nose  shaped  like  that — for  you 
hâve  a  fine  nose — how  did  you  manage  it,  poor  cherub? 
.  .  .  You  will  tell  me  that  ^not  every  woman  knows  a  man 
when  she  sees  him;'  and  a  pity  it  is  that  they  marry  so  at 
random  as  they  do,  it  makes  you  sorry  to  see  it. — Now,  for 
my  own  part,  I  should  hâve  thought  that  you  had  had  mis- 
tresses  by  the  dozen — dancers,  aetresses,  and  duchesses,  for 
you  went  out  so  much.  .  .  .  When  you  went  out,  I  used 
to  say  to  Cibot,  'Look  !  there  is  M.  Pons  going  a-gallivanting,' 
on  my  word,  I  did,  I  was  so  sure  that  women  ran  after  you. 
Heaven  made  you  for  love.  .  .  .  Why,  my  dear  sir,  I 
found  that  out  the  first  day  that  you  dined  at  home,  and  you 
were  so  touched  with  M.  Schmucke's  pleasure.  And  next 
day  M.  Schmueke  kept  saying  to  me,  'Montame  Zipod,  he  haf 
tined  hier,'  with  the  tears  in  his  eyes,  till  I  cried  aîong  with 
him  like  a  fool,  as  I  am.  And  how  sad  he  looked  when  you 
took  to  gadding  abroad  again  and  dining  out!  Poor  man, 
you  never  saw  any  one  so  disconsolate !    Ah!  you  are  quite 
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riglit  to  Icave  cvcrythin^  to  liim.  Dcar,  wortliy  man,  why, 
he  is  as  good  as  a  J'ainily  to  you,  ho  is  !  Do  not  l'orf^et  hiin; 
for  if  you  do,  God  will  not  reçoive  you  into  llis  Paradiso, 
for  those  that  havo  beeu  uii<;ratol'ul  to  their  friends  aud  Icft 
thein  110  rentes  will  not  go  to  heaven.'' 

In  vain  Pons  triod  to  put  in  a  word;  La  Cibot  talkod  as 
thc  wind  blows.  Means  of  arresting  steani-cnginos  havc  bccn 
iuvonted,  but  it  would  tax  a  niecbanioian's  gcnius  to  diseovcT 
any  plan  for  stopping  a  portress'  tonguo. 

"I  know  what  you  mean,"  continuod  shc.  "But  it  does  not 
kill  you,  my  dear  gentleman,  to  inake  a  will  when  you  are 
eut  of  healtb  ;  and  in  your  place  I  would  not  leave  that  poor 
dear  alone,  for  fear  that  somothing  might  happen;  he  is  like 
God  Almighty's  lamb,  he  knows  nothing  about  nothing,  and 
I  should  not  like  him  to  be  at  the  niorcy  of  those  sharks  of 
lawyers  aud  a  wretched  pack  of  relations.  Let  us  see  now, 
bas  one  of  them  corne  hère  to  see  you  in  twenty  years  ?  And 
would  you  leave  your  property  to  them  ?  Do  you  know,  they 
say  that  ail  thèse  thiugs  hère  are  worth  soraething." 

"Why,  yes,"  said  Pons. 

"Eémonencq,  who  deals  in  pictures,  aud  knows  that  you 
are  an  amateur,  says  that  he  would  bc  quite  ready  to  pay  you 
an  annuity  of  thirty  thousand  francs  so  long  as  you  live,  to 
hâve  the  pictures  af  terwards.  .  .  .  Thore  is  a  chance  ! 
If  I  were  you,  I  should  take  it.  Why,  I  thought  he  said  it 
for  a  joke  when  he  told  me  that.  You  ought  to  let  M. 
Schmucke  know  the  value  of  ail  those  things,  for  he  is  a  man 
that  could  be  cheated  like  a  child.  He  has  not  the  slightest 
idea  of  the  value  of  thèse  fine  things  that  you  hâve  !  He  so 
little  suspects  it,  that  he  would  give  them  away  for  a  morsel 
of  bread  if  he  did  not  keep  them  ail  his  life  for  love  of  you, 
always  supposing  that  he  livcs  after  you,  for  he  will  die  of 
your  death.  But  /  am  hère  ;  I  will  take  his  part  against  any- 
body  and  everj^body  !     ...     I  and  Cibot  will  défend  him." 

"Dear  Mme.  Cibot  !"  said  Pons,  "what  would  hâve  become 
of  me  if  it  had  not  been  for  you  and  Schmucke?"  He  felt 
touched  by  this  horrible  prattle;  the  feeling  in  it  seemed 
to  be  ingçnuous,  as  it  usually  is  in  the  speech  of  the  people. 
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"Ah  !  we  really  are  your  only  f  riends  on  earth,  that  is  very 
tme,  that  is.  But  two  good  hearts  are  worth  ail  the  families 
in  the  world. — Don't  talk  of  families  to  me  !  A  family,  as 
the  old  actor  said  of  the  tongue,  is  the  bcst  and  the  worst 
of  ail  things.  .  .  .  Where  are  those  relations  of  yours 
now  ?    Hâve  you  any  ?    I  hâve  never  seen  theni " 

"They  hâve  broiight  me  to  lie  hère,"  said  Pons,  with  intense 
bitterness. 

"So  you  hâve  relations  !  .  .  .  "  cried  La  Cibot,  spring- 
ing  up  as  if  her  easy-chair  had  been  lieated  red-hot.  '"'Oh, 
well,  they  are  a  nice  lot,  are  your  relations  !  What  !  thèse 
three  weeks — for  this  is  the  twentieth  day,  to-day,  that  you 
hâve  been  ill  and  like  to  die — in  thèse  three  weeks  they  hâve 
not  corne  once  to  ask  for  news  of  you?  That's  a  trifle  too 
strong,  that  is  !  .  .  .  Why,  in  your  place,  I  would  leave 
ail  I  had  to  the  Foundling  Hospital  sooner  than  give  them 
one  f  arthing  !" 

"Well,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot,  I  meant  to  leave  ail  that  I  had 
to  a  first  cousin  once  removed,  the  daughter  of  my  first  cousin. 
Président  Camusot,  you  know,  who  came  hère  one  morning 
nearly  two  months  ago." 

"Oh  !  a  little  stout  man  who  sent  his  servants  to  beg  your 
pardon — for  his  wife's  blunder? — The  housemaid  came  ask- 
ing  me  questions  about  you,  an  affected  old  créature  she  is, 
my  fingers  itched  to  give  her  velvet  tippet  a  dusting  with 
my  broom  handle  !  A  servant  wearing  a  velvet  tippet  !  did 
anybody  ever  see  the  like?  No,  upon  my  word,  the  world  is 
turned  upside  down  ;  what  is  the  use  of  making  a  Eevolution  ? 
Dine  twice  a  day  if  you  can  afford  it,  you  scamps  of  rich  folk  ! 
But  laws  are  no  good,  I  tell  you,  and  nothing  will  be  safe  if 
Louis-Philippe  does  not  keep  people  in  their  places  ;  for,  after 
ail,  if  we  are  ail  equal,  eh,  sir?  a  housemaid  didn't  ought 
to  hâve  a  velvet  tippet,  while  I,  Mme.  Cibot,  haven't  one, 
after  thirty  years  of  honest  work. — There  is  a  pretty  thing 
for  you!  People  ought  to  be  able  to  tell  who  you  are.  A 
housemaid  is  a  housemaid,  just  as  I  myself  am  a  portress. 
Why  do  they  hâve  silk  epaulettes  in  the  army  ?  Let  everybody 
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kcop  tlioir  place.  Look  bore,  do  you  want  me  to  tell  you 
wlial  ail  this  cornes  to?  Vcry  wcll.  l'rancc  is  going  to  thc 
dogs.  ...  If  the  EmiHM-or  had  bccii  lioro,  things  woiiM 
hâve  been  vevy  différent,  woukln't  tbey,  sir?  .  .  .  So  I 
said  to  Cibot,  I  said,  'See  hère,  Cibot,  a  house  wherc  tho 
servants  wear  vclvet  tîppets  belongs  to  people  that  bave  no 
heart  in  them '  " 

"N"o  heart  in  them,  that  is  just  it,"  repoatcd  Pons.  And 
vvitb  that  he  began  to  tell  Mme.  Cibot  aboiit  bis  troubles  and 
mortifications,  shc  pouring  ont  abuse  of  the  relations  thc 
wbile  and  showing  exceeding  tendcrness  on  every  fresh  sen- 
tence in  the  sad  history.    She  fairly  wept  at  last. 

To  understand  the  sudden  intimacy  between  tbo  old  mu- 
sician  and  Mme.  Cibot,  you  hâve  only  to  imagine  the  position 
of  an  old  bachelor  lying  on  bis  bed  of  pain,  seriously  ill  for 
the  first  time  in  bis  life.  Pons  felt  that  he  was  alone  in  the 
world;  the  days  that  he  spent  by  himself  were  ail  the  longer 
because  he  was  struggling  with  the  indefinable  nausea  of  a 
liver  complaint  which  blackens  the  brightest  life.  Cut  off 
from  ail  bis  many  interests,  the  sufferer  falls  a  victim  to  a 
kind  of  nostalgia  ;  he  regrets  the  many  sigbts  to  be  seen  for 
nothing  in  Paris.  The  isolation,  the  darkened  days,  the  suf- 
fering  that  affects  the  mind  and  spirits  even  more  than  the 
body,  the  emptiness  of  the  life, — ail  thèse  things  tend  to  in- 
duce him  to  cling  to  the  human  being  wbo  waits  on  hii.i  as 
a  drowned  man  clings  to  a  plank;  and  this  especially  if  the 
bachelor  patient's  character  is  as  weak  as  bis  nature  is  scnsi- 
tive  and  credulous. 

Pons  was  charmed  to  hear  La  Cibot's  tittle-tattle. 
Schmucke,  Mme.  Cibot,  and  Dr.  Poulain  meant  ail  humanity 
to  him  now,  when  bis  sickroom  became  the  universe.  If  in- 
valid's  thoughts,  as  a  rule,  never  travel  beyond  in  the  little 
space  over  which  their  eyes  can  wander;  if  their  selfisbness, 
in  its  narrow  sphère,  subordinates  ail  créatures  and  ail  things 
to  itself,  you  can  imagine  the  lengths  to  which  an  old  bachelor 
may  go.  Before  three  weeks  were  ont  he  had  even  gone  so 
far  as  to  regret,  once  and  again,  that  he  had  not  married 
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Madeleine  Vivet  !  Mme.  Cibot,  tço,  had  inadc  immense 
progress  in  his  esteem  in  those  three  weeks;  without  her  he 
felt  that  he  should  hâve  been  utterly  lost;  for  as  for 
Schmucke,  the  poor  invalid  looked  upon  him  as  a  second  Pons. 
La  Cibot's  prodigious  art  consisted  in  expressing  Pons'  ovm. 
ideas,  and  this  she  did  quite  unconsciously. 

"Ah  !  hère  cornes  the  doctor  !"  she  exclaimed,  as  the  bell 
rang,  and  away  she  went,  knowing  very  well  that  Rémonencq 
had  come  with  the  Jew. 

"Make  no  noise,  gentlemen,"  said  she,  "he  must  not  know 
anything.  He  is  ail  on  the  fidget  when  his  precious  treasnres 
are  concerned." 

"A  walk  round  will  be  enough,"  said  the  Hebrew,  armed 
with  a  magnifying-glass  and  a  lorgnette. 

Tlie  greater  part  of  Pons'  collection  was  installed  in  a  great 
old-fashioned  salon  snch  as  Freneh  architects  used  to  build 
for  the  old  noblesse;  a  room  twenty-five  feet  broad,  some 
thirty  feet  in  length,  and  thirteen  in  height.  Pons'  pictures 
to  the  nnmber  of  sixty-seven  hnng  npon  the  white-and-gold 
paneled  walls;  time,  however,  had  reddened  the  gold  and  soft- 
ened  the  white  to  an  ivory  tint,  so  that  the  whole  was  toned 
down,  and  the  gênerai  efïect  subordinated  to  the  effect  of 
the  pictures.  Fourteen  statues  stood  on  pedestals  set  in 
the  corners  of  the  room,  or  among  the  pictures,  or  on  brackets 
inlaid  by  Boule;  sideboards  of  carved  ebony,  royally  rich, 
surrounded  the  walls  to  elbow  height,  ail  the  shelves  filled 
with  curiosities;  in  the  middle  of  the  room  stood  a  row  of 
carved  credence-tables,  covered  with  rare  miracles  of  handi- 
craft — with  ivories  and  bronzes,  wood-earvings  and  enamels, 
jcwelry  and  porcelain. 

As  soon  as  Elie  Magus  cntered  the  sanctuary,  he  went 
straight  to  the  four  masterpieces  ;  he  saw  at  a  glance  that 
thèse  were  the  gems  of  Pons'  collection,  and  masters  lacking 
in  his  own.  For  Elie  Magus  thèse  were  the  naturalist's  de- 
siderata  for  whieh  men  undertake  long  voyages  from  east  to 
west,  through  déserts  and  tropical  countries,  across  southern 
savannahs,  through  virgin  forests. 
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Tho  firsl  wns  a  paintinjx  hy  Scljustian  dcl  riomhd,  tlie 
second  a  I"ia  Hartoloininoo  dolla  l'orta,  tlio  thii-d  a  llohboina 
landscapu,  and  llic  rdurth  and  last  a  Diiror — a  portrait  of  a 
woman.  l'\)ur  diainonds  indccd  !  In  tlic  historv  of  art,  Sé- 
bastian del  rionibo  is  like  a  sliining  point  in  wbich  tlirco 
tichools  nieet,  eacli  brin<i;iug  its  pre-cniinent  qnalities.  A  Ve- 
nctiau  paintor,  lie  came  to  Konie  to  learn  the  nianner  oC 
Eapliael  uiulor  tbo  direction  of  Michael  Angelo,  who  woiild 
fain  oppose  Kapbael  on  his  own  pjround  by  pittin<:j  one  of  bis 
own  lientenants  against  tlio  rei<ïnin,i;  l<iii.iî  of  art.  And  so 
it  came  to  pass  tliat  in  Del  Piombo's  indolent  genius  Venetian 
color  was  blended  with  Florentine  composition  and  a  somc- 
thing  of  Eapbael's  manner  in  the  few  pictures  which  he 
deigned  to  paint,  and  the  sketches  were  made  for  him,  it  is 
said,  bj'  Michael  Angelo  himself. 

If  yoii  would  see  the  perfection  to  which  the  paintor  at- 
tained  (arnied  as  he  was  with  triple  power),  go  to  the  TiOuvre 
and  look  at  the  Baccio  Bandinelli  portrait;  you  might  place 
it  beside  Titian's  Man  with  a  Glove,  or  by  that  other  Portrait 
of  an  Old  Man  in  which  Eaphael's  consummate  skill  blends 
with  Correggio's  art;  or,  again,  compare  it  with  Lconardo  da 
Vinci's  Charles  VIII.,  and  the  picture  would  scarcely  losc. 
The  four  pearls  are  equal  ;  therc  is  the  same  histre  and  sheen, 
the  same  rounded  completeness,  the  same  brilliancy.  Art  can 
go  no  fnrther  than  this.  Art  has  risen  above  Nature,  since 
Xature  only  gives  her  créatures  a  few  brief  3'ears  of  life. 

Pons  possessed  one  examplc  of  this  immortal  great  genius 
and  incura bly  indolent  paintcr;  it  was  a  Kniçjht  of  Malta, 
a  Templar  kneeling  in  praycr.  The  picture  was  paintcd  on 
slate,  and  in  its  unfadcd  color  and  its  finish  was  immeasurably 
finer  than  the  Baccio  Bandinelli. 

Fra  Bartolommeo  was  reprcsented  by  a  Hohj  Famihj,  which 
many  connoisseurs  might  bave  taken  for  a  Raphaël.  The 
Hobbema  would  hâve  fetched  sixty  thousand  francs  at  a  pub- 
lic sale;  and  as  for  the  Diirer,  it  was  equal  to  the  famous 
Holzschuer  portrait  at  Nuremberg  for  which  the  Kings  of 
Bavaria,,  Holland,  and  Prussia  havc  vainly  ofïered  two  hun- 
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dred  thoiisand  francs  again  and  again.  Was  it  the  portrait 
of  the  wife  or  the  daughter  of  Holzschuer,  Albrecht  Dûrer's 
Personal  friend? — The  hypothesis  seenis  to  be  a  eertainty, 
for  the  attitude  of  the  figure  in  Pons'  picture  suggests  that  it 
is  meant  for  a  pendant,  the  position  of  the  coat-of-arms  is  the 
same  as  in  the  Nuremberg  portrait;  and,  finally,  the  œtatis 
suœ  XLI.  accords  perfectly  with  the  âge  inscribed  on  the  pic- 
ture religiously  kept  by  the  Holzschuers  of  Nuremberg,  and 
but  recently  engraved. 

The  tears  stood  in  Elie  Magus'  eyes  as  he  looked  from  one 
masterpiece  to  another.  He  turned  round  to  La  Cibot,  "^'I  will 
give  you  a  commission  of  two  thousand  francs  on  each  of  the 
pictures  if  you  ean  arrange  that  I  shall  hâve  them  for  forty 
thousand  francs,"  he  said.  La  Cibot  was  amazed  at  this  good 
fortune  dropped  froni  the  sky.  Admiration,  or,  to  be  more 
aceurate,  délirions  joy,  had  wrought  such  havoc  in  the  Jew's 
brain,  that  it  had  actually  unsettled  his  habituai  greed,  and  he 
fell  headlong  into  enthusiasm,  as  you  see. 

"And  I  ? "  put  in  Rémonencq,  who  knew  nothing  about 

pictures. 

"Everything  hère  is  equally  good,"  the  Jew  said  cunningly, 
lowering  his  voiee  for  Rémonencq's  ear;  "take  ten  pictures 
just  as  they  come  and  on  the  same  conditions.  Your  fortune 
will  be  made." 

Again  the  three  thieves  looked  each  other  in  the  face,  each 
one  of  thera  overcome  with  the  keenest  of  ail  joys — sated 
greed.  Ail  of  a  sudden  the  sick  man's  voice  rang  through  tlie 
room;  the  tones  vibrated  like  the  strokes  of  a  bell: 

"Who  is  there  ?"  called  Pons. 

"Monsieur  !  just  go  back  to  bed  !"  exclaimed  La  Cibot, 
springing  upon  Pons  and  dragging  him  by  main  force.  "What 
next  !  Hâve  you  a  mind  to  kill  yourself? — Very  well,  then, 
it  is  not  Dr.  Poulain,  it  is  Rémonencq,  good  soûl,  so  anxious 
that  he  has  come  to  ask  after  you  ! — Everybody  is  so  fond  of 
you  that  the  whole  house  is  in  a  fiutter.  So  what  is  there 
to  fear?" 

"It  seems  to  me  that  there  are  several  of  you,"  said  Pons. 
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'Several?  that  is  good  !  W'hat  next  !  Are  you  Jreaming? 
— You  will  go  olF  your  lirad  hcfore  you  luive  dono,  upon  uiy 
wordl — llere,  look!" — and  La  Cibot  ilung  ojjcn  llie  door, 
signcd  to  Magus  to  go,  and  beckoued  to  Ivéïnoncneq. 

"Well,  my  dcar  sir,"  said  the  Auvergnat,  now  supplied  with 
poniething  to  say,  "I  just  came  to  ask  after  you,  for  the  whole 
liouse  is  alarnicd  about  you. — Xobody  likes  Death  to  set  foot 
in  a  house! — And  lastly,  Daddy  ]\Ionistrol,  whom  you  know 
vory  well,  told  me  to  tell  you  tbat  if  you  wanted  money  lie 
was  at  your  service " 

"He  sent  you  hère  to  take  a  look  round  ai  niy  knick- 
knacks  !"  returned  the  old  collector  froui  his  bed  ;  and  the 
sour  tones  of  his  voice  were  full  of  suspicion. 

A  sufferer  from  liver  complaint  nearly  always  takes  mo- 
mcntary  and  spécial  dislikes  to  some  person  or  thing,  and  con- 
centrâtes ail  his  ill-humor  upon  the  object.  Pons  imagined 
that  some  one  had  designs  upon  his  precious  collection;  the 
thought  of  guarding  it  became  a  fixed  idea  with  him; 
Schmuckc  was  continually  sont  to  see  if  any  one  had  stolen 
into  the  sanctuary. 

"Your  collection  is  fine  enough  to  attract  the  attention  of 
chineurs"  Eémonencq  answered  astutely.  "I  am  not  much  in 
the  art  line  myself  ;  but  you  are  supposed  to  be  such  a  great 
connoisseur,  sir,  that,  little  as  I  know,  I  would  willingly  buy 
your  collection,  sir,  with  my  eyes  shut — supposing,  for  in- 
stance, that  you  should  need  money  some  time  or  other,  for 
nothing  costs  so  much  as  thèse  confounded  illnesses;  there 
was  my  sister  now,  when  she  had  a  bad  turn,  she  spent  thirty 
sous  on  medicine  in  ten  days,  when  she  would  hâve  got  better 
again  just  as  well  without.  Doctors  are  rascals  that  take  ad- 
vantage  of  your  condition  to " 

"Thank  you,  good-day,  good-day,"  broke  in  Pons,  eying  the 
marine  store-dealer  uneasily. 

"I  will  go  to  the  door  with  him,  for  fear  he  should  touch 
something,"  La  Cibot  whispered  to  her  patient. 

"Yes,  yes,"  answered  the  invalid,  thnnking  her  by  a  glanée. 
^  La  Cibot  shut  the  bedroom  door  behind  her,  and  Pons'  sus- 
picions awoke  again  at  once. 
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She  fouud  Magus  standing  motionless  before  the  four  pic- 
tures.  His  immobility,  liis  admiration,  can  only  be  under- 
stood  by  other  soûls  open  to  idéal  beauty,  to  the  ineffable  joy 
of  beholding  art  made  perfeet:  such  as  thèse  can  stand  for 
whole  hours  before  the  Antiope — Correggio's  masterpiece — 
before  Leonardo's  Gioconda,  Titian's  Mistress,  Andréa  del 
Sarto's  Holi/  Family,  Domeuichino's  Children  Among  the 
Flowers,  Eaphael's  little  cameo,  or  his  Portrait  of  an  Old  Man 
— Art's  greatest  masterpieces. 

"Be  quick  and  go,  and  make  no  noise,"  said  La  Cibot. 

The  Jew  walked  slowly  backwards,  giving  the  pictures  such 
a  farewell  gaze  as  a  lover  gives  his  love.  Outside  on  the  land- 
ing,  La  Cibot  tapped  his  bony  arm.  His  rapt  contemplation 
had  put  an  idea  into  her  head. 

"Make  it  four  thousand  francs  for  each  picture,"  said  she, 
"or  I  do  nothing." 

"I  am  so  poor  !  .  .  ."  began  Magus.  "I  want  the  pic- 
tures simply  for  their  own  sake,  simply  and  solely  for  the 
love  of  art,  my  dear  lady." 

"I  can  understand  that  love,  sonny,  you  are  so  dried  up. 
But  if  you  do  not  promise  me  sixteen  thousand  francs  now, 
before  Eémonencq  hère,  I  shall  want  twenty  to-morrow." 

"Sixteen  ;  I  promise,"  returned  the  Jew,  f rightened  by  the 
woman's  rapacity. 

La  Cibot  turned  to  Eémonencq. 

"What  oath  can  a  Jew  swear?"  she  inquired. 

"You  may  trust  him,"  replied  the  marine  store-dealer. 
"He  is  as  honest  as  I  am." 

"Very  well  ;  and  you  ?"  asked  she,  "if  I  get  him  to  sell  them 
to  you,  what  will  you  give  me?" 

"Half-share  of  profits,"  Eémonencq  answered  briskly. 

"I  would  rather  hâve  a  lump  sum,"  returned  La  Cibot  ;  "I 
am  not  in  business  myself." 

"You  understand  business  uncommonly  well  !"  put  in  Elie 
Magus,  smiling;  "a  famous  saleswoman  you  would  make!" 

"I  want  her  to  take  me  into  partnership,  me  and  my  goods," 
said  the  Auvergnat,  as  he  took  La  Cibot's  plump  arm  and  gave 
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it  ])lavful  laps  like  haiiiiiicr-strokt'S.  "1  ilon't  ask  lier  Id  bring 
aiivtliin^'  into  (lie  firni  but  her  good  looks!  Vou  are  inakin^' 
a  inistako  when  you  stick  to  yo^""  'l'mk  of  a  Cibol  aiul  bis 
needle.  Is  a  little  bit  of  a  porter  tbo  inan  to  make  a  woman 
rich — a  fine  woman  like  yoii  ?  Ali,  wliat  a  figure  you  would 
niake  in  a  sbop  on  tbe  boulevard,  ail  anioug  tlie  eiiriosilies, 
gossiping  witli  amateurs  and  twisting  tliem  round  your  fin- 
gers!  Jiist  you  leave  yonr  lodge  as  soon  as  you  bave  li ned 
vour  purse  hère,  and  vou  sliall  sec  wbat  will  bcconH'  of  us 
i)oth." 

"Lined  my  pnrse!"  cried  Cibol.  "1  am  inca])able  ol"  lakiiig 
tbe  wortli  of  a  single  pin;  you  mind  tbat,  Kéinoneneci  !  1  ani 
known  in  tbe  neigbborbood  for  an  bonest  wonian,  I  am." 

La  Cibot's  eyes  fiashed  fire. 

''Tbere,  never  mind,"  said  Elie  Magus;  "tbis  Auvergnat 
seems  to  be  too  fond  of  you  to  niean  to  insuit  you." 

"Hovi'  sbe  would  draw  on  tbe  customers  !"  cried  tbe  Auver- 
gnat. 

;Mme.  Cibot  softened  at  tbis. 

"Be  fair,  sonnies/'  (juoth  she,  "and  judge  for  yourselves 
how  I  am  placed.  Tbose  ten  years  past  I  bave  been  wearing 
my  life  out  for  thèse  two  old  bacbelors  yonder,  and  neitbcr  nf 
them  bas  given  nie  anytbing  but  words.  Eémonencq  will  tell 
you  that  I  feed  them  by  eontraet,  and  lose  twenty  or  thirty 
sous  a  day  ;  ail  my  savings  hâve  gone  that  way,  by  the  soûl  of 
my  mother  (the  only  autbor  of  my  days  that  I  ever  knew), 
this  is  as  true  as  that  I  live,  and  tbat  tbis  is  the  light  of  day, 
and  may  my  cofîee  poison  me  if  I  lie  about  a  farthing.  Well, 
there  is  one  up  there  that  will  die  soon,  eh?  and  he  the  richer 
of  the  two  that  I  bave  treated  like  my  own  children.  Would 
you  believe  it,  my  dear  sir,  I  hâve  told  him  over  and  over 
again  for  days  past  that  he  is  at  death's  door  (for  Dr.  Poulain 
has  given  him  up),  and  yet,  if  the  old  hunks  had  never 
heard  of  me,  he  could  not  say  less  about  putting  my  name 
down  in  bis  will.  We  shall  only  get  our  due  by  taking  it,  upon 
my  Word,  as  an  honest  woman,  for  as  for  trusting  to  the 
next-of-kin! — No  fear!  There!  look  you  hère,  words  don't 
stink  ;  it  is  a  bad  world  !" 
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"That  is  true,"  Elle  Magus  answered  cunningly,  "that  is 
true;  and  it  is  just  the  like  of  us  that  are  among  the  best," 
lie  added,  looking  at  Kémonencq. 

"Just  let  me  be,"  returned  La  Cibot  ;  "I  am  not  speaking 
of  you.  'Pressing  company  is  always  accepted/  as  the  old 
actor  said.  I  swear  to  you  that  the  two  gentlemen  already 
owe  me  nearly  three  thousand  francs  ;  the  little  I  hâve  is  gone 
by  now  in  medicine  and  things  on  their  aceount  ;  and  now  sup- 
pose they  refuse  to  recognize  my  advances  ?  I  am  so  stupidly 
honest  that  I  did  not  dare  to  say  nothing  to  them  about  it. 
Now,  you  that  are  in  business,  my  dear  sir,  do  you  advise  me 
to  go  to  a  lawyer  ?" 

"A  lawyer?"  cried  Eémonencq;  "you  know  more  about  it 
than  ail  the  lawyers  put  together " 

Just  at  that  moment  a  sound  echoed  in  the  great  staircase, 
a  sound  as  if  some  heavy  body  had  fallen  in  the  dining-room. 

"Oh,  goodness  me  !"  exclaimed  La  Cibot  ;  "it  seems  to  me 
that  monsieur  has  just  taken  a  ticket  for  the  ground  floor." 

She  pushed  her  fellow-conspirators  out  at  the  door,  and 
while  the  pair  descended  the  stairs  with  remarkable  agility, 
she  ran  to  the  dining-room,  and  there  beheld  Pons,  in  his 
shirt,  stretched  out  upon  the  tiles.  He  had  fainted.  She 
lifted  him  as  if  he  had  been  a  feather,  carried  him  back  to 
his  room,  laid  him  in  bed,  burned  feathers  under  his  nose, 
bathed  his  temples  with  eau-de-cologne,  and  at  last  brought 
him  to  consciousness.  When  she  saw  his  eyes  unclose  and 
life  return,  she  stood  over  him,  hands  on  bips. 

"No  slippers  !  In  your  shirt  !  That  is  the  way  to  kill  your- 
self  !  Why  do  you  suspect  me  ? — If  this  is  to  be  the  way  of 
it,  I  wish  you  good-day,  sir.  Hère  hâve  I  served  you  thèse 
ten  years,  I  hâve  spent  money  on  you  till  my  savings  are  ail 
gone,  to  spare  trouble  to  that  poor  M.  Schmucke,  crying  like 
a  child  on  the  stairs — and  this  is  my  reward  !  You  bave  been 
spying  on  me.  God  has  punished  you  !  It  serves  you  right  ! 
Hère  am  I  straining  myself  to  carry  you,  running  the  risk 
of  doing  myself  a  misehief  that  I  shall  feel  ail  my  days.  Oh 
dear,  oh  dear  !  and  the  door  lef  t  open  too " 
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"You  woro  talkiiig  with  sonic  ono.     Wlio  was  it?" 

''Ilcre  arc  notions!"  cricd  La  Cibot.  "What  noxt  !  Am 
I  Your  bond-slave?  Am  I  to  givc  account  of  iiiyself  to  you? 
Do  you  know  that  if  you  botber  me  like  lliis,  I  shall  rlcar  ont  ! 
You  shall  take  a  nurse." 

Frightcued  by  this  thrcai,  Pons  unwittingly  allowcd  La 
Cibot  to  sec  the  extent  of  the  power  of  her  sword  of  Da modes. 

"It  is  my  illness  !"  he  pleadcd  piteously. 

"It  is  as  you  please,"  La  Cibot  answered  roughly. 

She  went.  Pons,  confused,  remorseful,  admiring  his  nurse'a 
seolding  dévotion,  rcproached  himself  for  his  behavior.  I^he 
fall  on  the  paved  floor  of  the  dining-room  had  .shaken  aud 
bruised  him,  and  aggravated  his  illness,  but  Pons  was  scarcely 
conscious  of  his  physical  sufîerings. 

La  Cibot  met  Sehmucke  on  the  staircase. 

"Corne  hère,  sir,"  she  said.  "There  is  bad  news,  that  there 
is  !  M.  Pons  is  going  ofî  his  head  !  Just  think  of  it  !  he 
got  up  with  nothing  on,  he  came  after  me — and  down  he 
corne  full-length.  Ask  him  why — he  knows  nothing  about  it. 
He  is  in  a  bad  way.  I  did  nothing  to  provoke  such  violence, 
unless,  perhaps,  I  waked  up  ideas  by  talking  to  him  of  his 
early  amours.  Who  knows  men  ?  Old  libertines  that  they  are. 
I  ought  not  to  hâve  shown  him  my  arms  when  his  cyes  were 
glittering  like  carhucJcles." 

Sehmucke  listened.  Mme.  Cibot  might  bave  been  talking 
Hebrew  for  anything  that  he  understood. 

"I  hâve  given  myself  a  wrench  that  I  shall  feel  ail  my 
days,"  added  she,  making  as  though  she  were  in  great  pain. 
(Her  arms  did,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  ache  a  little,  and  the  mus- 
eular  fatigue  suggested  an  idea,  whieh  she  proceeded  to  turn 
to  profit.)  "So  stupid  I  am.  When  I  saw  him  lying  there 
on  the  floor,  I  just  took  him  up  in  my  arms  as  if  he  had  been 
a  ehild,  and  carried  him  baek  to  bed,  I  did.  And  I  strained 
myself,  I  can  feel  it  now.  Ah  !  how  it  hurts  ! — I  am  going 
downstairs.  Look  after  our  patient.  I  will  send  Cibot  for 
Dr.  Poulain.    I  had  rather  die  outright  than  be  crippled." 

La  Cibot  crawled  downstairs,  clinging  to  the  banisters,  and 
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writhing  and  groaning  so  piteously  that  the  tenants,  in  alarm, 
came  out  upon  their  landings.  Sehmucke  supported  the  suf- 
fering  créature,  and  told  the  story  of  La  Cibot's  dévotion,  the 
tears  rimning  down  his  cheeks  as  he  spoke.  Before  very  long 
the  whole  house,  the  whole  neighborhood  indeed,  had  heard 
of  Mme.  Cibot's  heroism;  she  had  given  herself  a  dangerous 
strain,  it  was  said,  with  lifting  one  of  the  "nutcrackers." 

Sehmucke  meanwhile  went  to  Pons'  bedside  with  the  taie. 
Their  factotum  was  in  a  frightful  state.  "What  shall  we 
do  without  her?"  they  said,  as  they  looked  at  each  other; 
but  Pons  was  so  plainly  the  worse  for  his  escapade,  that 
Sehmucke  did  not  dare  to  scold  him. 

"Gonfounded  pric-à-prac!  I  would  sooner  purn  dem  dan 
loose  mein  f  riend  !"  he  eried,  when  Pons  told  him  of  the  cause 
of  the  accident.  "To  susbect  Montame  Zipod,  dot  lend  us 
her  safings  !     It  is  not  goot  ;  but  it  is  der  illness " 

"Ah  !  what  an  illness  !  I  am  not  the  same  man,  I  can  feel 
it,"  said  Pons.  "My  dear  Sehmucke,  if  only  you  did  not 
suffer  through  me  !" 

"Scold  me,"  Sehmucke  answered,  "und  leaf  Montame  Zipod 
in  beace." 

As  for  Mme.  Cibot,  she  soon  recovered  in  Dr.  Poulain's 
hands  ;  and  her  restoration,  bordering  on  the  miraculous,  shed 
additional  lustre  on  her  name  and  famé  in  the  Marais.  Pons 
attributed  the  success  to  the  excellent  constitution  of  the 
patient,  who  resumed  her  ministrations  seven  days  later,  to 
the  great  satisfaction  of  her  two  gentlemen.  Her  influence 
in  their  household  and  her  tyranny  was  increased  a  hundred- 
fold  by  the  accident.  In  the  course  of  a  week,  the  two  nut- 
crackers  ran  into  debt;  Mme.  Cibot  paid  the  outstanding 
amounts,  and  took  the  opportunity  to  obtain  from  Sehmucke 
(how  easily!)  a  receipt  for  two  thousand  francs,  which  she 
had  lent,  she  said,  to  the  friends. 

"Oh,  what  a  doctor  M.  Poulain  is  !"  cried  La  Cibot,  for 
Pons'  benefit.  "He  will  bring  you  through,  my  dear  sir,  for 
he  pulled  me  out  of  my  coffin  !  Cibot,  poor  man,  thought  I 
was  dead.     .     .     .     Well,   Dr.   Poulain  will  hâve  told  you 
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that  whilo  1  was  in  bed  1  lh()u<;ht  of  notliing  but  you.    'God 
abovo/  said  I,  'tako  me,  aud  let  niy  dear  M.  Pons  live '  " 

"Poor  di^ar  Mme  Cibot,  you  ail  but  crippled  yoursolt'  for 
me." 

"Ah!  but  for  Dr.  Poulain  1  siio\ild  hâve  Ix'on  |)ut  to  bed 
with  a  sliovel  by  now,  as  wc  shall  ail  be  ono  day.  Wcll,  what 
must  be,  must,  as  the  old  actor  said.  One  must  lake  things 
philosophically.    llow  did  you  get  on  without  me?" 

"Schmucke  nursed  me,"  said  the  invalid;  ''but  our  poor 
money-box  and  our  lessons  hâve  suiïered.  1  do  not  know  how 
he  managed.  " 

"Calm  yoursclf,  Bons,"  exclaimed  Schmucke;  "ve  haf  in 
Zipod  ein  panker " 

"Do  not  speak  of  it,  ray  lamb.  You  are  our  chiidren,  both 
of  you,"  cried  La  Cibot.  "Our  savings  will  be  well  invested; 
you  are  safer  than  the  Bank.  So  long  as  we  hâve  a  morsel  of 
bread,  half  of  it  is  yours.    It  is  not  worth  mentioning " 

"Boor  ^Montame  Zipod  !"  said  Schmucke,  and  he  went. 

Pons  said  nothing. 

"Would  you  believe  it,  my  cherub?"  said  La  Cibot,  as  the 
sick  man  tossed  uneasily,  "in  my  agony — for  it  was  a  near 
squeak  for  me — the  thing  that  worried  me  raost  was  the 
thought  that  I  must  leave  you  alone,  with  no  one  to  look  after 
you,  and  my  poor  Cibot  without  a  farthing.  .  .  .  My  savings 
are  such  a  trifle,  that  I  only  mention  them  in  connection  with 
my  death  and  Cibot,  an  angel  that  he  is  !  No.  He  nursed  me 
as  if  I  had  been  a  queen,  he  did,  and  cried  like  a  calf  over 
me  !  .  .  .  But  I  counted  on  you,  upon  my  word.  I  said 
to  him,  'There,  Cibot  !  my  gentlemen  will  not  let  you 
starve '  " 

Pons  made  no  reply  to  this  thrust  ad  testamentum  ;  but  as 
the  portress  waited  for  him  to  say  something — "I  shall  recom- 
mend  you  to  M.  Schmucke,"  he  said  at  last. 

"Ah!"  cried  La  Cibot,  "whatever  you  do  will  be  right;  I 
trust  in  you  and  your  heart.  Let  us  never  talk  of  this  again  ; 
you  make  me  feel  ashamed,  my  cherub.  Think  of  getting 
better;  you  will  outlive  us  ail  yet." 
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Profound  imeasiness  filled  Mme.  Cibot's  mind.  She  cast 
about  for  some  way  of  making  the  sick  man  understand  that 
she  expected  a  legacy.  That  evening,  when  Schmucke  was 
eating  his  diniier  as  iisual  by  Pons'  bedside,  she  weiit  ont, 
hoping  to  find  Dr.  Poulain  at  home. 

Dr.  Poulain  lived  in  the  Eue  d'Orléans  in  a  small  ground 
floor  establishment,  consisting  of  a  lobby,  a  sitting-room, 
and  two  bedrooms.  A  closet,  opening  into  the  lobby  and  the 
bedroom,  had  been  turned  into  a  study  for  the  doctor.  The 
kitchen,  the  servant's  bedroom,  and  a  small  cellar  were  situ- 
ated  in  a  wing  of  the  house,  a  huge  pile  built  in  the  time  of 
the  Empire,  on  the  site  of  an  old  mansion  of  which  the  garden 
still  remained,  though  it  had  been  divided  among  the  three 
ground  floor  tenants. 

Nothing  had  been  changed  in  the  doctor's  house  since  it 
was  built.  Paint  and  paper  and  ceilings  were  ail  redolent 
of  the  Empire.  The  grimy  deposits  of  forty  years  lay  thick 
on  walls  and  ceilings,  on  paper  and  paint  and  mirrors  and 
gilding.  And  yet,  this  little  establishment,  in  the  depths  of 
the  Marais,  paid  a  rent  of  a  thousand  francs. 

Mme.  Poulain,  the  doctors  mother,  aged  sixty-seven,  was 
ending  her  days  in  the  second  bedroom.  She  worked  for  a 
breeches-maker,  stitching  men's  leggings,  breeches,  belts,  and 
braces,  anything,  in  fact,  that  is  made  in  a  way  of  business 
which  has  somewhat  fallen  oiï  of  late  years.  Her  whole  time 
was  spent  in  keeping  her  son's  house  and  superintending  the 
one  servant;  she  never  went  abroad,  and  took  the  air  in  the 
little  garden  entered  through  the  glass  door  of  the  sitting- 
room.  Twenty  years  previously,  when  her  husband  died,  she 
had  sold  his  business  to  his  best  workman,  who  gave  his  mas- 
ter's  widow  work  enough  to  earn  a  daily  wage  of  thirty  sous. 
She  had  made  every  sacrifice  to  educate  her  only  son.  At  ail 
costs,  he  should  occupy  a  higher  station  than  his  father  before 
him;  and  now  she  was  proud  of  her  ^Esculapius,  she  believed 
in  him,  and  sacrificed  everything  to  him  as  before.  She  was 
happy  to  take  care  of  him,  to  work  and  put  by  a  little  money, 
and  dream  of  nothing  but  his  welfare,  and  love  him  with  an 
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intclli-^ont  lovo  of  whicli  (n'crv  îmoIIkm'  is  iiot  cMiinhlc.  For 
installa',  iliiio.  Poulain  ivimMiihri'cd  thaï  shc  liad  lifcn  a 
workinp  girl.  Slie  wonld  not  injure  hor  son's  prospects;  lie 
slîould  not  be  shanied  by  liis  inotber  (for  thc  good  wonian's 
graiiiniar  was  soinotliing  of  the  same  kind  as  Mme.  C'il)ot's)  ; 
nnd  for  tliis  rcason  she  kcpt  in  the  backp^round,  and  went  to 
lier  rooni  of  hor  own  accord  if  any  distinguislied  patient  came 
lo  consult  tho  doctor,  or  if  somc  old  schoolfcllow  or  fcdlow- 
sludent  chanced  to  call.  Dr.  Poulain  liad  never  liad  occasion 
lo  blush  for  the  mother  whom  he  rcvered  ;  and  this  sublime 
love  of  hers  more  than  atoned  for  a  defective  éducation. 

The  breechcs-makcr"s  business  sold  for  about  twenty  lliou- 
sand  francs,  and  the  widow  invested  thc  money  in  the  Funds 
in  18'.?0.  The  income  of  eleveu  hundred  francs  per  annum 
derived  from  this  source  was,  at  one  time,  her  whole  fortune. 
For  many  a  year  the  neighbors  used  to  sec  the  doctor's  linen 
hanging  out  to  dry  upon  a  clothes-line  in  the  garden,  and 
the  servant  and  Mme.  Poulain  thriftily  washed  everything 
at  home;  a  pièce  of  domestic  economy  which  did  not  a  little 
to  injure  the  doctor's  practice,  for  it  was  thought  that  if  he 
was  so  poor,  it  must  be  through  his  own  fault.  Her  eleven 
hundred  francs  scarcely  did  more  than  pay  the  rent.  Dur- 
ing  those  early  days,  Mme.  Poulain,  good,  stout,  little  old 
woman,  was  the  breadwinner,  and  the  poor  household  lived 
upon  her  earnings.  After  twelve  years  of  persévérance  upon 
a  rough  and  stony  road,  Dr.  Poulain  at  last  was  making  an 
income  of  three  thousand  francs,  and  Mme.  Poulain  had  an 
income  of  about  fîve  thousand  francs  at  her  disposai.  Five 
thousand  francs  for  those  who  know  Paris  means  a  bare  sub- 
sistence. 

The  sitting-room,  where  patients  waitcd  for  an  interview, 
was  shabbily  furnished.  There  was  the  inévitable  mahogany 
sofa  covered  with  yellow-fîowered  TTtrecht  velvet,  four  easy- 
rhairs,  a  tea-table,  a  console,  and  half-a-dozen  chairs,  ail  the 
property  of  the  dcceased  breeches-maker,  and  chosen  by  him. 
A  lyre-shaped  clock  between  two  Egyptian  candlesticks  still 
preserved  its  glass  shade  intact.    You  asked  yourself  how  the 
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yellow  chintz  window-curtains,  covered  witli  red  flowers,  had 
contrived  to  hang  together  for  so  long;  for  evidently  they 
had  corne  from  the  Jouy  factory,  and  Oberkampf  received  the 
Emperor's  congratulations  upon  similar  hideous  productions 
of  the  cotton  industry  in  1809. 

The  doctors  consulting-room  was  fitted  up  in  the  same 
style,  with  household  stuff  from  the  paternal  chamber.  It 
looked  stifï,  poverty-stricken,  and  bare.  What  patient  could 
put  faith  in  the  skill  of  an  unknown  doctor  who  could  not 
even  f urnish  his  house  ?  And  this  in  a  time  when  advertising 
is  all-powerf ul  ;  when  we  gild  the  gas-lamps  in  the  Place  de 
la  Concorde  to  console  the  poor  man  for  his  poverty  by  re- 
minding  him  that  he  is  rich  as  a  citizen. 

The  aute-chamber  did  duty  as  a  dining-room.  The  servant 
sat  at  her  sewing  there  whenever  she  was  not  busy  in  the 
kitchen  or  keeping  the  doctor's  mother  company.  From  the 
dingy  short  curtains  in  the  Windows  you  could  hâve  guessed 
at  the  shabby  thrift  behind  them  without  setting  foot  in  the 
dreary  place.  What  could  those  wall-cupboards  contain  but 
stale  scraps  of  food,  chipped  earthenware,  corks  used  over 
and  over  again  indefinitely,  soiled  table-linen,  odds  and  ends 
that  could  descend  but  one  step  lower  into  the  dust-heap,  and 
ail  the  squalid  necessities  of  a  pinched  household  in  Paris  ? 

In  thèse  days,  when  the  five-franc  pièce  is  always  lurking 
in  our  thoughts  and  intruding  itself  into  our  speech,  Dr. 
Poulain,  aged  thirty-three,  was  still  a  bachelor.  Heaven  had 
bestowed  on  him  a  mother  with  no  connections.  In  ten  years 
he  had  not  met  with  the  faintest  pretext  for  a  romance  in  his 
professional  career;  his  practice  lay  among  clerks  and  small 
manufacturers,  people  in  his  own  sphère  of  life,  with  homes 
very  much  like  his  own.  His  richer  patients  were  butchers, 
bakers,  and  the  more  substantial  tradespeople  of  the 
neighborhood.  Thèse,  for  the  most  part,  attributed  their  re- 
covery  to  Xature,  as  an  excuse  for  paying  for  the  services  of  a 
médical  man,  who  came  on  foot,  at  the  rate  of  two  francs  per 
visit.  In  his  profession,  a  carriage  is  more  necessary  than 
médical  skill. 
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A  hunulruni  monotonous  life  tolls  in  tlic  iiul  npoii  tlu'  inost 
advcnturous  spirit.  A  inan  fasliions  himsclf  to  lus  lot,  he 
accepts  a  commonplace  existoncc;  and  Dr.  Poulain,  aftcr  ten 
ycars  of  his  practicc,  continuod  his  labors  of  îSisyplnis  with- 
out  thc  despair  that  madc  early  days  so  bitlcr.  And  yct — 
likc  every  soul  in  Paris — he  clierished  a  drcam.  Il6nionencq 
was  happy  in  his  dream  ;  La  Cibot  had  a  dream  of  her  own  ; 
and  Dr.  Poulain,  too,  dreamed.  Some  day  he  would  be  oallcd 
in  to  attend  a  rich  and  influcntial  patient,  would  efTect  a 
positive  cure,  and  the  patient  would  procure  a  post  for  hini  ; 
he  would  be  head  surgeon  to  a  hospital,  médical  oiîicer  of 
a  prison  or  police-court,  or  doctor  to  the  boulevard  théâtres. 
Ile  had  corne  by  his  présent  appointment  as  doctor  to  the 
Mairie  in  this  very  way.  La  Cibot  had  called  him  in  when  the 
landlord  of  the  house  in  the  Rue  de  Xormandie  fcll  ill;  ho 
had  treated  the  case  with  complète  success  ;  M.  Pillerault,  the 
patient,  took  an  interest  in  the  young  doctor,  called  to  thank 
him,  and  saw  his  carefully-hidden  poverty.  Count  Popinot, 
the  cabinet  minister,  had  married  M.  Pillerault's  grand-niece, 
and  greatly  respected  her  uncle;  of  him,  therefore,  M.  Pille- 
rault had  asked  for  the  post,  which  Poulain  had  now  held  for 
two  years.  That  appointment  and  its  meagre  salary  came 
Just  in  time  to  prevent  a  desperate  step  ;  Poulain  was  think- 
ing  of  émigration  ;  and  for  a  Frenchman,  it  is  a  kind  of  death 
to  leave  France. 

Dr.  Poulain  went,  yon  may  be  sure,  to  thank  Count  Pop- 
inot; but  as  Count  Popinot's  family  physician  was  the  cele- 
brated  Horace  Bianchon,  it  was  pretty  clear  that  his  chances 
of  gaining  a  footing  in  that  house  were  something  of  the 
slenderest.  The  poor  doctor  had  fondly  hoped  for  the  pa- 
tronage of  a  powerful  cabinet  minister,  one  of  the  twelve  or 
fifteen  cards  which  a  cunning  hand  bas  been  shuffling  for 
sixteen  years  on  the  green  baizc  of  the  council  table,  and 
now  he  dropped  back  again  into  his  Marais,  his  old  groping 
life  among  the  poor  and  the  small  tradespeople,  with  the  privi- 
lège of  issuing  certificates  of  death  for  a  yearly  stipend  of 
twelve  hundred  francs. 
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Dr.  Poulain  had  distinguished  himself  to  some  extent  as 
a  house-student  ;  he  was  a  prudent  practitioner,  and  not  with- 
out  expérience.  His  deaths  eaused  no  scandai  ;  he  had  plenty 
of  opportunities  of  studying  ail  kinds  of  complaints  in  anima 
vili.  Judge,  therefore,  of  the  spleen  that  he  nourished  !  The 
expression  of  his  countenance,  lengthy  and  not  too  cheerful 
to  begin  with,  at  times  was  positively  appalling.  Set  a 
Tartuffe's  all-devouring  eyes,  and  the  sour  humor  of  an  Al- 
ceste  in  a  sallo-w-parchment  visage,  and  try  to  imagine  for 
yourself  the  gait,  bearing,  and  expression  of  a  man  who 
thought  himself  as  good  a  doctor  as  the  illustrions  Bianchon, 
and  felt  that  he  was  held  down  in  his  narrow  lot  by  an  iron 
hand.  He  could  not  help  comparing  his  receipts  (ten  francs 
a  day  if  he  was  fortunate)  with  Bianchon's  five  or  six  hun- 
dred. 

Are  the  hatreds  and  jealousies  of  democraey  incompré- 
hensible af ter  this  ?  Ambitions  and  continually  thwarted,  he 
could  not  reproach  himself.  He  had  once  already  tried  his 
fortune  by  inventing  a  purgative  pill,  something  like  Mor- 
rison's.  and  intrusted  the  business  opérations  to  an  old  hos- 
pital  chum,  a  house-student  who  afterwards  took  a  retail  drug 
business;  but,  unluckily,  the  druggist,  smitten  with  the 
charms  of  a  ballet-dancer  of  the  Ambigu-Comique,  found 
himself  at  length  in  the  bankruptcy  court  ;  and  as  the  patent 
had  been  taken  ont  in  his  name,  his  partner  was  literally 
without  a  remedy,  and  the  important  discovery  enriched  the 
purchaser  of  the  business.  The  sometime  house-student  set 
sail  for  Mexico,  that  land  of  gold,  taking  poor  Poulain's  little 
savings  with  him;  and,  to  add  insuit  to  in  jury,  the  opera- 
dancer  treated  him  as  an  extortioner  when  he  applied  to  her 
for  his  money. 

Xot  a  single  rich  patient  had  come  to  him  since  he  had  the 
luck  to  cure  old  M.  Pillerault.  Poulain  made  his  rounds  on 
foot,  scouring  the  Marais  like  a  lean  cat,  and  obtained  from 
two  to  forty  sous  out  of  a  score  of  visits.  The  paying  patient 
was  a  phenomenon  about  as  rare  as  that  anomalous  fowl 
known  as  a  "white  blackbird"  in  ail  sublunary  régions. 
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Tlic  brii'floss  barrislcr,  tlic  doctor  witlioiit  a  patient,  are 
pro-emincntly  thc  two  tyi)es  of  a  docorous  dcspair  j)cciiliar  to 
this  city  of  Paris;  it  is  muto,  dull  dos]iair  in  Iniiiian  fonn, 
dressod  in  a  hlack  coat  and  trouscrs  with  shinin^  seanis  that 
recall  thc  zinc  on  an  attic  roof,  a  frlisteninp;  satin  waistcoat, 
a  hat  preserved  likc  a  relie,  a  pair  of  old  «jrloves,  and  a  cot- 
ton  sliirt.  Thc  iiian  is  llic  incarnation  of  a  nielancholy  poem, 
sombre  as  thc  secrets  of  llir  Concicr^^a'ric.  Other  kinds  of 
poverty,  the  poverty  of  the  arlist — actor,  paiiiter,  innsician, 
or  poet — arc  rclieved  and  lif^htcncd  by  thc  artist's  jovial ity, 
the  reckless  gaiety  of  the  Bohemian  border  country — tho 
first  stage  of  thc  journcy  to  thc  Thcbaïd  of  genius.  Bnt 
thèse  two  black-coatcd  professions  that  go  afoot  throngh  the 
street  are  brought  continiially  in  contact  with  disease  and  dis- 
honor;  they  see  nothing  of  human  nature  but  its  sores;  in 
the  forlorn  first  stages  and  beginnings  of  their  career  they 
eye  competitors  suspiciously  and  dcfiantly  ;  concentrated  dis- 
like  and  ambition  fiashes  out  in  glances  like  the  breaking 
forth  of  hidden  fiâmes.  Let  two  schoolfcllows  meet  after 
twenty  ycars,  the  rich  nian  will  avoid  tlic  poor;  he  does  not 
recognize  him,  he  is  afraid  evcn  to  glance  into  the  guJf  which 
Fate  has  set  between  him  and  the  friend  of  other  years.  Thc 
one  has  been  borne  through  life  on  the  mettlesome  steed  called 
Fortune,  or  wafted  on  the  golden  clouds  of  success  ;  the  other 
has  been  making  his  way  in  underground  Paris  through  the 
sewers,  and  bears  the  marks  of  his  career  upon  him.  How 
many  a  chu  m  of  old  days  turned  aside  at  the  sight  of  the 
doctor's  greatcoat  and  waistcoat  ! 

With  this  explanation,  it  should  be  easy  to  understand  how 
Dr.  Poulain  came  to  lend  himself  so  readily  to  the  farce  of 
La  Cibot's  illness  and  recovery.  Greed  of  every  kind,  ambi- 
tion of  every  nature,  is  not  easy  to  hide.  The  doctor  ex- 
amined  his  patient,  found  that  every  organ  was  sound  and 
healthy,  admired  the  regularity  of  her  puise  and  the  perfect 
ease  of  her  movements;  and  as  she  continued  to  moan  aloud, 
he  saw  that  for  some  reason  she  found  it  convenient  to  lie 
at  Death's  door.     The  speedy  cure  of  a  serious  imaginary 
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disease  was  sure  to  cause  a  sensation  in  the  neighborhnod  ;  the 
doctor  would  be  talked  about.  He  made  up  bis  mind  at  once. 
He  talked  of  rupture,  and  of  taking  it  in  time,  and  thought 
even  worse  of  tbe  case  than  La  Cibot  herself.  The  portress 
was  plied  with  varions  remédies,  and  finally  underwent  a 
sham  opération,  crowned  with  complète  success.  Poulain  re- 
paired  to  the  Arsenal  Library,  looked  out  a  grotesque  case 
in  some  oi"  Desplein's  records  of  extraordinary  cures,  and 
fitted  the  détails  to  Mme.  Cibot,  modestly  attributing  the 
success  of  the  treatment  to  the  great  surgeon,  in  whose  steps 
(he  said)  he  walked.  Such  is  the  impudence  of  beginners  in 
Paris.  Everything  is  made  to  serve  as  a  ladder  by  which  to 
climb  upon  the  scène;  and  as  everything,  even  the  rungs  of 
a  ladder,  will  wear  out  in  time,  the  new  members  of  every  pro- 
fession are  at  a  loss  to  find  the  right  sort  of  wood  of  which 
to  make  steps  for  themselves. 

There  are  moments  when  the  Parisian  is  not  propitious. 
He  grows  tired  of  raising  pedestals,  pouts  like  a  spoiled  child, 
and  will  bave  no  more  idols;  or,  to  state  it  more  accurately, 
Paris  cannot  always  find  a  proper  object  for  infatuation. 
N'ow  and  then  the  vein  of  genius  gives  out,  and  at  such  times 
the  Parisian  may  turn  supercilious;  he  is  not  always  willing 
to  bow  down  and  gild  mediocrity. 

Mme.  Cibot,  entering  in  her  usual  unceremonious  fashion, 
found  the  doctor  and  his  mother  at  table,  before  a  bowl  of 
lamb's  lettuce,  the  cheapest  of  ail  salad-stuffs.  The  dessert 
consisted  of  a  thin  wedge  of  Brie  cheese  flanked  by  a  plate 
of  specked  foreign  apples  and  a  dish  of  mixed  dry  fruits, 
known  as  quatre-mendiants,  in  which  the  raisin-stalks  were 
abundantly  conspicuous. 

"You  can  stay,  mother,"  said  the  doctor,  laying  a  hand  on 
Mme.  Poulain's  arm;  "this  is  Mme.  Cibot,  of  whom  I  hâve 
told  you." 

"My  respects  to  you,  madame,  and  my  duty  to  you,  sir," 
said  La  Cibot,  taking  the  chair  whi(^h  the  doctor  offered. 
"Ah!  is  this  your  mother,  sir?     She  is  very  happy  to  hâve  a 
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son  wlio  lias  such  talont  ;  lie  savcd  iiiy  lifc,  nindiiiuc,  l)r(>uf:;hi 
1110  back  froin  thc  dcpths." 

The  widow,  heariiig  I^rnie.  Cibol  praisc  hcr  son  in  Ihis  way, 
thoujzht  lier  a  delightl'ul  woiiian. 

'"l  liave  just  coiiie  to  tell  you  thaï,  Ix'lweeii  ourselves,  poor 
M.  Fous  is  doirig  very  badly,  sir,  and  I  hâve  somcthing  to 
say  to  you  aboiit  hini '' 

"Let  us  go  into  the  sitting-room,"  interrupted  thc  doctor, 
and  with  a  signifieant  gesture  he  indicated  thc  servant. 

In  the  sitting-room  La  Cibot  explaincd  her  position  wilh 
regard  to  the  pair  of  nutcrackers  at  very  considérable  length. 
She  repeated  the  history  of  her  loan  with  added  cmbcllish- 
ments,  and  gave  a  full  account  of  the  immense  services  ren- 
dered  during  the  past  ten  years  to  MM.  Pons  and  Schmucke. 
The  two  old  men,  to  ail  appcarance,  could  not  exist  withont 
her  motherly  care.  She  posed  as  an  angel  ;  she  told  so  many 
lies,  one  after  another,  watering  them  with  her  tears,  that 
old  Mme.  Poulain  was  quite  touched. 

"You  understand,  my  dear  sir,"  she  concluded,  "that  I 
really  ought  to  know  how  far  I  can  dépend  on  M.  Pons'  in- 
tentions, supposing  that  he  should  die;  not  that  I  want  him 
to  die,  for  looking  after  those  two  innocents  is  my  life, 
madame,  you  see  ;  still,  when  one  of  them  is  gone  I  shall  look 
after  the  other.  For  my  own  part,  I  was  built  by  Nature  to 
rival  mothers.  Without  nobody  to  care  for,  nobody  to  take 
for  a  child,  I  don't  know  what  I  should  do.  .  .  .  So  if 
M.  Poulain  only  would,  he  might  do  me  a  service  for  which 
I  should  be  very  grateful;  and  that  is,  to  say  a  word  to  M. 
Pons  for  me.  Goodness  me  !  an  annuity  of  a  thousand  francs, 
is  that  too  much,  I  ask  you?  .  .  .  To  M.  Schmucke  it 
will  be  so  much  gained. — Our  dear  patient  said  that  he  should 
recommend  me  to  the  German,  poor  man  ;  it  is  bis  idea,  no 
doubt,  that  M.  Schmucke  should  be  his  heir.  But  what  is  a 
man  that  cannot  put  two  ideas  together  in  French?  And 
besides,  he  would  be  quite  capable  of  going  back  to  Germany, 
he  will  be  in  such  despair  over  his  friend's  doath " 

The  doctor  grew  grave.     "My  dear  ^rnie.  Cibot,"  he  said, 
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"this  sort  of  thing  does  not  in  the  last  concern  a  doctor.  I 
should  not  be  allowed  to  exercise  my  profession  if  it  was 
known  that  I  interfered  in  the  matter  of  my  patients'  testa- 
mentary  dispositions.  The  law  forbids  a  doctor  to  receive 
a  legacy  f  rom  a  patient " 

"A  stupid  law  !  What  is  to  hinder  me  from  dividing  my 
legacy  with  yon?"  La  Cibot  said  immediately. 

"I  will  go  f  urther,"  said  the  doctor  ;  "my  prof  essional  con- 
science will  not  permit  me  to  speak  to  M.  Pons  of  his  death. 
In  the  first  place,  he  is  not  so  dangerously  ill  that  there  is 
any  need  to  speak  of  it  ;  and  in  the  second,  such  talk  coming 
from  me  might  give  a  shock  to  the  System  that  would  do  him 
real  harm,  and  then  his  illness  might  terminate  fatally " 

"I  don't  put  on  gloves  to  tell  him  to  get  his  affairs  in  or- 
der,"  cried  Mme.  Cibot,  "and  he  is  none  the  worse  for  that. 
He  is  used  to  it.    There  is  nothing  to  fear." 

"Not  a  Word  more  about  it,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot  !  Thèse 
things  are  not  within  a  doctor's  province  ;  it  is  a  notary's  busi- 
ness  " 

"But,  my  dear  M.  Poulain,  suppose  that  M.  Pons  of  his 
own  accord  should  ask  you  how  he  is,  and  whether  he  had 
better  make  his  arrangements;  then,  would  you  refuse  to 
tell  him  that  if  you  want  to  get  better  it  is  an  excellent  plan 
to  set  everything  in  order?  Then  you  might  just  slip  in  a 
little  Word  for  me " 

"Oh,  if  lie  talks  of  making  his  will,  I  certainly  shall  not  dis- 
suade him,"  said  the  doctor. 

"Very  well,  that  is  settled.  I  came  to  thank  you  for 
your  care  of  me,"  she  added,  as  she  slipped  a  folded  paper  con- 
taining  three  gold  coins  into  the  doctor's  hands.  "It  is  ail 
I  can  do  at  the  moment.  Ah!  my  dear  M.  Poulain,  if  I 
were  rich,  you  should  be  rich,  you  that  are  the  image  of  Provi- 
dence on  earth. — Madame,  you  hâve  an  angel  for  a  son." 

La  Cibot  rose  to  her  feet,  Mme.  Poulain  bowed  amiably, 
and  the  doctor  went  to  the  door  with  the  visiter.  Just  then 
a  sudden,  lurid  gleam  of  light  flashed  across  the  mind  of  this 
Lady  Macbeth  of  the  streets.    She  saw  clearly  that  the  doctor 
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was  hor  aocomplice — hc  had  (akcn  tlio  l'cv  l'or  a  shain  illnoss. 

*'M.  roulain,"  she  bcgan,  "how  can  you  refuse  to  say  a  word 
or  two  to  save  mo  from  want,  when  you  liolpod  me  in  the  af- 
fair  of  my  accident?" 

The  doctor  felt  thnt  the  dovil  had  liiui  hy  a  hair,  as  the  say- 
iiifr  is;  he  felt,  too,  that  tlie  hair  was  hohv^  twisted  round 
the  pitiless  red  claw.  Startled  and  afraid  lest  he  should  sell 
his  honesty  for  such  a  t rifle,  he  answered  the  diabolical  su<^- 
gestion  by  another  no  less  diabolical. 

"Listen,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot,"  he  said,  as  he  drew  lier  into 
his  consulting-room.  "I  will  now  pay  a  debt  of  gratitude  that 
I  owe  you  for  my  appointment  to  the  mairie " 

"We  go  shares?"  she  asked  briskly. 

"Inwhat?" 

"In  the  legacy." 

"You  do  not  know  me,"  said  Dr.  Poulain,  drawing  himself 
up  like  Yaleriu.s  Publicola.  "Let  us  hâve  no  more  of  that. 
I  hâve  a  friend,  an  old  schoolfellow  of  mine,  a  very  intelligent 
young  f ellow  ;  and  we  are  so  much  the  more  intimate,  because 
our  lives  hâve  fallen  out  very  much  in  the  same  way.  He 
was  studying  law  while  I  was  studying  medicine;  and  when 
I  was  a  house-student,  he  was  engrossing  deeds  in  Maître 
Couture's  office.  His  father  was  a  shoemaker,  and  mine  was 
a  breeches-maker  ;  he  bas  not  found  anyone  to  take  much  in- 
terest  in  his  career,  nor  has  he  any  capital;  for,  after  ail, 
capital  is  only  to  be  had  from  sympathizers.  He  could  only 
afïord  to  buy  a  provincial  connection — at  Mantes — and  so 
little  do  provincials  understand  the  Parisian  intellect,  that 
they  set  ail  sorts  of  intrigues  on  foot  against  him." 

"The  wretches  !"  cried  La  Cibot. 

**Yes,"  said  the  doctor.  "They  combined  against  him  to 
sueh  purpose,  that  they  forced  him  to  sell  his  connection  by 
misrepresenting  something  that  he  had  donc  ;  the  attorney  for 
the  crown  interfered,  he  belonged  to  the  place,  and  sided 
with  his  fellow-townsmen.  My  friend's  name  is  Fraisier. 
He  is  lodged  as  I  am,  and  he  is  even  leaner  and  more  thread- 
bare.    He  took  refuge  in  our  arrondissement,  and  is  redueed 
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to  appear  for  clients  in  the  police-court  or  before  the  magis- 
trate.  He  lives  in  the  Eue  de  la  Perle  close  by.  Go  to 
No.  9,  third  fioor,  and  you  will  see  his  name  on  the 
door  on  the  landing,  painted  in  gilt  letters  on  a  small  square 
of  red  leather.  Fraisier  makes  a  spécial  point  of  disputes 
amoug  the  porters,  workmen,  and  poor  folk  in  the  arrondisse- 
ment, and  his  charges  are  low.  He  is  an  honest  man;  for 
I  need  not  tell  you  that  if  he  had  been  a  scamp,  he  would  be 
keeping  his  carriage  by  now.  I  will  call  and  see  my  friend 
Fraisier  this  evening.  Go  to  him  early  to-morrow;  he  knows 
M.  Louchard,  the  bailifî;  M.  Tabareau,  the  clerk  of  the  court; 
and  the  justice  of  the  peace,  M.  Vitel;  and  M.  Trognon,  the 
notary.  He  is  even  now  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  best  men  of 
business  in  the  Quarter.  If  he  takes  charge  of  your  interests, 
if  yoa  can  secure  him  as  M.  Pons'  adviser,  you  will  bave  a 
second  self  in  him,  vou  see.  But  do  not  make  dishonorable 
proposais  to  him,  as  you  did  just  now  to  me;  he  bas  a  head 
on  his  shoulders,  you  will  understand  each  other.  And  as  for 
acknowledging  his  services,  I  will  be  your  intermediary " 

Mme.  Cibot  looked  askance  at  the  doctor. 

"Is  that  the  lawyer  who  helped  Mme.  Florimond  the  haber- 
dasher  in  the  Eue  Yieille-du-Temple  ont  of  a  fix  in  that  mat- 
ter  of  her  friend's  legacy?" 

"The  very  same." 

"Wasn't  it  a  shame  that  she  did  not  marry  him  after  he 
had  gained  two  thousand  francs  a  year  for  her?"  exclaimed 
La  Cibot.  "And  she  thought  to  clear  off  scores  by  making 
him  a  présent  of  a  dozen  shirts  and  a  couple  of  dozen  pocket- 
handkerchiefs  ;  an  outfit,  in  short." 

"My  dear  Mme.  Cibot,  that  outfit  cost  a  thousand  francs, 
and  Fraisier  was  just  setting  up  for  himself  in  the  Quarter, 
and  wanted  the  things  very  badly.  And  what  was  more,  she 
paid  the  bill  without  asking  any  questions.  That  aft'air 
brought  him  clients,  and  now  he  is  very  busy;  but  in  my  line 
a  practice  brings " 

"It  is  only  the  righteous  that  suffer  hère  below,"  said  La 
Cibot,    "Well,  M.  Poulain,  good-day  and  thank  you." 
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And  horowith  bovins  tho  Irarjorly,  or,  if  you  liko  to  hnve  it 
so,  a  terrible  eoinedy — the  denlh  of  an  old  baciielor  delivered 
over  by  circumstances  too  strong  for  liim  to  tbe  rapacity  and 
greed  that  gathercd  about  his  bcd.  And  otber  forces  came 
lo  tlie  support  of  rapacity  and  greed;  there  was  the  picture 
f'olloctor's  mania,  lliat  most  intense  of  ail  passions;  there  was 
the  cujiidity  of  the  Sieur  Fraisier,  whom  you  shall  presently 
beliold  in  his  dcn,  a  sight  to  make  you  shudder;  and  lasily, 
there  was  the  Auvergnat  thirsting  for  money,  ready  for  any- 
thing — even  for  a  crime — that  should  bring  him  the  capital 
he  wanted.  The  first  part  of  the  story  serves  in  some  sort  as 
a  prélude  to  this  comedy  in  which  ail  the  actors  who  hâve 
hitherto  occupicd  the  stage  will  reappear. 

The  dégradation  of  a  word  is  one  of  those  curious  freaks 
of  manners  upon  which  whole  volumes  of  explanation  might 
be  written.  Write  to  an  attorney  and  address  him  as  "Law- 
yer  So-and-so,"  and  you  insuit  him  as  surely  as  you  would 
insuit  a  wholesale  colonial  produce  merchant  by  addressing 
your  letter  to  "Mr.  So-and-so,  Grocer."  There  are  plenty 
of  men  of  the  world  who  ought  to  be  aware,  since  the  knowl- 
edge  of  such  subtle  distinctions  is  their  province,  that  you  can- 
not  insuit  a  Frencli  writer  more  cruelly  than  by  calling  him 
U7i  homme  de  lettres — a  literary  man.  The  word  monsieur 
is  a  capital  example  of  the  life  and  death  of  words.  Abbre- 
viated  from  monseigneur,  once  so  considérable  a  title,  and 
even  now,  in  the  form  of  sire,  reserved  for  eraperors  and 
kings,  it  is  bestowed  inditïerently  upon  ail  and  sundry;  while 
the  twin-word  messire,  which  is  nothing  but  its  double  and 
équivalent,  if  by  any  chance  it  slips  into  a  certificate  of  burial, 
produces  an  outcry  in  the  Eepublican  papers. 

Magistrates,  councillors,  jurisconsults,  judges,  barristers, 
officers  for  the  crown,  bailiffs,  attorneys,  clerks  of  the  court, 
procurators,  solicitors,  and  agents  of  varions  kinds,  represent 
or  misrepresent  Justice.  The  "lawyer"  and  the  bailiff's  men 
(commonly  called  "the  brokers")  are  the  two  lowest  rungs  of 
the  ladder.  Xow,  the  bailifï's  man  is  an  outsider,  an  adventi- 
tious  minister  of  justice,  appearing  to  see  that  judgment  is 
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executed;  he  is.in  fact,akind  of  inferior  executioner  employed 
by  the  county  court.  But  the  word  "lawyer"  {homme  de  loi) 
is  a  depreeiatory  term  applied  to  the  légal  profession.  Con- 
suming  professional  jealousy  finds  similar  disparaging 
epithets  for  fellow-travelers  in  every  walk  in  life,  and  every 
calling  has  its  spécial  insuit.  The  scorn  flung  into  the  words 
homme  de  loi,  homme  de  lettres,  is  wanting  in  the  plural 
form,  which  may  be  used  without  ofîence;  but  in  Paris  every 
profession,  learned  or  unlearned,  has  its  oméga,  the  individual 
who  brings  it  down  to  the  level  of  the  lowest  class;  and  the 
written  law  has  its  Connecting  link  with  the  custom  right  of 
the  streets.  There  are  districts  where  the  pettifogging  man  of 
business,  known  as  Lawyer  So-and-So,  is  still  to  be  found.  M. 
Fraisier  was  to  the  member  of  the  Incorporated  Law  Society 
as  the  money-lender  of  the  Halles,  offering  small  loans  for  a 
short  period  at  an  exorbitant  interest,  is  to  the  great  capitalist. 
Working  people,  strange  to  say,  are  as  shy  of  officiais  as 
of  fashionable  restaurants,  they  take  advice  from  irregular 
sources  as  they  turn  into  a  little  wineshop  to  drink.  Each 
rank  in  life  finds  its  own  level,  and  there  abides.  None  but 
a  chosen  few  care  to  climb  the  heights,  few  can  feel  at  ease 
in  the  présence  of  their  betters,  or  take  their  place  among 
them,  like  a  Beaumarchais  letting  fall  the  watch  of  the  great 
lord  who  tried  to  humiliate  him.  And  if  there  are  few  who 
can  even  rise  to  a  higher  social  level,  those  among  them  who 
can  throw  off  their  swaddling-clothes  are  rare  and  great  ex- 
ceptions. 

At  six  o'cloek  the  next  moming  Mme.  Cibot  stood  in  the 
Eue  de  la  Perle  ;  she  was  making  a  survey  of  the  abode  of  her 
future  adviser,  Lawyer  Fraisier.  The  house  was  one  of  the 
old-fashioned  kind  formerly  inhabited  by  small  tradespeople 
and  citizens  with  small  means.  A  cabinetmaker's  shop  oc- 
cupied  almost  the  whole  of  the  ground  floor,  as  well  as  the 
little  yard  behind,  which  was  covered  with  his  workshops  and 
warehouses  ;  the  small  remaining  space  being  taken  up  by  the 
porter's  lodge  and  the  passage  entry  in  the  middle.    The  stair- 
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case  walls  \roro  hnlf  rottcn  wifh  damp  and  covercd  with  salt- 
pctro  to  snch  a  degrce  that  the  liouse  seemed  lo  hc  stricksn 
witli  loprosy. 

Mme.  Cibot  went  straight  to  tlie  porter's  lodge,  and  thero 
enconntered  onc  of  the  fraternity,  a  shocniaker,  his  wife,  and 
two  small  children,  ail  honsed  in  a  room  ten  feet  square, 
lighted  from  the  vard  at  the  back.  La  Cibot  mcntionôd  her 
profession,  nanicd  horsclf,  and  spoke  of  her  hoiise  in  the  Kue 
de  Normandie,  and  the  two  women  were  on  cordial  ternis  at 
once.  After  a  quarter  of  an  hoiir  spent  in  gossip  while  the 
shoeraaker  s  wife  niade  breakfast  ready  for  her  hiisband  and 
the  children,  ^Mnie.  Cibot  turned  the  conversation  to  the  sub- 
Ject  of  the  lodgers,  and  spoke  of  the  lawyer. 

"I  hâve  come  to  see  him  on  business,"  she  said.  "One  of 
liis  friends,  Dr.  Poulain,  recommended  me  to  him.  Do  you 
know  Dr.  Poulain?" 

"I  should  think  I  do,"  said  the  lady  of  the  Rue  de  la  Perle. 
"He  saved  my  little  girl's  life  when  she  had  the  croup." 

"He  saved  my  life,  too,  madame.  What  sort  of  a  man  is  thi.'î 
M.  Fraisier?" 

"He  is  the  sort  of  man,  my  dear  lady,  out  of  whom  it  is 
very  ditficult  to  get  the  postage-money  at  the  end  of  the 
month." 

To  a  person  of  La  Cibot's  intelligence  this  was  enough. 

"One  may  be  poor  and  honest,"  observed  she. 

"1  am  sure  I  hope  so,"  returned  Fraisier's  portress.  "We 
are  not  rolling  in  coppers,  let  alone  gold  or  silver;  but  we 
bave  not  a  farthing  belonging  to  anybody  else." 

This  sort  of  talk  sounded  familiar  to  La  Cibot. 

"In  short,  one  can  trust  him,  child,  eh  ?" 

"Lord  î  when  M.  Fraisier  means  well  by  any  one,  there  is 
not  his  like,  so  I  hâve  heard  Mme.  Florimond  say." 

"And  why  didn't  she  marry  him  when  she  owed  her  for- 
tune to  him  ?"  La  Cibot  asked  quickly.  "It  is  something  for 
a  little  haberdasher,  kept  by  an  old  man,  to  be  a  barrister's 
wife " 

"Why? "  asked  the  portress,  bringing  Mme.  Cibot  out 
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into  the  passage.     "Why? You  are  going  to  see  him, 

are  you  not,  madame  ? — Very  well,  when  you  are  in  his  office 
you  will  know  why." 

From  the  state  of  the  staircase,  lighted  by  sash-windows  on 
the  side  of  the  yard,  it  was  pretty  évident  that  the  inmates 
of  the  house,  with  the  exception  of  the  landiord  and  M. 
Fraisier  himself,  were  ail  workmen.  There  were  traces  of 
varions  crafts  in  the  deposit  of  mud  upon  the  steps — brass- 
filings,  broken  buttons,  scraps  of  gauze,  and  esparto  grass  lay 
Bcattered  about.  The  walls  of  the  upper  storics  were  covered 
with  apprentices'  ribald  scrawls  and  caricatures.  The  por- 
tress'  last  remark  had  roused  La  Cibot's  curiosity  ;  she  de- 
cided,  not  unnaturally,  that  she  would  consult  Dr.  Poulain's 
f riend  ;  but  as  for  employing  him,  that  must  dépend  upon  her 
impressions. 

"I  sometimes  wonder  how  Mme.  Sauvage  can  stop  in  his 
service,"  said  the  portress,  by  way  of  comment;  she  was  fol- 
lowing  in  Mme.  Cibot's  wake.  "T  will  corne  up  with  you, 
madame,"  she  added;  "I  am  taking  the  milk  and  the  news- 
paper  up  to  my  landiord." 

Arrived  on  the  second  floor  above  the  entre-sol,  La  Cibot 
beheld  a  door  of  the  most  villainous  description.  The  doubt- 
ful  red  paint  was  coated  for  seven  or  eight  inches  round  the 
keyhole  with  a  filthy  glaze,  a  grimy  deposit  from  whicli  the 
modem  house-decorator  endeavors  to  protect  the  doors  of 
more  élégant  apartments  by  glass  "finger-plates."  A  grating, 
almost  stopped  up  with  some  eompound  similar  to  the  de- 
posit with  which  a  restaurant-keepor  gives  an  air  of  cellar- 
bound  antiquity  to  a  merely  middle-aged  bottle,  only  served 
to  heighten  the  gênerai  resemblance  to  a  prison  door;  a  re- 
semblance  further  heightened  by  the  trefoil-shaped  iron-work, 
the  formidable  hinges,  the  clumsy  nail-heads.  A  miser,  or  a 
pamphleteer  at  strife  with  the  world  at  large,  must  surely 
bave  invented  thèse  fortifications.  A  leaden  sink,  which  re- 
ceived  the  waste  water  of  the  household,  contributod  its  quota 
to  the  fetid  atmosphère  of  the  staircase,  and  the  ceiling  was 
covered  with  fantastic  arabesques  traeed  by  candle-smoke — 
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such  arabesques!  On  pulling  a  <j;roasy  ncorn  tassel  attachcd  lo 
thc  b(>ll-ropi\  a  liltlo  l)ell  jai\c:I('(1  t'cchlv  soiiiewhorc  witliin, 
coniplainin^  of  thc  fissure  in  ils  uicLal  sides. 

Every  détail  was  in  kceping  with  the  gênerai  disnuil  elTect. 
La  Cibot  heard  a  hcavy  footstc]>,  niid  llie  asthmatic  wlieezing 
of  a  virago  witliin,  and  Mme.  Sauvage  presently  sliowed  her- 
self.  Adrien  Brauwer  niiglit  hâve  painted  just  such  a  hag  for 
lus  picture  of  Witchcs  slarting  for  thc  Sabbath;  a  stout,  un- 
wholesome  slattern,  fivc  fect  six  inches  in  height,  with  a 
grenadier  countenancc  and  a  beard  whieli  far  surpassed  La 
Cibot's  own  ;  shc  wore  a  cheap,  hideously  ugly  cotton  gown,  a 
bandana  handkerchief  knotted  over  hair  which  she  still  con- 
tinued  ta  put  in  curl  papers  (using  for  that  purpose  the 
priuted  circulars  which  her  master  received),  and  a  huge 
pair  of  gold  earrings  like  eart-wheels  in  her  ears.  This  female 
Cerberus  carried  a  battered  skillet  in  one  hand,  and  opening 
the  door,  set  free  an  iinprisoned  odor  of  scorched  milk — a 
nauseous  and  penetrating  sniell,  that  lost  itself  at  once,  liow- 
ever,  aniong  the  fumes  outside. 

"What  can  I  do  for  you,  missus?"  deinaudcd  Mme.  Sau- 
vage, and  with  a  truculent  air  she  looked  La  Cibot  over;  evi- 
dently  she  was-  of  the  opinion  that  the  visitor  was  too  wcll 
dressed,  and  her  eyes  looked  the  more  murderous  because 
they  were  naturally  bloodshot. 

"I  havc  corne  to  see  M.  Fraisier;  his  friend,  Dr.  l'oulain, 
sent  me." 

"Oh  !  corne  in,  missus,"  said  La  Sauvage,  grown  very  amia- 
ble of  a  sudden,  which  proves  that  she  was  prepared  for 
this  morning  visit. 

With  a  sweeping  courtesy,  the  stalwart  woman  fîung  open 
the  door  of  a  private  office,  which  looked  upon  the  street,  and 
discovered  the  ex-attorney  of  Mantes. 

The  room  was  a  complète  picture  of  a  third-rate  solicitor's 
office;  with  the  stained  wooden  cases,  the  letter-files  so  old 
that  they  had  grown  beards  (in  ecclesiastical  language),  the 
red  tape  dangling  limp  and  dojected,  the  pasteboard  boxes 
covered  with  traces  of  the  gambols  of  niiee,  the  dirty  floor, 
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the  ceiling  tawny  with  smoke.  A  frugal  allowance  of  wood 
was  smouldering  on  a  couple  of  fire-dogs  on  the  hearth.  And 
on  the  chimney-piece  above  stood  a  foggy  mirror  and  a  mod- 
em elock  with  an  inlaid  wooden  case;  Fraisier  had  picked 
it  up  at  an  exécution  sale,  together  with  the  tawdry  imita- 
tion rococo  candlesticks,  with  the  zinc  beneath  showing 
through  the  lacqucr  in  several  places. 

M.  Fraisier  was  small,  thin,  and  unwholesome  looking;  his 
red  face,  covered  with  an  éruption,  told  of  tainted  blood; 
and  he  had,  moreover,  a  trick  of  continually  scratching  his 
right  arm.  A  wig  pushed  to  the  back  of  his  head  displayed 
a  brick-colored  cranium  of  ominous  conformation.  This  per- 
son  rose  from  a  cane-seated  armchair,  in  which  he  sat  on  a 
green  leather  cushion,  assumed  an  agreeable  expression,  and 
brought  forward  a  chair. 

"Mme.  Cibot,  I  believe  ?"  queried  he,  in  dulcet  tones. 

'TTes,  sir,"  answered  the  portress.  She  had  lost  her  habit- 
uai assurance. 

Something  in  the  tones  of  a  voice  which  strongly  resembled 
the  sounds  of  the  little  door-bell,  something  in  a  glance  even 
sharper  than  the  sharp  green  eyes  of  her  future  légal  adviser, 
scared  Mme.  Cibot.  Fraisier's  présence  so  pervaded  the  room, 
that  any  one  might  hâve  thought  there  was  pestilence  in  the 
air;  and  in  a  flash  Mme.  Cibot  understood  why  Mme.  Flori- 
mond  had  not  become  Mme.  Fraisier. 

"Poulain  told  me  about  you,  my  dear  madame,"  said  the 
lawyer,  in  the  unnatural  fashion  commonly  described  by  the 
words  "mincing  tones  ;"  tones  sharp,  thin,  and  grating  as  ver- 
juice,  in  spite  of  ail  his  efforts. 

Arrived  at  this  point,  he  tried  to  draw  the  skirts  of  his 
drcssing-gown  over  a  pair  of  angular  knees  encased  in  thrcad- 
bare  felt.  The  robe  was  an  ancient  printed  cotton  garment, 
lined  with  wadding  which  took  the  liberty  of  protruding  itself 
through  varions  slits  in  it  hère  and  there;  the  weight  of  this 
lining  had  pulled  the  skirts  aside,  disclosing  a  dingy-hucd 
flannel  waistcoat  beneath.  With  something  of  a  coxeomb's 
manner,  Fraisier  fastened  this  refractory  article  of  dress. 
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tiphtonin<:  tlio  girdlo  to  dolino  lus  rcedv  (îjïurc;  (lu'ti  with  m 
blow  of  tlic  toiigs,  ho  clTcctcd  a  rccoiu  ili;itioii  Ix'twcon  two 
luirninj,'  hraiuls  tliat  luul  Ion;:  avoidcd  ono  anothcr,  liko 
hrotliors  al'ter  a  family  (luarrcl.  A  sudden  l)ri;:hl  idoa  struclc 
hiiii.  and  he  rose  froni  liis  chair. 

"Mme.  Sauvage!"'  called  he. 

"Well?" 

"I  ani  not  at  home  to  anybody  !"' 

"Eh  !  bless  your  lifc,  there's  no  nord  to  say  that  !*' 

"She  is  my  old  nurse/'  the  hiwycr  said  in  some  confusion. 

"And  she  has  not  recovered  her  figure  yet,"  remarked  the 
heroine  of  the  Halles, 

Fraisier  laughed,  and  drew  the  boit  lest  his  housekeeper 
should  intcrrupt  Mme.  Cibot's  confidences. 

"Well,  madame,  explain  your  business,"  said  he,  making  an- 
other  effort  to  drape  himself  in  the  dressing-gown.  "Any 
one  recommended  to  me  by  the  only  friond  I  hâve  in  the  world 
niay  count  upon  me — I  may  say — absolutely." 

For  half  an  hour  Mme.  Cibot  talked,  and  the  man  of  law 
made  no  interruption  of  any  sort;  his  face  wore  the  expres- 
sion of  curions  interest  with  which  a  young  soldier  listens 
to  a  pensioncr  of  "The  Old  Guard."  Fraisier's  silence  and 
acquiescence,  the  rapt  attention  with  which  he  appeared  to 
listen  to  a  torrent  of  gossip  similar  to  the  samples  previously 
given.  dispelled  some  of  the  préjudices  inspired  in  La  Cibot's 
mind  by  his  squalid  surroundings.  The  little  lawyer  with  the 
black-speckled  green  eyes  was  in  reality  making  a  study  of  his 
client.  When  at  length  she  came  to  a  stand  and  looked  to  him 
to  speak,  he  was  seized  with  a  fit  of  the  complaint  known  as 
a  "churchyard  cough,"  and  had  recourse  to  an  earthenware 
basin  half  full  of  herb  tea^,  which  he  drained. 

"But  for  Poulain,  my  dear  madame,  I  should  hâve  been 
dead  before  this,"  said  Fraisier,  by  way  of  answer  to  the  por- 
tress'  look  of  motherly  compassion;  "iDut  he  will  bring  me 
round,  he  says " 

As  ail  the  client's  confidences  appeared  to  hâve  slipped 
from  the  memory  of  her  légal  adviser,  she  began  to  cast  about 
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for  a  way  of  taking  leave  of  a  man  so  apparently  near  death. 
"In  an  affair  of  this  kind,  madame,"  continued  the  attorney 
from  Mantes,  suddenly  returning  to  business,  "there  are  two 
things  whieh  it  is  most  important  to  know.  In  the  first  place, 
whether  the  property  is  sutficient  to  be  worth  troubling  about  ; 
and  in  the  second,  who  the  next-of-kin  may  be;  for  if  the 
property  is  the  booty,  the  next-of-kin  is  the  enemy." 

La  Cibot  immediately  begau  to  talk  of  Eémonencq  and  Elie 
Magus,  and  said  that  the  shrewd  couple  valued  the  pictures  at 
six  hundred  thousand  francs. 

"Would  they  take  theni  themselves  at  that  priée  ?"  inquired 
the  lawyer.  "You  see,  madame,  that  men  of  business  are  shy 
of  pictures.  A  picture  may  mean  a  pièce  of  canvas  worth  a 
couple  of  francs  or  a  painting  worth  two  hundred  thousand. 
Now,  paintings  worth  two  hundred  thousand  francs  are 
usually  well  known  ;  and  what  errors  in  judgment  people  make 
in  estimating  even  the  most  famous  pictures  of  ail  !  There 
was  once  a  great  capitalist  whose  collection  was  admired,  vis- 
ited,  and  engraved — actually  engraved  !  He  was  supposed  to 
hâve  spent  millions  of  francs  on  it.  He  died,  as  men  must; 
and — well,  his  genuine  pictures  did  not  fetch  more  than  two 
hundred  thousand  francs  !  You  must  let  me  see  thèse  gen- 
tlemen.— Xow  for  the  next-of-kin,"  and  Fraisier  again  re- 
lapsed  into  his  attitude  of  listener. 

When  Président  Camusot's  name  came  up,  he  nodded  with 
a  grimace  which  riveted  Mme.  Cibot's  attention.  She  tried 
to  read  the  forehead  and  the  villainous  face,  and  found  what 
is  called  in  business  a  '"'wooden  head." 

"Yes,  my  dear  sir,"  repeated  La  Cibot.  "Yes,  my  M.  Pons 
is  own  cousin  to  Président  Camusot  de  Marville  ;  he  tells  me 
that  ten  times  a  day.  M.  Camusot  the  silk  mercer  was  mar- 
ried  twice " 

"He  that  has  just  been  nominated  for  a  peer  of 
France  ? " 

"And  his  first  wife  was  a  Mlle.  Pons,  M.  Pons'  first 
cousin." 

"Then  they  are  first  cousins  once  removed " 
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*"riu'v  iiiv  'noi  consins.'    Tliry  Iiavc  (luarrolcd." 

Il  inay  ho  n'incinhonHl  lli.it  licforo  M.  (^jiimisdt  do  Mai-vilIc 
camo  to  Taris,  \\v  was  l'rcsidtMil  i^ï  llic  'l'rihimal  of  Maiilos 
fur  (ive  vc*îi*s  '  ■'"''  '^"'  «nily  was  his  namo  sfill  roiiuMulicrtMl 
thore,  but  lie  had  kept  up  a  (■nrrosi)oiidonco  with  Mantes, 
(^aniusot's  ininiodialo  snocossor,  tho  jud^e  with  wliniii  ho  had 
booii  most  intimalo  during  his  lonn  oi"  otïico,  was  slill  Prési- 
dent of  thc  Tribunal,  and  conscquently  kncw  ail  about 
Fraisier. 

"Do  you  kuow,  madame/'  Fraisier  said,  when  at  last  the  red 
sluices  of  La  Cibot's  torrent  tongue  were  closcd,  "do  you  know 
that  vour  principal  cnemy  will  be  a  man  who  can-  send  you  to 
the  scaffold  ?'' 

The  portress  started  on  her  chair,  making  a  sudden  spring 
like  a  jack-in-the-box. 

"Calm  yourself,  dear  madame,"  continued  Fraisier.  "You 
may  not  hâve  known  the  name  of  the  Président  of  the  Chara- 
ber  of  Indictments  at  the  Court  of  Appeal  in  Paris;  but  you 
ought  to  hâve  known  that  M.  Pons  must  hâve  an  heir-at-law. 
M.  le  Président  de  Marville  is  your  invalid's  sole  heir;  but  as 
he  is  a  collatéral  in  the  third  degree,  M.  Pons  is  entitled  by 
law  to  leave  his  fortune  as  he  pleases.  You  are  not  aware 
either  that,  six  weeks  ago  at  least,  M.  le  Présidcnt's  daughter 
married  the  eldest  son  of  M.  le  Comte  Popinot,  peer  of 
France,  once  Minister  of  Agriculture,  and  Président  of  the 
Board  of  Trade,  one  of  the  most  influential  politicians  of  the 
day.  Président  de  Marville  is  even  more  formidable  through 
this  marriage  than  in  his  own  quality  of  head  of  the  Court  of 
Assize." 

At  that  Word  La  Cibot  shuddered. 

^TTes,  and  it  is  he  who  sends  you  there,"  continued  Frai- 
sier. "Ah  !  my  dear  madame,  you  little  know  what  a  red  robe 
means  !  It  is  bad  enough  to  bave  a  plain  black  gown  against 
you  !  You  see  me  hère,  ruincd,  bald,  broken  in  hcalth — ail 
because,  unwittingly,  I  crossed  a  mère  attorney  for  the  crown 
in  the  provinces.  I  was  forced  to  sell  my  connection  at  a 
loss,  and  very  lucky  I  was  to  corne  off  with  the  loss  of  my 
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money.    If  I  had  tried  to  stand  ont,  my  professional  position 
would  havc  gono  as  wcll. 

"One  ihing  more  you  do  uot  kuow,"  he  continued,  "and 
this  it  is.  If  you  had  only  to  do  with  Président  Camusot 
himself,  it  would  be  nothing  ;  but  he  bas  a  wife,  mind  you  ! — 
and  if  you  ever  find  yourself  face  to  face  with  that  wife,  you 
will  shake  in  your  shoes  as  if  you  were  on  the  first  step  of  the 
scaffold,  your  hair  will  stand  on  end.  The  Présidente  is  so 
Tindictive  that  shc  would  spcnd  ten  years  over  setting  a  trap 
to  kill  you.  She  sets  that  husband  of  hers  spinning  like  a 
top.  Through  her  a  charming  young  fellow  committed  sui- 
cide at  the  Conciergerie.  A  count  was  accused  of  forgery — 
she  niade  bis  character  as  white  as  snow.  She  ail  but  drove 
a  person  of  the  highest  quality  from  the  Court  of  Charles  X. 
Finally,  she  displaced  the  Attorney-General,  M.  de  Gran- 
▼ille " 

"That  lived  in  the  Eue  Vieille-du-Temple,  at  the  corner  of 
the  Rue  Saint-François  ?" 

"The  very  same.  They  say  that  she  means  to  make  her 
husband  Home  Secretary,  and  I  do  not  know  that  she  will  not 
gain  her  end. — If  she  were  to  take  it  into  lier  head  to  send 
us  both  to  the  Criminal  Court  first  and  the  hulks  afterwards 
— I  should  apply  for  a  passport  and  set  sail  for  America, 
though  I  am  as  innocent  as  a  new-born  babe.  So  well  I  know 
what  justice  means.  Now,  see  hère,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot  ;  to 
marry  her  only  daughter  to  young  Vicomte  Popinot  (heir 
to  M.  Pillcrault,  your  landlord,  it  is  said) — to  make  that 
match,  she  stripped  herself  of  her  whole  fortune,  so  much  so 
that  the  Président  and  bis  wife  bave  nothing  at  this  moment 
except  bis  officiai  salary.  Can  you  suppose,  my  dear  madame, 
that  under  the  circumstances  Mme.  la  Présidente  will  let  M. 
Pons'  proporty  go  ont  of  the  family  without  a  word? — Why, 
I  would  sooner  face  guns  loaded  with.  grape-shot  than  bave 
such  a  woman  for  my  cnemy " 

"But  they  bave  quarreled,"  put  in  La  Cibot. 

"What  bas  that  to  do  with  it?"  asked  Fraisier.  "It  is  one 
reason  the  more  for  fearing  her.    To  kill  a  relative  of  whom 
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you  are  lircil,  is  somctliin<x ;  Iml  to  iiilici'il  Itis  proporty  Jiflor- 
Wiirib — tliat  is  a  roal  plcasuir  !"' 

"Riil  \hc  oUl  gontli'inan  lias  a  horrov  of  liis  relatives.  Il;' 
says  over  and  over  again  thaï  thèse  peojjUî — M.  ("ardot,  .M. 
Berthier,  and  Ihe  rest  of  th(  ni  (  I  vau  reineinbcr  thcir  nanies) 
— hâve  ernshed  liiin  as  a  iiinihiil  eart  eiMishcs  an  egg " 

"II ave  von  a  niind  to  be  ernshed  too?" 

'■'Oh  dear!  oh  dearî"  eried  La  Cihot.  "Ah!  Ma'am  fAni- 
tainc  was  right  when  she  said  that  I  shonld  nieet  with  dillienl- 
ties:  still,  she  said  that  I  shonld  succeed " 

"Listen,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot. — As  for  making  some  thirty 
thonsand  francs  eut  of  this  business — that  is  possible;  but  for 
the  whole  of  the  property,  it  is  useless  to  think  of  it.  We 
talked  over  your  case  vesterday  evening,  Dr.  Poulain  and 
I " 

La  Cibot  started  again. 

"Well,  what  is  the  matter?" 

''But  if  you  knew  about  the  affair,  why  did  you  let  me  chat- 
ter  away  like  a  magpie?" 

"!Mnie.  Cibot,  I  knew  ail  abont  yonr  business,  but  I  knew 
nothing  of  Mme.  Cibot.  So  many  clients,  so  many  charac- 
ters " 

Mme.  Cibot  gave  her  légal  adviser  a  queer  look  at  this  ;  ail 
her  suspicions  gleamed  in  her  eyes.    Fraisier  saw  this. 

"I  résume,"  he  continned.  "So,  our  friend  Poulain  was 
once  cfllled  in  by  you  to  attend  old  M.  Pillcrault,  the  Countess 
Popinot's  great-uncle;  that  is  one  of  your  claims  to  my  dé- 
votion. Poulain  goes  to  see  your  laudlord  (mark  this!)  once 
a  fortnight;  he  learned  ail  thèse  particulars  frora  him.  M. 
Pillerault  was  présent  at  his  grand-nephew's  wedding — for 
he  is  an  uncle  with  raoney  to  leave;  he  has  an  income  of  fif- 
teen  thonsand  francs,  though  he  has  lived  like  a  hermit  for 
the  last  five-and-twenty  years,  and  scarcely  spends  a  thousand 
crowns — well,  he  told  Poulain  ail  about  this  marriage.  It 
seems  that  your  old  musician  was  precisely  the  cause  of  the 
row  ;  he  tried  to  disgrâce  his  own  family  by  way  of  revenge. — 
If  you  only  hear  one  bell,  you  only  hear  one  sound. — Your  in- 
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valid  says  that  he  meant  no  harm,  but  everybody  thinks  him 
a  monster  of " 

''And  it  would  not  astonish  me  if  he  was  !"  cried  La  Cibot. 
"Just  imagine  it  ! — For  thèse  ten  years  past  I  hâve  been 
money  ont  of  pocket  for  him,  spending  my  savings  on  him, 
and  he  knows  it,  and  yet  he  will  not  let  me  lie  down  to  sleep 
on  a  legacy  ! — ISTo,  sir  !  he  will  not.  He  is  obstinate,  a  regular 
mule  he  is. — I  hâve  talked  to  him  thèse  ten  days,  and  thc 
cross-grained  cur  won't  stir  no  more  than  a  sign-post.     He 

shuts  his  teetli  aud  looks  at  me  like The  most  that  lie 

would    say    was    that    he    would    recommend    me    to    M. 
Schmucke." 

"Then  he  means  to  make  his  will  in  favor  of  this 
Schmucke  ?" 

"Everything  will  go  to  him " 

"Listen,  my  dear  Mme.  Cibot,  if  I  am  to  arrive  at  any 
defînite  conclusions  and  think  of  a  plan,  I  must  know  M. 
Schmucke.  I  must  see  the  property  and  hâve  some  talk  with 
this  Jew  of  whom  you  speak;  and  then,  let  me  direct 
you '*■ 

"We  shall  see,  M.  Fraisier." 

"What  is  this  ?  'We  shall  see  ?'  "  repeated  Fraisier,  speak- 
ing  in  the  voice  natural  to  him,  as  he  gave  La  Cibot  a  viper- 
ous  glance.  "Am  I  your  légal  adviser  or  am  I  not,  I  say? 
lict  us  know  exactly  where  we  stand." 

La  Cibot  felt  that  he  read  her  thoughts.  A  cold  chill  ran 
down  lier  back. 

"I  hâve  told  you  ail  I  know,"  she  said.  She  saw  that  she 
was  at  the  tiger's  mercy. 

"We  attorneys  are  accustomed  to  treachery.  Just  think 
carefully  over  your  position;  it  is  superb. — If  you  follow  my 
advice  point  by  point,  you  will  hâve  thirty  or  forty  thousand 
francs.  But  there  is  a  reverse  side  to  this  beautiful  medal. 
How  if  the  Présidente  cornes  to  hear  that  M.  Pons'  property 
is  worth  a  million  of  francs,  and  that  you  mean  to  hâve  a  bite 
out  of  it? — for  there  is  always  somebody  ready  to  take  that 
kind  of  errand "  he  added  parenthetically. 

This  remark,  and  the  little  pause  that  came  beforc  and 
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after  it,  sent  anotlier  shiidilt'i- throu^li  La  ('il)o(.  Slie  thontïlif 
at  once  lhii(  I*"'raisior  liinist'H'  wniild  pinli.iMv  midiTlakc  llial 
office. 

"And  thon,  mv  doar  clionl,  in  ion  ininiilos  old  l'illeraiilt 
is  asked  to  dismiss  you,  and  Ihcn  on  a  couple  of  liours'  no- 
tice  " 

'•\Miat  docs  lliat  mat  1er  (o  me?''  said  La  Cibot,  rising  to 
lier  l'cet  like  a  Bellona;  ''I  shall  sta}'  with  tlie  gentlemen  as 
thcir  housekeepor." 

"And  then,  a  trap  will  be  set  for  you,  and  soine  line  niorn- 
ing  you  and  your  husband  will  wake  up  in  a  prison  ccll,  to 
be  tried  for  your  lives " 

"ir  cried  La  Cibot,  "I  that  hâve  not  a  farthing  that 
doesn't  belong  to  me?     .     .     .     //     .     .     .     //" 

For  five  minutes  she  held  forth,  and  Fraisier  watched  the 
great  artist  before  him  as  she  executed  a  concerto  of  self- 
praise.  He  was  quite  untouched,  and  even  amused  by  the  per- 
formance. His  keen  glanées  pricked  La  Cibot  like  stilettos; 
he  chuckled  inwardly,  till  his  shrunken  wig  was  shaking  with 
laughter.  He  was  a  Eobespierre  at  an  âge  when  the  Sylla  of 
France  was  still  making  couplets. 

"And  how?  And  why?  And  on  what  pretext?"  demanded 
she,  when  she  came  to  an  end. 

"You  wish  to  know  how  you  may  come  to  the  guillotine  ?" 

La  Cibot  turned  pale  as  death  at  the  words  ;  the  words  f ell 
like  the  knife  upon  her  neck.    She  stared  wildly  at  Fraisier. 

"Listen  to  me,  my  dcar  child,"  began  Fraisier,  suppressing 
his  inward  satisfaction  at  his  client's  discorafiture. 

"I  would  sooner  leave  things  as  they  are "  murmured 

La  Cibot,  and  she  rose  to  go. 

"Stay,"  Fraisier  said  imperiously.  "You  ought  to  know 
the  risks  that  you  are  running;  I  am  bound  to  give  you  the 
benefit  of  my  lights. — You  are  dismissed  by  M.  Pillcrault,  we 
will  say;  there  is  no  doubt  about  that,  is  therc?  You  enter 
the  service  of  thèse  two  gentlemen.  Very  good  !  That  is  a 
déclaration  of  war  against  the  Présidente.  You  mean  to  do 
everything  you  ean  to  gain  possession  of  the  property,  and 
to  get  a  slice  of  it  at  any  rate 
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"Oh,  I  am  not  blaming  you,"  Fraisier  continued,  in  an- 
swer  to  a  gestiire  from  his  client.  "It  is  not  my  place  to  do 
so.  This  is  a  battle,  and  you  will  be  led  on  fiirther  than  you 
think  for.    One  grows  fnll  of  onc's  ideas,  one  hits  hard " 

Another  gesture  of  déniai.  This  tinie  La  Cibot  tossed  her 
head. 

"There,  there,  old  lady,"  said  Fraisier,  with  odious  famil- 
iarity,  "you  will  go  a  very  long  way  ! " 

"You  take  me  for  a  thief,  I  supppose  ?" 

"Corne,  now,  mamma,  you  hold  a  receipt  in  M.  Schmucke's 
hand  whicli  did  not  cost  you  much. — Ah  !  you  are  in  the  con- 
fessional,  my  lady  !  Don't  deceive  your  confessor,  especially 
when  the  confessor  has  the  power  of  reading  your  thoughts." 

La  Cibot  was  dismayed  by  the  man's  perspicacity  ;  now  she 
knew  why  he  had  listened  to  her  so  intently. 

"Very  good,"  continued  he,  "you  can  admit  at  once  that  the 
Présidente  will  not  allow  you  to  pass  her  in  the  race  for  the 
property. — You  will  be  watched  and  spied  upon. — You  get 
your  name  into  M.  Pons'  will  ;  nothing  could  be  better.  But 
some  fine  day  the  law  steps  in,  arsenic  is  found  in  a  glass, 
and  you  and  your  husband  are  arrested,  tried,  and  con- 
demned  for  attempting  the  life  of  the  Sieur  Pons,  so  as  to 
eome  by  your  legacy.  I  once  defended  a  poor  woman  at  Ver- 
sailles; she  was  in  reality  as  innocent  as  you  would  be  in 
such  a  case.  Things  were  as  I  hâve  told  you,  and  ail  that 
I  could  do  was  to  save  her  life.  The  unhappy  créature  was 
sentenced  to  twenty  years'  pénal  servitude.  She  is  working 
out  her  time  now  at  St.  Lazare." 

Mme.  Cibot's  terror  grew  to  the  highest  pitch.  She  grew 
paler  and  paler,  staring  at  the  little,  thin  man  with  the  green 
eyes,  as  some  wretched  Moor,  accused  of  adhering  to  her  own 
religion,  might  gaze  at  the  inquisitor  who  doomed  her  to  the 
stake. 

"Then  do  you  tell  me,  that  if  I  leave  you  to  act,  and  put  my 
interests  in  your  hands,  I  shall  get  something  without  fear  ?" 

"I  guarantee  you  thirty  thousand  francs,"  said  Fraisier, 
speaking  like  a  man  sure  of  the  fact. 
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"Aftor  !ill,  viMi  kiiow  lidw  t'oml  I  ;iin  ot'  ilcnr  Dr.  INtiilniii/' 
she  bogan  again  in  lier  inost  coaxing  tones;  "lie  told  me  Id 
corne  to  you,  worlliy  niaii,  and  hv  did  not  send  e  hère  to 
be  told  that  I  sliall  be  guillotiiiod  l'or  poisoning  sonie  one." 

The  thought  nf  thc  guillotiiio  so  înovod  lier  ihat  sho  bnrst 
iuto  tears,  hor  norvcs  wore  shaken,  torror  clulchcd  ai  hor 
heart,  she  lost  her  hcad.  Fraisier  gloated  over  his  trimnph. 
When  he  saw  his  client  hesitate,  he  thought  Ihat  hc  liad  lost 
his  chance;  he  had  set  hiniself  to  frighten  and  qnell  La  Cibot 
till  she  was  conipletely  in  his  power,  boiind  hand  and  foot. 
She  had  walked  into  his  stndy  as  a  fly  walks  into  a  sj)ider'3 
web;  there  she  was  doonied  to  reniain,  entangled  in  the  toils 
of  the  little  lawyer  who  nieant  to  feed  upon  her.  Ont  of  this 
bit  of  business,  indeed.  Fraisier  meant  to  gain  the  living  of 
old  days;  comfort.  compétence,  and  considération.  He  and 
his  friend  Dr.  Poulain  had  spent  the  whole  previous  evening 
in  a  niicroseopic  exaniination  of  the  case;  they  had  niade  ma- 
ture délibérations.  The  doctor  deseribed  Sehmucke  for  his 
friend's  benefit,  and  the  alert  pair  had  plumbed  ail  hypothèses 
and  scrutinized  ail  risks  and  resourees,  till  Fraisier,  exultant, 
cried  aloud,  "Both  our  fortunes  lie  in  this  !"  He  had  gone 
so  far  as  to  promise  Poulain  a  hospital,  and  as  for  himself, 
he  meant  to  be  justice  of  the  peace  of  an  arrondissement. 

To  be  a  justice  of  the  peace  !  For  this  man  with  his 
abundant  capacity,  for  this  doctor  of  law  without  a  pair  of 
socks  to  his  name,  the  dream  was  a  hippogriff  so  restive,  that 
he  thought  of  it  as  a  deputy-advocate  thinks  of  the  silk  gown,  . 
as  an  Italian  priest  thinks  of  the  tiara.  It  was  indeed  a  wild 
dream  ! 

M.  Vitel,  the  justice  of  the  peace  beforc  whom  Fraisier 
pleaded,  was  a  man  of  sixty-nine,  in  f ailing  health  ;  he  talked 
of  retiring  on  a  pension;  and  Fraisier  used  to  talk  wdth  Pou- 
lain of  succeeding  him,  much  as  Poulain  talked  of  saving  the 
life  of  some  rich  heiress  and  marrying  her  afterwards.  Xo 
one  knows  how  greedily  every  post  in  the  gift  of  authority 
is  sought  after  in  Paris.  Every  one  wants  to  live  in  Paris. 
If  a  stamp  or  tobacco  license  falls  in,  a  hundred  women  rise 
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up  as  one  and  stir  ail  their  friends  to  obtain  it.  Any  vacancy 
in  the  ranks  of  the  twenty-four  collectors  of  taxes  sends  a 
flood  of  ambitions  folk  surging  in  upon  the  Chamber  of  Depu- 
ties.  Décisions  are  made  in  committee,  ail  appointments  are 
made  by  the  Government.  Now  the  salary  of  a  justice  of  the 
peace,  the  lowest  stipendiary  magistrate  in  Paris,  is  about 
six  thousand  francs.  The  post  of  registrar  to  the  court  is 
worth  a  hundred  thousand  francs.  Few  places  are  more  cov- 
eted  in  the  administration.  Fraisier,  as  a  justice  of  the  peace, 
with  the  head  physician  of  a  hospital  for  bis  friend,  would 
make  a  rich  marriage  himself  and  a  good  match  for  Dr.  Pou- 
lain.   Each  would  lend  a  hand  to  eaeh. 

Night  set  its  leaden  seal  upon  the  plans  made  by  the  some- 
time  attorney  of  Mantes,  and  a  formidable  scheme  sprouted 
up,  a  flourishing  scheme,  fertile  in  harvests  of  gain  and  in- 
trigue. La  Cibot  was  the  hinge  upon  which  the  whole  matter 
turned  ;  and  for  this  reason,  any  rébellion  on  the  part  of 
the  instrument  must  be  at  once  put  down  ;  such  action  on  her 
part  was  quite  unexpected;  but  Fraisier  had  put  forth  ail 
the  strength  of  bis  rancorous  nature,  and  the  audacious  por- 
tress  lay  trampled  under  bis  feet. 

"Come,  reassure  yourself,  my  dear  madame,"  he  remarked, 
holding  out  bis  hand.  The  touch  of  the  cold,  serpent-like 
skin  made  a  terrible  impression  upon  the  portress.  It  brought 
about  something  like  a  physical  reaction,  which  checked  her 
émotion  ;  Mme.  Fontaine's  toad,  Astaroth,  seemed  to  her  to  be 
less  deadly  than  this  poison-sac  that  wore  a  sandy  wig  and 
spoke  in  tones  like  the  creaking  of  a  hinge. 

*'Do  not  imagine  that  I  am  frightening  you  to  no  pur- 
pose,"  Fraisier  continued.  (La  Cibot's  feeling  of  repulsion 
had  not  escaped  him.)  "The  afîairs  which  made  Mme.  la 
Présidente's  dreadful  réputation  are  so  well  known  at  the 
law-courts,  that  you  can  make  inquiries  there  if  you  like. 
The  great  person  who  was  ail  but  sent  into  a  lunatic  asylum 
was  the  Marquis  d'Espard.  The  Marquis  d'Esgrignon  was 
saved  from  the  hulks.  The  handsome  young  man  with  wealth 
and  a  great  future  before  him,  who  was  to  hâve  raarried  a 
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dnujihtor  of  ono  of  tho  (irst  familios  of  France,  and  hancjocl 
lùnisolf  in  a  ccll  oi'  tlio  Concicr<^erie,  was  thc  colcbratod  Lu- 
cien de  llubenipré;  the  alîair  niade  a  great  deal  of  noise  in 
Paris  at  the  tinio.  That  was  a  question  of  a  will.  Ilis  niis- 
tress,  the  notorious  Esther,  died  and  left  him  several  niillions, 
and  they  accuscd  the  young  fellow  of  poison in^^  hcr.  Hc  was 
not  even  in  Paris  at  tho  time  of  hcr  death,  nor  did  he  so.miicli 
as  know  that  thc  Avonian  had  Icft  the  nioney  to  him  ! — Ônc 
cannot  wcll  be  more  innocent  than  that!  Wel],  aftcr  M. 
Camusot  examined  liim,  he  hanf^jed  himself  in  his  cell.  Law, 
like  medicine,  has  its  victims.  In  the  first  case,  one  man  suf- 
fers  for  the  mam^,  and  in  the  second,  he  dies  for  science," 
he  addcd,  and  an  ngly  smile  stole  over  his  lips.  "Well,  I  know 
the  risks  myself,  you  see;  poor  and  obscure  little  attorney  as 
I  am,  the  law  has  been  the  ruin  of  me.  My  expérience  was 
dcarly  bought — it  is  ail  at  your  service." 

"Thank  you,  no,"  said  La  Cibot;  "I  will  havc  nothing  to 
do  with  it,  upon  my  word  !  ...  I  shall  hâve  nourislied 
ingratitude,  that  is  ail!  I  want  nothing  but  my  due;  I  hâve 
thirty  years  of  honesty  behind  me,  sir.  M.  Pons  says  that 
he  will  recommend  me  to  his  friend  Schmucke;  well  and 
good,  I  shall  end  my  days  in  peace  with  the  German,  good 
man." 

Fraisier  had  overshot  his  mark.  He  had  discouraged  La 
Cibot.  Xow  he  was  obliged  to  remove  thèse  unpleasant  im- 
pressions. 

"Do  not  let  us  give  up,"  he  said;  "just  go  away  quietly 
home.    Come,  now,  we  will  steer  the  affair  to  a  good  end." 

"But  what  about  my  rentes,  what  am  I  to  do  to  get  them, 
and " 

"And  f  eel  no  remorse  ?"  he  interrupted  quickly.  "Eh  !  it 
is  precisely  for  that  that  men  of  business  were  invented  ;  un- 
less  you  keep  within  the  law,  you  get  nothing.  You  know 
nothing  of  law;  I  know  a  good  deal.  I  will  see  that  you  keep 
on  the  right  side  of  it,  and  you  can  hold  your  own  in  ail  men's 
sight.    As  for  your  conscience,  that  is  your  own  affair." 

"A^ery  well,  tell  me  how  to  do  ii,"  returned  La  Cibot,  cu- 
rious  and  delighted. 
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"I  do  not  know  how  y  et.  I  hâve  not  looked  at  the  strong 
points  of  the  case  yet;  I  hâve  been  busy  with  the  obstacles. 
But  the  first  thing  to  be  done  is  to  urge  him  to  make  a  will  ; 
you  cannot  go  wrong  over  that  ;  and  find  out,  first  of  ail,  how 
Pons  means  to  leave  bis  fortune;  for  if  you  were 
bis  beir " 

"No,  no  ;  be  does  not  like  me.  Ah  !  if  I  had  but  known"  the 
value  of  bis  gimcracks,  and  if  I  had  known  what  I  know  now 
about  bis  amours,  I  sbould  be  easy  in  my  mind  this  day " 

"Keep  on,  in  fact,"  broke  in  Fraisier.  "Dying  folk  bave 
queer  f  ancies,  my  dear  madame  ;  tbey  disappoint  hopes  many 
a  time.  Let  him  make  bis  will,  and  then  we  sball  see.  And 
of  ail  tbings,  the  property  must  be  valued.  So  I  must  see 
this  Eémonencq  and  the  Jew;  tbey  will  be  very  useful  to  us. 
Put  entire  confidence  in  me,  I  am  at  your  disposai.  Wben  a 
client  is  a  friend  to  me,  I  am  bis  friend  through  tbick  and 
tbin.    Friend  or  enemy,  that  is  my  eharaeter." 

"Very  well,"  said  La  Cibot,  "I  am  yours  entirely;  and  as 
for  fées,  M.  Poulain " 

"Let  us  say  nothing  about  that,"  said  Fraisier.  "Think 
how  you  can  keep  Poulain  at  the  bedside;  he  is  one  of  the 
most  upright  and  conscientious  men  I  know  ;  and,  you  see,  we 
want  some  one  there  wbom  we  can  trust.  Poulain  would  do 
better  than  I  ;  I  bave  lost  my  eharaeter." 

"You  look  as  if  you  had,"  said  La  Cibot  ;  "but,  for  my  own 
part,  I  should  trust  3'ou." 

"And  you  would  do  well.  Come  to  see  me  wbenever  any- 
tbing  bappens,  and — there! — you  are  an  intelligent  woman; 
ail  will  go  well." 

"Good-day,  M.  Fraisier.  I  hope  you  will  recover  your 
healtb.    Your  servant,  sir." 

Fraisier  went  to  the  door  with  bis  client.  But  this  time 
it  was  he,  and  not  La  Cibot,  wbo  was  struck  with  an  idea  on 
the  tbreshold. 

"If  you  could  persuade  M.  Pons  to  call  me  in,  it  would  be 
a  great  step." 

"I  will  try,"  said  La  Cibot. 
13 
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l'rnisior  drcw  lier  back  into  liis  sanctum.  "Look  hère,  old 
lady,  1  know  M.  Tropnoii,  tlio  notarv  of  tho  quartor,  vory 
well.  If  M.  Pons  lias  iiot  a  n<itary,  mention  M.  Trognon  to 
hini.    Makc  hini  takc  M.  Trognon " 

"Right,"  returned  La  Cibot. 

And  as  she  came  ont  again  she  heard  thc  riistle  of  a  dress 
and  the  soiind  of  a  stealthy,  heavy  footstep. 

Ont  in  the  street  and  by  hcrsclf,  Mme.  Cibot  to  somo  ex- 
tent  rccovered  her  libcrty  of  mind  as  she  walked.  Though 
the  influence  of  the  conversation  was  still  upon  her,  and  she 
had  always  stood  in  dread  of  scafïolds,  justice,  and  judges, 
she  took  a  very  natural  resolution  which  was  to  bring  about 
a  conflict  of  strategy  between  her  and  her  formidable  légal 
adviser. 

*What  do  I  want  with  other  folk?"  said  she  to  herself. 
"Let  us  make  a  round  sum,  and  afterwards  I  will  take  ail 
that  they  oiïer  me  to  push  their  interests;"  and  this  thought, 
as  will  shortly  be  seen,  hastened  the  poor  old  musician's  end. 

"Well,  dear  M.  Schmucke,  and  how  is  our  dcar,  adored 
patient?"  asked  La  Cibot,  as  she  came  into  the  room. 

"Fery  pad;  Bons  haf  peen  vandering  ail  der  night." 

"Then,  what  did  he  say?" 

"Chust  nonsense.  He  vould  dot  I  haf  ail  his  fortune,  on 
kondition  dot  I  sell  nodings. — Den  ho  eried  !  Boor  mann  ! 
It  made  me  ver'  sad." 

"Never  mind,  honey,"  returned  the  portress.  "I  hâve  kept 
you  waiting  for  your  breakfast;  it  is  nine  o'elock  and  past; 
but  don't  scold  me.  I  hâve  business  on  hand,  you  see,  busi- 
ness of  yours.  Hère  are  we  without  any  money,  and  I  hâve 
been  out  to  get  some." 

"Vere?"  asked  Schmucke. 

"Of  my  uncle." 

"Onkel?" 

"Up  the  spout." 

"Shpout  ?" 

"Oh!  the  dear  man  !  how  simple  he  is?     No,  you  are  a 
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saint,  a  love,  an  archbishop  of  innocence,  a  man  that  ouglir 
to  be  stufïed,  as  the  old  actor  said.  What  !  you  hâve  lived  in 
Paris  for  twenty-nine  years  ;  you  saw  the  Révolution  of  July, 
you  did,  and  you  hâve  never  so  mueh  as  heard  tell  of  a  pawn- 
broker — a  man  that  lends  you  money  on  your  things? — I 
hâve  been  pawning  our  silver  spoons  and  forks,  eight  of  them, 
thread  pattern.  Pooh,  Cibot  can  eat  his  victuals  with  Ger- 
man  silver;  it  is  quite  the  fashion  now,  they  say.  It  is  not 
worth  while  to  say  anything  to  our  angel  there;  it  would 
upset  him  and  make  him  yellower  than'before,  and  he  is  quite 
cross  enough  as  it  is.  Let  us  get  him  round  again  first,  and 
afterwards  we  shall  see.  What  must  be  must;  and  we  must 
take  things  as  we  find  them,  eh?" 

"Goot  voman  !  nople  heart  !"  cried  poor  Schmucke,  with 
a  great  tenderness  in  his  face.  He  took  La  Cibot's  hand  and 
olasped  it  to  his  breast.  When  he  looked  up,  there  were  tears 
in  his  eyes. 

"There,  that  will  do,  Papa  Schmucke  ;  how  funny  you  are  ! 
This  is  too  bad.  I  am  an  old  daughter  of  the  people — my 
heart  is  in  my  hand.  I  hâve  something  hère,  you  see,  like 
you  hâve,  hearts  of  gold  that  you  are,"  she  added,  slapping 
her  chest. 

"Baba  Schmucke!"  continued  the  musician.  "No,  To 
know  de  tepths  of  sorrow,  to  cry  mit  tears  of  blood,  to  mount 
ivp  in  der  hefn — dat  is  mein  lot  !  I  shall  not  lif  after 
Bons " 

"Gracions  !  I  am  sure  you  won't,  you  are  killing  yourself . 
— Listen,  pet  !" 

"Bet?" 

"Very  well,  my  sonny " 

"Zonny?" 

"My  lamb,  then,  if  you  like  it  better." 

"It  is  not  more  clear." 

"Oh,  well,  let  me  take  care  of  you  and  tell  you  what  to  do; 
for  if  you  go  on  like  this,  I  shall  hâve  both  of  you  laid  up 
on  my  hands,  you  see.  To  my  little  way  of  thinking,  we  must 
do  the  work  between  us.    You  cannot  go  about  Paris  to  give 
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lesson?,  for  it  tiros  you,  and  then  you  are  not  fît  to  do  any- 
thins  aftenvards,  and  somebodv  must  sit  up  of  a  night  with 
M.  Pons,  now  that  he  is  getting  worse  and  worse.  I  will  nm 
round  to-day  to  ail  your  pupils  and  tell  them  that  you  are 
ill;  is  it  not  so?  And  then  you  can  spend  the  nights  with 
our  lanib,  and  sleep  of  a  morning  from  five  o'clock  till,  let 
us  say,  two  in  the  afternoon.  I  myself  will  take  the  day,  the 
most  tiring  part,  for  there  is  your  breakfast  and  dinner  to 
get  ready,  and  the  bed  to  make.  and  the  things  to  change, 
and  the  doses  of  medicine  to  give.  I  could  not  hold  ont  for 
another  ten  days  at  this  rate.  It  is  a  month  and  more  already 
sinee  I  hâve  been  like  this.  What  would  become  of  you  if 
I  were  to  fall  ill?  And  you  yourself,  it  makes  one  shudder 
to  see  you;  just  look  at  yourself,  after  sitting  up  with  him 
last  night  1" 

She  drew  Schmuoke  to  the  slass,  and  Schmucke  thousht 
that  there  was  a  great  change. 

"So,  if  you  are  of  my  raind,  1*11  hâve  your  breakfast  ready 
in  a  jiffy.  Then  you  will  look  after  our  poor  dear  again  till 
two  o'clock.  Let  me  hâve  a  list  of  your  people,  and  I  will  soon 
arranEre  it.  You  will  be  free  for  a  fortniçrht.  You  can  so 
to  bed  when  I  come  in,  and  sleep  till  night." 

So  prudent  did  the  proposition  seem,  that  Schmucke  then 
and  there  aereed  to  it. 

^'Xot  a  Word  to  M.  Pons;  he  would  think  it  was  ail  over 
with  him,  you  know,  if  we  were  to  tell  him  in  this  way  that 
his  engagement  at  the  théâtre  and  his  lessons  are  put  off.  He 
would  be  thinking  that  he  should  not  find  his  pupils  again, 
poor  gentleman — stuff  and  nonsense  !  M.  Poulain  says  that 
we  shall  save  our  Benjamin  if  we  keep  him  as  quiet  as  pos- 
sible." 

"Ach  !  fery  goot  !  Pring  up  der  preakfast  :  I  shall  make 
der  bett.  and  gif  you  die  attresses  ! — You  are  right  ;  it  vould 
pe  too  much  for  me." 

An  hour  later  La  Cibot,  in  her  Sunday  clothes,  departed 
in  great  state,  to  the  no  small  astonishment  of  the  Eémo- 
nencqs  ;  she  promised  herself  that  she  would  support  the  char- 
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acter  of  confidential  servant  of  the  pair  of  nutcrackers,  in 
the  boarding-schools  and  private  familles  in  which  they  gave 
miisic-lessons. 

It  is  needless  to  repeat  ail  the  gossip  in  which  La  Cibot 
indulged  on  hcr  round.  The  members  of  every  family,  the 
head-mistress  of  every  boarding-school,  were  treated  to  a  va- 
riation upon  the  thème  of  Pons'  illness.  A  single  scène, 
Avhich  took  place  in  the  Illustrions  Gaudissart's  private  room, 
will  give  a  sulhcient  idea  of  the  rest.  La  Cibot  met  with  un- 
heard-of  difficulties,  but  she  succeeded  in  penetrating  at  last 
to  the  présence.  Kings  and  cabinet  ministers  are  less  difficult 
of  access  than  the  manager  of  a  théâtre  in  Paris;  nor  is  it 
hard  to  understand  why  such  prodigious  barriers  are  raised 
between  them  and  ordinary  mortals  :  a  king  has  only  to  défend 
himself  from  ambition;  the  manager  of  a  théâtre  has  reason 
to  dread  the  wounded  vanity  of  actors  and  authors. 

La  Cibot,  however,  struck  up  an  acquaintance  with  the 
portress,  and  traversed  ail  distances  in  a  brief  space.  There 
is  a  sort  of  freemasonry  among  the  porter  tribe,  and,  indeed, 
among  the  members  of  every  profession  ;  for  each  calling  has 
its  shibboleth,  as  well  as  its  insulting  epithet  and  the  mark 
with  which  it  brands  its  followers. 

"Ah  !  madame,  you  are  the  portress  hère,"  began  La  Cibot. 
"I  myself  am  a  portress,  in  a  small  way,  in  a  house  in  the  Rue 
de  Normandie.  M.  Pons,  your  conductor,  lodges  with  us. 
Oh,  how  glad  I  should  be  to  hâve  your  place,  and  see  the 
actors  and  dancers  and  authors  go  past.  It  is  the  marshal's 
bâton  in  our  profession,  as  the  old  actor  said." 

"And  how  is  M.  Pons  going  on,  good  man?"  inquired  the 
portress. 

"He  is  not  going  on  at  ail;  he  has  not  left  his  bed  thèse 
two  months.  He  will  only  leave  the  house  feet  foreraost,  that 
is  certain." 

"He  will  be  missed." 

"Yes.  I  hâve  come  with  a  message  to  the  manager  from 
him.    Just  try  to  get  me  a  word  with  him,  dear." 

"A  lady  from  M.  Pons  to  see  you,  sir  !"    Af ter  this  fashion 
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did  the  youth  attaclunl  to  the  service  of  Ilic  iiKuia^or's  olliec 
annoimcc  La  Cibot,  wliorn  thr  portress  bolow  Imd  particularly 
recomnicnded  to  his  care. 

Gaudissart  had  just  come  in  l'or  a  rchoarsal.  Chance  so 
ordeird  it  that  no  one  wished  io  speak  with  liim;  actors  and 
authors  were  alike  late.  l)eli<i;liled  to  hâve  news  of  his  eon- 
ductor,  he  made  a  Napoleonic  gesture,  and  La  Cibot  was  ad- 
mit ted. 

The  sonietinie  commercial  travcler,  uow  the  head  of  a 
popular  théâtre,  regarded  his  sleeping  partners  in  the  light 
of  a  legitimate  wife;  they  were  not  infornied  of  ail  his  doings. 
The  llourishing  state  of  his  linances  had  reacted  upou  his 
person.  Grown  big  and  stout  and  high-colored  with  good 
cheer  and  prosperity,  Gaiidissart  made  no  disgnise  of  his 
transformation  into  a  Mondor. 

"\Ve  are  turning  into  a  city-father,"  he  once  said,  trying 
to  be  the  first  to  laugh. 

"You  are  only  in  the  Turcaret  stage  yet,  though,"  retorted 
Bixiou,  who  often  replaced  Gaudissart  in  the  company  of  the 
leading  lady  of  the  .ballet,  the  célébra  ted  Héloïse  Brisetout. 

The  former  Illustrions  Gaudissart,  in  fact,  was  exploiting 
the  théâtre  simply  and  solely  for  his  own  particular  benefit, 
and  with  brutal  disregard  of  other  interests.  He  first  insinu- 
ated  himself  as  collaborator  in  varions  ballets,  pla3^s,  and 
vaudevilles  j  then  he  waited  till  the  author  wanted  money  and 
bought  up  the  other  half  of  the  copyright.  Thèse  after-pieces 
and  vaudevilles,  always  added  to  successful  plays,  brought 
him  in  a  daily  harvest  of  gold  coins.  He  trafficked  by  proxy 
in  tickets,  allotting  a  certain  number  to  himself,  as  the  mana- 
gers share,  till  he  took  in  this  way  a  tithe  of  the  receipts. 
And  Gaudissart  had  other  methods  of  making  money  besides 
thèse  officiai  contributions.  He  sold  boxes,  he  took  présents 
from  indiffèrent  actresses  burning  to  go  upon  the  stage  to  fîll 
email  speaking  parts,  or  simply  to  appear  as  cjueens,  or  pages, 
and  the  like  ;  he  swelled  his  nominal  third  share  of  the  profits 
to  such  purpose  that  the  sleeping  partners  scarcely  received 
one-tenth  instead  of  the  remaining  two-thirds  of  the  net  re- 
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ceipts.  Even  so,  however,  the  tenth  paid  them  a  dividend 
of  fifteen  per  cent  on  their  capital.  Ou  the  strength  of  that 
fifteen  per  cent  Gaudissart  talked  of  his  intelligence,  honesty, 
and  zeal,  aud  the  good  fortune  of  his  partners.  When  Count 
Popinot,  showiug  an  interest  in  the  concern,  asked  Matifat, 
or  General  Gouraud  (Matifat's  son-iu-law),  or  Crevel, 
whether  they  were  satisfied  with  Gaudissart,  Gouraud,  now  a 
peer  of  France,  answered,  "They  say  he  robs  us;  but  he  is 
such  a  élever,  good-natured  fellow,  that  we  are  quite  satisfied." 

"This  is  like  La  Fontaine's  fable,"  smiled  the  ex-cabinet 
minister. 

Gaudissart  found  investments  for  his  capital  in  other  ven- 
tures.  •  He  thought  well  of  Schwab,  Brunner,  and  the  Graffs  ; 
that  firm  was  promoting  railways,  he  became  a  shareholder 
in  the  lines.  His  shrewdness  was  carefully  hidden  beneath 
the  f rank  carelessness  of  a  man  of  pleasure  ;  he  seemed  to  be 
interested  in  nothing  but  amusements  and  dress,  yet  he 
thought  everything  over,  and  his  wide  expérience  of  business 
gained  as  a  commercial  traveler  stood  him  in  good  stead. 

A  self-made  man,  he  did  not  take  himself  seriously.  He 
gave  suppers  and  banquets  to  celebrities  in  rooms  sumptu- 
ously  furnished  by  the  house  decorator.  Showy  by  nature, 
with  a  taste  for  doing  things  handsomely,  he  affected  an  easy- 
going  air,  and  seemed  so  much  the  less  formidable  because 
he  had  kept  the  slang  of  "the  road"  (to  use  his  own  expres- 
sion), with  a  few  green-room  phrases  superadded.  Now, 
artists  in  the  theatrical  profession  are  wont  to  express  them- 
selves  with  some  vigor;  Gaudissart  borrowed  sufficient  racy 
green-room  talk  to  blend  with  his  commercial  traveler's  lively 
jocularity,  and  passed  for  a  wit.  He  was  thinking  at  that 
moment  of  selling  his  license  and  "going  into  another  line," 
as  he  said.  He  thought  of  being  chairman  of  a  railway  Com- 
pany, of  becoming  a  responsible  person  and  an  administrator, 
and  finally  of  marrying  Mlle.  Minard,  daughter  of  the  richest 
mayor  in  Paris.  He  might  hope  to  get  into  the  Chamber 
through  "his  line,"  and,  with  Popinot's  influence,  to  take 
office  under  the  Government. 
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"Wlioni  havo  I  Iho  honor  oï  iuldrcssing?"  in(|uircd  Gaii- 
dissart,  looking  magistcrially  at  La  Cibot. 

"I  am  M.  Pons'  confidential  servant,  sir." 

*'\Voll,  and  how  is  tlio  dear  fcllow?" 

"111,,  sir— vcry  ill." 

''The  devil  lie  is  !  I  am  sorry  lo  hcar  iL — i  niust  conio  and 
see  him  ;  he  is  sucli  a  man  as  you  don't  of ten  find." 

"Ah  yes  !  sir,  he  is  a  cherub,  he  is.  I  liave  always  won- 
dered  how  he  came  to  be  in  a  théâtre." 

"Why,  madame,  the  théâtre  is  a  house  of  correction  for 
morals,"  said  Gaiidissart.  "Poor  Pons  ! — Upon  my  word,  one 
ought  to  cultivate  the  species  to  keep  up  the  stock.  'ïis  a 
pattern  man,  and  has  talent  too.  When  will  he  be  able  to 
take  his  orchestra  again,  do  you  think?  A  théâtre,  unfor- 
tunately,  is  like  a  stage  coaeh  :  empty  or  f ull,  it  starts  at  the 
same  time.  Hère,  at  six  o'clock  every  evening,  iip  gocs  the 
curtain;  and  if  we  are  never  so  sorry  for  ourselves,  it  won't 
make  good  music.    Let  us  see  now — how  is  he?" 

La  Cibot  pulled  out  her  pocket-handkerchief  and  held  it  to 
her  eyes. 

''Tt  is  a  terrible  thing  to  say,  my  dear  sir,"  said  she  ;  "but 
I  am  afraid  we  shall  lose  him,  though  we  are  as  careful  of 
him  as  of  the  apple  of  our  eyes.  And,  at  the  same  time,  I 
came  to  say  that  you  must  not  count  on  M.  Schmucke,  worthy 
man,  for  he  is  going  to  sit  up  with  him  at  night.  One  cannot 
help  doing  as  if  there  was  hope  still  left,  and  trying  one's 
best  to  snatch  the  dear,  good  soûl  from  death.  But  the  doctor 
has  given  him  up " 

"What  is  the  matter  with  him  ?" 

"He  is  dying  of  grief,  jaundice,  and  liver  complaint,  with 
a  lot  of  family  afïairs  to  complicate  matters." 

"And  a  doctor  as  well,"  said  Gaudissart.  "He  ought  to 
hâve  had  Lebrun,  our  doctor;  it  would  hâve  cost  him  noth- 
ing." 

"M.  Pons'  doctor  is  a  Providence  on  earth.  But  what  can  a 
doctor  do,  no  matter  how  clever  he  is,  with  such  complica- 
tions ?" 
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"I  wanted  the  good  pair  of  nutcrackers  badly  for  the  ac- 
companiment  of  my  new  fairy  pièce." 

"Is  it  anything  that  I  can  do  for  them?"  asked  La  Cibot, 
and  lier  expression  would  hâve  donc  crédit  to  a  Jocrisse. 

Gaudissart  burst  ont  laughing. 

"I  am  their  housekeeper,  sir,  and  do  many  things  my  gen- 
tlemen  "  She  did  not  finish  her  speech,  for  in  the  middle 

of  Gaudissart's  roar  of  laughter  a  woman's  voice  exclaimed, 
"If  you  are  laughing,  old  man,  one  may  come  in,"  and  the 
leading  lady  of  the  ballet  rushed  into  the  room  and  flung  her- 
self  upon  the  only  sofa.  The  newcomer  was  Héloïse  Brise- 
tout,  with  a  splendid  algérienne^  as  such  scarves  used  to  be 
called,  about  her  shoulders. 

"Who  is  amusing  you?  Is  it  this  lady?  What  post  does 
she  want?"  asked  this  nymph,  giving  the  manager  such  a 
glanée  as  artist  gives  artist,  a  glanée  that  would  make  a  sub- 
ject  for  a  picture. 

Héloïse,  a  young  woman  of  exceedingly  literary  tastes,  was 
on  intimate  terms  with  great  and  famous  artists  in  Bohemia. 
Elégant,  accomplished,  and  graceful,  she  was  more  intelligent 
than  dancers  usually  are.  As  she  put  her  question,  she  snifEed 
at  a  scent-bottle  full  of  some  aromatic  perfume. 

"One  fine  woman  is  as  good  as  another,  madame;  and  if  I 
don't  sniff  the  pestilence  out  of  a  scent-bottle,  nor  daub  brick- 
dust  on  my  cheeks " 

"That  would  be  a  sinful  waste,  child,  when  Nature  put  it 
on  for  you  to  begin  with,"  said  Héloïse,  with  a  side  glanée  at 
her  manager. 

"I  am  an  honest  woman " 


"  So  much  the  worse  for  you.  It  is  not  every  one  by  a  long 
chalk  that  can  find  some  one  to  keep  them,  and  kept  I  am, 
and  in  slap-up  style,  madame." 

"So  much  the  worse  !  What  do  you  mean  ?  Oh,  you  may 
toss  your  head  and  go  about  in  scarves,  you  will  never  hâve 
as  many  déclarations  as  I  hâve  had,  missus.  You  will  never 
match  the  Belle  Écaillère  of  the  Cadran  Bleu." 

Héloïse  Brisetout  rose  at  once  to  her  feet,  stood  at  attention, 
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and  Iliade  a  military  saluto,  liko  a  soldu  r  uho  mects  his  gcMi- 
l'ral. 

"What?"  askod  Gaudissarl,  "are  yon  ically  La  Belle  Ecail- 
lèrc  of  whom  niy  fatlior  iised  to  talk?" 

"In  that  case  thc  cacluicha  and  the  polka  were  aller  your 
lime;  and  madame  bas  passed  lier  lirtietli  year,"  remarked 
lléloïse,  and  striking  an  attitude,  she  declaimed,  ''  'Cinna, 
let  us  be  friends.'  '' 

"Come,  lléloïse,  the  lady  is  not  up  to  tbis;  let  ber  alone." 

"Madame  is  perbaps  the  New  Héloïse,"  suggcsted  La  Cibot, 
witb  sly  innocence. 

"Not  bad,  old  hidy  !"  cried  Gaudissart. 

"It  is  a  vénérable  joke,"  said  tbc  dancer,  "a  grizzled  pun  ; 
find  us  anotber  old  lady — or  take  a  cigarette." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  madame,  I  feel  too  unbappy  to  answer 
you;  my  two  gentlemen  arc  very  ill;  and  to  buy  nourisbment 
for  tbem  and  to  spare  theni  trouble,  I  bave  pawned  everytbing 
down  to  my  busband's  clothes  that  I  pledged  this  morning. 
llere  is  the  ticket!" 

"Oh  !  hère,  the  affair  is  becomiiig  tragic,"  cried  the  fair 
lléloïse.    "What  is  it  ail  about?" 

"Madame  drops  down  upon  us  like " 

"Like  a  dancer,"  said  Héloïse;  "let  me  prompt  you, — 
missus  !" 

"Corne,  I  am  busy,"  said  Gaudissart.  "The  joke  bas  gone 
far  enough.  Héloïse,  this  is  M.  Pons'  confîdential  servant  ; 
she  bas  corne  to  tell  me  that  I  must  not  count  upon  bira  ; 
our  poor  conductor  is  not  expected  to  live.  I  don't  know  what 
to  do." 

"Oh  !  poor  man  ;  why,  he  must  bave  a  benefit." 

"It  would  ruin  bim,"  said  Gaudissart.  "He  might  find 
next  day  that  be  owed  five  bundred  francs  to  charitable  insti- 
tutions, and  they  refuse  to  admit  that  there  are  any  sufferers 
in  Paris  except  their  own.  No,  look  hère,  my  good  woman, 
since  you  are  going  in  for  the  Montyon  prize " 

He  broke  ofï,  rang  the  bell,  and  the  youth  before  mentioned 
.suddenly  appeared. 
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"Tell  the  cashier  to  send  me  up  a  thousand-franc  note. — 
Sit  down,  madame." 

"Ah  !  poor  woman,  look,  she  is  crying  !"  exclaimed  Héloïse. 
"How  stupid  !  There,  there,  mother,  we  will  go  to  see  him  ; 
don't  cry. — I  say,  now,"  she  continued,  taking  the  manager 
into  a  corner,  "you  want  to  make  me  take  the  leading  part 
in  the  ballet  in  Ariane,  you  Turk.  You  are  going  to  be  mar- 
ried,  and  you  know  how  I  can  make  you  misérable " 

"Héloïse,  my  heart  is  copper-bottomed  like  a  man-of-war." 

"I  shall  bring  your  children  on  the  scène  !  I  will  borrow 
some  somewhere." 

"I  hâve  owned  up  about  the  attachment." 

"Do  be  nice,  and  give  Pons'  post  to  Garangeot  ;  he  has  tal- 
ent, poor  fellow,  and  he  has  not  a  penny;  and  I  promise 
peace." 

"But  wait  till  Pons  is  dead,  in  case  the  good  man  may  corne 
back  again." 

"Oh,  as  to  that,  no,  sir,"  said  La  Cibot.  "He  began  to 
wander  in  his  mind  last  night,  and  now  he  is  delirious.  It 
will  soon  be  over,  unfortunately." 

"At  any  rate,  take  Garangeot  as  a  stop-gap  î"  pleaded  Hé- 
loïse.   "He  has  the  whole  press  on  his  side " 

Just  at  that  moment  the  cashier  came  in  with  a  note  for  a 
thousand  francs  in  his  hand. 

"Give  it  to  madame  hère,"  said  Gaudissart.  "Good-day, 
ray  good  woman;  take  good  care  of  the  dcar  màn,  and  tell 
him  that  I  am  coming  to  see  him  to-morrow,  or  sometime — 
as  soon  as  I  can,  in  short." 

"A  drowning  man,"  said  Héloïse. 

"Ah,  sir,  hearts  like  yours  are  only  found  in  a  théâtre. 
May  God  bless  you  !" 

"To  what  account  shall  I  post  this  item  ?"  asked  the  cashier. 

"1  will  countersign  the  order.  Post  it  to  the  bonus  ac- 
count." 

Before  La  Cibot  went  out,  she  made  Mlle.  Brisetout  a  fine 
courtesy,  and  heard  Gaudissart  remark  to  his  mistress: 

"Can  Garangeot  do  the  dance-music  for  the  Mohicans  in 


i;vi  COUSIN  roNS 

twolvo  days?  If  hc  lu'lpb  me  ouL  oï  in_y  ])j-c'ilic;iiii('iii ,  \\r  >li;ill 
havo  Pons'  place." 

La  Cibdl  liad  eut  olï  thc  incomcs  oï  tlic  two  riiciuls,  shc 
luid  Icft  tlu'in  witlunit  ineans  of  subsistence  il  J'ons  shoiild 
chance  to  ivcovcr,  aud  was  better  ivwarded  l'or  ail  tliis  mis- 
chiof  than  for  any  good  that  shc  had  donc.  In  a  fcw  days' 
tiinc  hor  trcaehcrous  trick  would  bring  about  thc  dcsircd  rc- 
sult — Elie  Magus  wonld  hâve  his  coveted  pictnres.  But  if 
this  first  spoliation  was  to  be  efïected,  La  Cibot  must  throw 
dust  in  Fraisier's  eyes,  and  liill  the  suspicions  of  that  terrible 
follow-conspirator  of  lier  own  sccking;  and  Elie  Magus  and 
Kémouencq  nuist  be  bound  over  to  secrecy. 

As  for  Rémonencq,  he  had  gradually  corne  to  feel  such  a 
passion  as  uneducatcd  people  can  conceive  when  they  corne 
to  Paris  from  the  dcpths  of  the  country,  bringing  with  them 
ail  the  fixed  ideas  bred  of  the  solitary  country  life;  ail  the 
ignorance  of  a  primitive  nature,  ail  the  brute  appetites  that 
become  so  many  fixed  ideas.  Mme.  Cibot's  masculine  beauty, 
her  vivacity,  her  market-woman's  wit,  had  ail  been  remarked 
by  the  marine  store-dealer.  He  thought  at  first  of  taking  La 
Cibot  from  her  husband,  bigamy  among  the  lower  classes  in 
Paris  being  much  more  common  than  is  generally  supposed; 
but  grecd  was  like  a  slip-knot  drawn  more  and  more  tightly 
about  his  heart,  till  reason  at  length  was  stifled.  When  Eé- 
monencq  computed  that  the  commission  paid  by  himself  and 
Êlie  Magus  amounted  to  about  forty  thousand  francs,  he 
determined  to  hâve  La  Cibot  for  his  legitimate  spouse,  and  his 
thoughts  turned  from  a  misdemeanor  to  a  crime.  A  romantic 
purely  spéculative  dream,  persistently  followed  through  a 
tobacco-smoker's  long  musings  as  he  lounged  in  the  doorway, 
had  brought  him  to  the  point  of  wishing  that  the  little  tailor 
were  dead.  At  a  stroke  he  beheld  his  capital  trebled;  and 
then  he  thought  of  La  Cibot.  What  a  good  saleswoman  she 
would  be  !  What  a  handsome  figure  she  would  make  in  a 
magnificent  shop  on  the  boulevards  !  The  twofold  covetous- 
ness  turned  Eémonencq's  head.  In  fancy  he  took  a  shop 
that  he  knew  of  on  the  Boulevard  de  la  Madeleine,  he  stocked 
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it  with  Pons'  treasiires,  and  then — after  dreaming  his  dream 
in  sheets  of  gold,  after  seeing  millions  in  the  bine  spiral 
wreaths  that  rose  from  his  pipe,  he  awoke  to  find  himself  face 
to  face  with  the  little  tailor.  Cibot  was  sweeping  the  yard, 
the  doorstep,  and  the  pavement  just  as  his  neighbor  was  tak- 
ing  down  the  slmtters  and  displaying  his  wares;  for  since 
Pons  fell  ill,  La  Cibot's  work  had  fallen  to  her  husband. 

The  Auvergnat  began  to  look  upon  the  little,  swarthy, 
stunted,  copper-colored  tailor  as  the  one  obstacle  in  his  way, 
and  pondered  how  to  be  rid  of  him.  Meanwhile,  this  growing 
passion  made  La  Cibot  very  proud,  for  she  had  reached  an  âge 
when  a  woman  begins  to  understand  that  she  may  grow  old. 

So  early  one  morning,  she  meditatively  watched  Eémo- 
nencq  as  he  arranged  his  odds  and  ends  for  sale.  She  won- 
dered  how  far  his  love  could  go.    He  came  across  to  her. 

"Well,"  he  said,  "are  things  going  as  you  wish?" 

"It  is  you  who  make  me  uneasy,"  said  La  Cibot.  "I  shall 
be  talked  about;  the  neighbors  will  see  you  making  sheep's 
eyes  at  me." 

She  left  the  doorway  and  dived  into  the  Auvergnat's  back 
shop. 

"What  a  notion  !"  said  Rémonencq. 

"Corne  hère,  I  hâve  something  to  say  to  you,"  said  La  Cibot. 
"M.  Pons'  heirs  are  about  to  make  a  stir  ;  they  are  capable  of 
giving  us  a  lot  of  trouble.  God  knows  what  might  come  of  it 
if  they  send  the  lawyers  hère  to  poke  their  noses  into  the 
afîair  like  hunting-dogs.  I  cannot  get  M.  Sehmucke  to  sell 
a  few  pietures  unless  you  like  me  well  enough  to  keep  the 
secret — such  a  secret  ! — With  your  head  on  the  bloek,  you 
must  not  say  where  the  pietures  come  from,  nor  who  it  was 
that  sold  them.  When  M.  Pons  is  once  dead  and  buried, 
you  understand,  nabody  will  know  how  many  pietures  there 
ought  to  be  ;  if  there  are  fifty-three  pietures  instead  of  sixty- 
seven,  nobody  will  be  any  the  wiser.  Besides,  if  M.  Pons 
sold  them  himself  while  he  was  alive,  nobody  can  find  fault." 

"No,"  agreed  Rémonencq,  "it  is  ail  one  to  me,  but  M.  Elie 
Magus  will  want  receipts  in  due  form." 
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•'Ami  vou  shall  havc  yoiir  n'(.'('iy)t  too.  blosp  ynnr  lifoî  Do 
you  suppose  thnt  /  should  write  theni? — No,  M.  Schmucke 
will  do  that.  But  tell  yoiir  .Icw  tliat  he  must  keep  the  secret 
as  closely  as  you  do,"  she  continncil. 

*'We  will  be  as  mute  as  fîshes.  That  is  our  business.  I 
mysclf  can  read,  but  I  cannot  write,  and  tliat  is  why  I  want 
a  capable  wife  that  has  had  éducation  like  you.  I  bave 
thought  of  nothing  but  earning  my  bread  ail  my  days,  and 
now  I  wish  I  had  some  little  Rémonencqs.  Do  leave  that 
Cibot  of  yours." 

"Why,  hère  cornes  your  Jew,"  said  the  portress;  "we  can 
arrange  the  whole  business."' 

filie  Magus  came  every  third  day  very  early  in  the  morn- 
ing  to  know  when  he  could  buy  his  pictures.  "Well,  my  dear 
lady,"  said  he,  "how  are  we  getting  on?" 

"Has  nobody  been  to  speak  to  you  about  M.  Pons  and  his 
gimcracks?"  asked  La  Cibot. 

"I  reeeived  a  letter  from  a  lawyer,"  said  Élie  Magus,  "a 
raseal  that  seems  to  me  to  be  trying  to  make  work  for 
himself  ;  I  don't  like  people  of  that  sort,  so  I  took  no  notice 
of  his  letter.  Three  days  afterwards  he  came  to  see  me,  and 
left  his  card.  I  told  my  porter  that  I  am  never  at  home  when 
he  calls." 

"You  are  a  love  of  a  Jew,"  said  La  Cibot.  Little  did  she 
know  Élie  Magus'  prudence.  "Well,  sonnies,  in  a  few  days' 
time  I  will  bring  M.  Schmucke  to  the  point  of  selling  you 
seven  or  eight  pictures,  ten  at  most.  But  on  two  conditions. 
— Absolute  secrecy  in  the  first  place.  M.  Schmucke  will  send 
for  you,  sir,  is  not  that  so?  And  M.  Rémonencq  suggested 
that  you  might  be  a  purchaser,  eh? — And,  come  what  may, 
I  will  not  meddle  in  it  for  nothing.  You  are  giving  forty-six 
thousand  francs  for  four  pictures,  are  you  not?" 

"So  be  it,"  groaned  the  Jew. 

'^ery  good.  This  is  the  second  condition.  You  will  give 
me  forty-three  thousand  francs,  and  pay  three  thousand  only 
to  M.  Schmucke  ;  Rémonencq  will  buy  four  for  two  thousand 
francs,  and  hand  over  the  surplus  to  me. — But,  at  the  same 
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time,  yoii  see,  my  dear  M.  Magus,  I  am  going  to  help  yon 
and  Rémonencq  to  a  splendid  bit  of  business — on  condition 
that  the  profits  are  shared  among  the  three  of  us.  I  will 
introduce  you  to  that  lawyer,  as  he,  no  doubt,  will  corne  hère. 
You  shall  make  a  valuation  of  M.  Pons'  things  at  the  priées 
which  you  can  give  for  them,  so  that  M.  Fraisier  may  know 
how  much  the  property  is  worth.  But — not  until  after  our 
sale,  you  understand  !" 

"I  understand,"  said  the  Jew,  "but  it  takes  tirae  to  look  at 
the  things  and  value  them." 

"You  shall  hâve  half  a  day.  But,  there,  that  is  my  affair. 
Talk  it  over  between  yourselves,  my  boys,  and  for  that  matter 
the  business  will  be  settled  by  the  day  after  to-morrow.  I 
will  go  round  to  speak  to  this  Fraisier;  for  Dr.  Poulain  tells 
him  everything  that  goes  on  in  the  house,  and  it  is  a  great 
bother  to  keep  that  searecrow  quiet." 

La  Cibot  met  Fraisier  halfway  between  the  Rue  de  la  Perle 
and  the  Rue  de  Normandie;  so  impatient  was  he  to  know 
the  "éléments  of  the  case"  (to  use  his  own  expression),  that 
he  was  coming  to  see  her. 

"I  say  !    I  was  going  to  you,"  said  she. 

Fraisier  grumbled  because  Elie  Magus  had  refused  to  see 
him.  But  La  Cibot  extinguished  the  spark  of  distrust  tjiat 
gleamed  in  the  lawyer's  eyes  by  informing  him  that  Elie 
Magus  had  returned  from  a  journey,  and  that  she  would  ar- 
range for  an  interview  in  Pons'  rooms  and  for  the  valuation 
of  the  property  ;  for  the  day  after  to-morrow  at  latest. 

"Deal  frankly  with  me,"  returned  Fraisier.  "It  is  more 
than  probable  that  I  shall  act  for  M.  Pons'  next-of-kin.  In 
that  case,  I  shall  be  even  better  able  to  serve  you." 

The  words  were  spoken  so  drily  that  La  Cibot  quaked. 
This  starving  limb  of  the  law  was  sure  to  manœuvre  on  his 
side  as  she  herself  was  doing.  She  resolved  forthwith  to 
hurry  on  the  sale  of  the  pictures. 

La  Cibot  was  right.  The  doctor  and  lawyer  had  clubbed 
together  to  buy  a  new  suit  of  elothes  in  which  Fraisier  could 
decently  présent  himself  before  Mme.  la  Présidente  Camusot 
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ik'  Marvillo.  liuloinl.  if  lli(>  (•U)(lu's  had  bcon  roady,  ihv  in- 
terview would  liave  takon  place  suoiicr,  for  the  falc  of  tho 
couple  hung  upon  its  issues.  Fraisier  left  Mme.  Cihot,  and 
wi'iil  to  Irv  on  his  ncw  clothcs.  Ile  found  thcm  waitinj^  for 
liim,  went  home,  adjusted  his  new  wig,  and  towards  ten  o'clock 
Ihat  niornini]:  set  ont  in  a  carriagc  from  a  liver}'  stable  for  the 
Rue  de  Hanovre,  hoping  for  an  andieucc.  In  his  white  tie, 
yellow  gloves,  and  new  wig,  redolent  of  eau  de  Portugal,  he 
looked  something  like  a  poisonous  essence  kept  in  a  cut-glass 
bottle,  seeming  but  the  more  deadly  because  everything  about 
it  is  daintily  neat,  from  the  stopper  covered  with  white  kid 
to  the  label  and  the  thread.  His  pcremptory  manner,  the 
éruption  on  his  blotched  countenance,  the  green  eyes,  and  a 
malignant  something  about  him, — ail  thèse  things  struck  the 
beholder  with  the  same  sensé  of  surprise  as  storm-clouds  in  a 
blue  sky.  If  in  his  private  ofïîce,  as  he  showed  himself  to 
La  Cibot,  he  was  the  common  knife  that  a  murderer  catches 
up  for  his  crime, — now,  at  the  Prcsidente's  door,  he  was  the 
daintily-wrought  dagger  which  a  woman  sets  among  the  orna- 
ments  on  her  what-not. 

A  great  change  had  taken  place  in  the  Rue  de  Hanovre. 
The  Count  and  Countess  Popinot  and  the  young  people 
would  not  allow  the  Président  and  his  wife  to  leave  the  house 
that  they  had  settled  upon  their  daughter  to  pay  rent  else- 
where.  M.  and  Mme.  la  Présidente,  therefore,  were  installed 
on  the  second  floor,  now  left  at  liberty,  for  the  elderly  lady 
had  made  up  her  mind  to  end  her  days  in  the  country. 

Mme.  Camusot  took  Madeleine  Vivet,  with  her  cook  and  her 
man-servant,  to  the  second  floor,  and  would  hâve  been  as 
much  pinched  for  money  as  in  the  early  days,  if  the  house 
had  not  been  rent  free,  and  the  President's  salary  increased 
to  ten  thousand  francs.  This  aurea  mediocritas  was  but  little 
satisfactory  to  Mme.  de  Marville.  Even  now  she  wished  for 
means  more  in  accordance  with  her  ambitions;  for  when  she 
handed  over  their  fortune  to  their  daughter,  she  spoiled  her 
husband's  prospects.  Xow  Amélie  had  set  her  heart  upon  seeing 
her  husband  in  the  Chamber  of  Deputies  ;  she  was  not  one  of 
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those  women  who  find  it  easy  to  give  up  their  way;  and  she 
by  no  means  despaired  of  returning  her  husband  for  the 
arrondissement  in  which  Marville  is  sitiiated.  So  for  the 
past  two  months  she  had  teased  her  father-in-law,  M.  le  Baron 
Camusot  (for  the  new  peer  of  France  had  been  advanced  to 
that  rank),  and  done  her  utmost  to  extort  an  advance  of  a 
hundred  thonsand  francs  of  the  inheritance  which  one  day 
would  be  theirs.  She  wanted,  she  said,  to  buy  a  small  estate 
worth  about  two  thousand  francs  per  annum  set  like  a  wedge 
within  the  Marville  lands.  There  she  and  her  husband  would 
be  near  their  children  and  in  their  own  house,  while  the  addi- 
tion would  round  out  the  Marville  property.  With  that  the 
Présidente  laid  stress  upon  the  récent  sacrifices  which  she  and 
her  husband  had  been  compelled  to  make  in  order  to  marry 
Cécile  to  Viscount  Popinot,  and  asked  the  old  man  how  he 
could  bar  his  eldest  son's  way  to  the  highest  honors  of  the 
magistracy,  when  such  honors  were  only  to  be  had  by  those 
who  made  themselves  a  strong  position  in  parliament.  Her 
husband  would  know  how  to  take  up  such  a  position,  he 
would  make  himself  feared  by  those  in  office,  and  so  on  and  so 
on.  "They  do  nothing  for  you  unless  you  tighten  a  halter 
round  their  necks  to  loosen  their  tongues,"  said  she,  "They 
are  ungratef  ul.  What  do  they  not  owe  to  Camusot  !  Camusot 
brought  the  House  of  Orléans  to  the  throne  by  enforcing  the 
ordinances  of  July." 

M.  Camusot  senior  answered  that  he  had  gone  out  of  his 
depth  in  railway  spéculations.  He  quite  admitted  that  it  was 
necessary  to  come  to  the  rescue,  but  put  off  the  day  until 
shares  should  rise,  as  they  were  expected  to  do. 

This  half-promise,  extracted  some  few  days  before  Frai- 
sier's  visit,  had  plunged  the  Présidente  into  depths  of  afflic- 
tion. It  was  doubtful  whether  the  ex-proprietor  of  Marville 
was  eligible  for  re-election  without  the  land  qualification. 

Fraisier  found  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  speech  of  Made- 
leine Vivet  ;  such  viper  natures  own  their  kinship  at  once. 

"I  should  like  to  see  Mme.  la  Présidente  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, mademoiselle,"  Fraisier  said  in  bland  accents  ;  "I  hâve 
14 
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corne  on  a  mattfr  of  business  which  tonohos  lior  forlimi";  it 
is  a  question  of  a  legacy,  be  sure  you  mention  tliat.  1  hâve  not 
the  honoi'of  being  known  to  j\Ime.  la  Ti-rsidente,  so  niy  naine 
is  of  uo  conséquence.  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  leaving  my 
chambers,  but  I  know  the  respect  that  is  due  to  a  President's 
wife,  and  I  took  the  trouble  of  coming  myself  to  save  ail  pos- 
sible delay." 

The  niatter  thus  broaehed,  when  repoated  and  amplified 
by  the  waiting-inaid,  naturally  brought  a  favorable  answer. 
It  vras  a  décisive  moment  for  the  double  ambition  hidden  in 
Fraisier's  mind.  Bold  as  a  petty  provincial  attomey,  sharp, 
Tough-spoken,  and  curt  as  he  was,  he  felt  as  captains  feel  be- 
fore  the  décisive  battle  of  a  campaign.  As  he  went  into  the 
little  drawing-room  where  Amélie  was  waiting  for  him,  he 
felt  a  slight  perspiration  breaking  ont  upon  his  forehead  and 
down  his  back.  Every  sudorifîe  hitherto  employed  had  failed 
to  produce  this  resuit  upon  a  skin  which  horrible  diseases  had 
left  impervious.  "Even  if  I  fail  to  make  my  fortune,"  said 
he  to  himself,  "I  shall  recover.  Poulain  said  that  if  I  could 
only  perspire  I  should  recover." 

The  Présidente  came  forward  in  lier  morning  gown. 

"Madame "  said  Fraisier,  stopping  short  to  bow  with 

the  humility  by  which  oiBcials  recognize  the  superior  rank  of 
the  person  whom  they  address. 

"Take  a  seat,  monsieur,"  said  the  Présidente.  She  saw 
at  a  glance  that  this  was  a  man  of  law. 

"Mme.  la  Présidente,  if  I  take  the  liberty  of  calling  your 
attention  to  a  matter  which  concerns  M.  le  Président,  it  is 
because  I  am  sure  that  M.  de  Marville,  occupying,  as  he  does, 
a  high  position,  would  leave  matters  to  take  their  natural 
course,  and  so  lose  seven  or  eight  hundred  thousand  francs, 
a  sum  which  ladies  (who,  in  my  opinion,  hâve  a  far  better 
understanding  of  private  business  than  the  be.st  of  magis- 
trates) — a  sum  which  ladies,  I  repeat,  would  by  no  means  de- 
spise " 

''^ou  spoke  of  a  legacy,"  interrupted  the  lady,  dazzled 
by  the  wealth,  and  anxious  to  hide  her  surprise.     Amélie  de 
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Marville,  like  an  impatient  novel-reader,  wanted  the  end  of 
the  story. 

"Yes,  madame,  a  legacy  that  you  are  like  to  Idse;  yes,  to 
lose  altogether:  but  I  can,  that  is,  I  could,  recover  it  for 
von,  II 

"Speak  ont,  monsieur."  Mme.  de  Marville  spoke  frigidly, 
scanning  Fraisier  as  she  spoke  with  a  sagacious  eye. 

"Madame,  your  eminent  capaeity  is  known  to  me;  I  was 
once  at  Mantes.  M.  Lebœuf,  Président  of  the  Tribunal,  is  ac- 
quainted  with  M.  de  Marville,  and  can  answer  inquiries  about 
me 

The  Présidente's  shrug  was  so  ruthlessly  significant,  that 
Fraisier  was  compelled  to  make  short  work  of  his  parenthetic 
discourse. 

"So  distinguished  a  woman  will  at  once  understand  why 
I  speak  of  myself  in  the  first  place.  It  is  the  shortest  way 
to  the  property." 

To  this  acute  observation  the  lady  replied  by  a  gesture. 
Fraisier  took  the  sign  for  a  permission  to  continue. 

"I  was  an  attorney,  madame,  at  Mantes.  My  connection 
was  ail  the  fortune  that  I  was  likely  to  hâve.  I  took  over  M. 
Levroux's  practice.    You  knew  him,  no  doubt?" 

The  Présidente  inclined  her  head. 

"With  borrowed  capital  and  some  ten  thousand  francs  of 
my  own,  I  went  to  Mantes.  I  had  been  with  Desroches,  one 
of  the  cleverest  attorneys  in  Paris,  I  had  been  his  head-clerk 
for  six  years.  I  was  so  unlucky  as  to  make  an  enemy  of  the 
attorney  for  the  crown  at  Mantes,  Monsieur " 

"Olivier  Vinet." 

"Son  of  the  Attorney-General,  yes,  madame.  He  was  pay- 
ing  his  court  to  a  little  person " 

"Whom?" 

"Mme.  Vatinelle." 

"Oh  !  Mme.  Vatinelle.  She  was  very  pretty  and  very — er — 
when  I  was  there " 

"She  was  not  unkind  to  me:  înde  irœ,"  Fraisier  continued. 
"I  was  industrious;  I  wanted  to  repay  my  friends  and  to 
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iiKirn-;  I  waiilod  work  ;  1  wciit  in  soiii-ch  of  it  ;  and  l)t'f(iro 
lonsi  1  had  niorc  on  mv  liands  tlian  anvlin(l\'  dsc.  Bah  !  I  liad 
every  soûl'  in  ^Mantes  against  me — attorneys,  notariés,  and 
even  tlu>  baililTs.  They  tried  to  fastcn  a  (piarrol  on  nie.  In 
our  ruthloss  profession,  as  you  know,  madame,  if  you  wisli 
to  ruin  a  nuiu,  it  is  soon  done.  1  was  coneerned  for  both  par- 
ties in  a  case,  and  tliey  found  il  out.  Il  was  a  trille  irrej^uiar  ; 
but  it  is  sometimes  done  in  Paris,  attorneys  in  certain  cases 
hand  tlie  rhubarb  and  take  the  senna.  They  do  things  dif- 
ferently  at  Mantes.  I  had  done  M.  Bouyonnot  Ihis  Utile 
service  before  ;  but,  egged  on  by  bis  colleagues  and  the  attorney 
for  the  crown,  he  betrayed  me. — I  am  keeping  back  nolhing, 
you  see. — There  was  a  great  hue  and  cry  about  it.  I  was  a 
scoundrel;  they  made  me  out  blacker  than  Marat;  forced  me 
to  sell  out  ;  ruined  me.  And  I  am  in  Paris  now.  I  bave  tried 
to  get  togcther  a  practice  ;  but  my  health  is  so  bad,  that  I  hâve 
only  two  quiet  hours  out  of  the  twenty-four. 

"At  this  moment  I  hâve  but  one  ambition,  and  a  very  small 
one.  Some  day,"  he  continued,  "you  will  be  the  wife  of  the 
Keeper  of  the  Seals,  or  of  the  Home  Secretary,  it  may  be  ;  but 
I,  poor  and  sickly  as  I  am,  désire  nothing  but  a  post  in  which 
I  can  live  in  peace  for  the  rest  of  my  life,  a  place  without 
any  opening  in  which  to  vegetate.  I  should  like  to  be  a  justice 
of  the  peace  in  Paris.  It  would  be  a  mère  trifle  to  you  and 
M.  le  Président  to  gain  the  appointment  for  me;  for  the 
présent  Keeper  of  the  Seals  must  be  anxious  to  keep  on  good 
terms  with  you     .     .     . 

"And  that  is  not  ail,  madame/'  added  Fraisier.  Seeing 
that  Mme.  de  Marville  was  about  to  speak,  he  eut  her  short 
with  a  gesture.  "I  hâve  a  friend,  the  doctor  in  attendance 
on  the  old  man  who  ought  to  leave  his  property  to  M.  le 
Président.  (We  are  coming  to  the  point,  you  see.)  The  doc- 
tor's  co-operation  is  indispensable,  and  the  doctor  is  precisely 
in  my  position:  he  has  abilities,  he  is  unlucky.  I  learned 
through  him  how  far  your  interests  were  imperiled  ;  for  even 
as  I  speak,  ail  may  be  over,  and  the  will  disinheriting  M.  le 
Président  may  hâve  been  made.     This  doctor  wishes  to  be 
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head-surgeon  of  a  hospital  or  of  a  Government  school.  He 
must  hâve  a  position  in  Paris  equal  to  mine.  .  .  .  Par- 
don me  if  I  hâve  enlarged  on  a  matter  so  délicate;  but  we 
must  hâve  no  misunderstandings  in  this  business.  The  doc- 
tor  is,  besides,  rauch  respected  and  learned  ;  he  saved  the  lif e 
of  the  Comtesse  Popinot's  great-uncle,  M.  Pillerault. 

"Now,  if  you  are  so  good  as  to  promise  thèse  two  posts — 
the  appointment  of  justice  of  the  peace  and  the  sinécure  for 
my  friend — I  will  undertake  to  bring  you  the  property,  almost 
intact. — Almost  intact,  I  say,  for  the  co-operation  of  the 
legatee  and  of  several  other  persons  is  absolutely  indispensa- 
ble, and  some  obligations  will  be  incurred.  You  will  not  re- 
deem  your  promises  until  I  hâve  fulfilled  mine." 

The  Présidente  had  folded  her  arms,  and  for  the  last  min- 
ute or  two  sat  like  a  person  compelled  to  listen  to  a  sermon. 
[N'ow  she  unfolded  her  arms,  and  looked  at  Fraisier  as  she  said, 
"Monsieur,  ail  that  you  say  concerning  your  interests  has  the 
merit  of  clearness;  but  my  own  interests  in  the  matter  are 
by  no  means  so  clear " 

"A  Word  or  two  will  explain  everything,  madame.  M.  le 
Président  is  M.  Pons'  first  cousin  once  removed,  and  his  sole 
heir.  M.  Pons  is  very  ill  ;  he  is  about  to  make  his  will,  if  it 
is  not  made  already,  in  favor  of  a  German,  a  friend  of  his 
named  Schmucke  ;  and  he  has  more  than  seven  hundred  thou- 
sand  francs  to  leave.  I  hope  to  hâve  an  accurate  valuation 
madc  in  two  or  three  days " 

"If  this  is  60,"  said  the  Présidente,  "I  made  a  great  mis- 

take  in  quarreling  with  him  and  throwing  the  blâme " 

she  thought  aloud,  amazed  by  the  possibility  of  such  a  sum. 

"No,  madame.  If  there  had  been  no  rupture,  he  would  be 
as  blithe  as  a  lark  at  this  moment,  and  might  outlive  you 
and  M.  le  Président  and  me.  .  .  .  The  ways  of  Provi- 
dence are  mysterious,  let  us  not  scek  to  fathom  them,"  he 
added,  to  palliate  to  some  extent  the  hideous  idea.  "It  can- 
not  be  helped.  We  men  of  business  look  at  the  practical 
aspects  of  things.  Now  you  see  clearly,  madame,  that  M.  de 
Marville  in  his  public  position  would  do  nothing,  and  could 
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(1(1  iiotliinj:^,  as  things  are.  Ile  lias  broker»  oiï  ail  relations 
with  his  cousin.  You  sec  nothing  now  of  Pons;  you  hâve 
forbidden  him  the  house;  you  had  excellent  reasons,  no  doubt, 
for  doing  as  you  did,  but  the  old  num  is  ill,  and  lie  is  leaving 
liis  proporty  to  the  only  fricnd  left  to  him.  A  Président 
of  the  Court  of  Appcal  in  Paris  could  say  notliing  under  sucb 
circumstances  if  the  will  was  made  out  in  due  form.  But 
between  ourselves,  madame,  whcn  one  lias  a  right  to  expect 
seven  or  eight  hundred  thousand  francs — or  a  million,  it  niay 
be  (ho\v  should  I  know?) — it  is  very  unpleasant  to  hâve  it 
slip  through  one's  fingers,  especially  if  one  happcns  to  be  the 
heir-at-law.  .  .  .  But,  on  the  other  hand,  to  prcvent  tins, 
one  is  obliged  to  stoop  to  dirty  work;  work  so  difficult,  so 
ticklish,  bringing  you  cheek  by  jowl  with  such  low  people, 
servants  and  subordinates;  and  into  such  close  contact  with 
them  too,  that  no  barrister,  no  attorney  in  Paris  could  take  up 
such  a  case. 

"Wliat  you  want  is  a  briefless  barrister  like  me,"  said  he, 
"a  mail  who  should  hâve  real  and  solid  ability,  who  has 
learned  to  be  devoted,  and  yet,  being  in  a  precarious  position, 
is  brought  temporarily  to  a  level  with  such  people.  In  my 
arrondissement  I  undertake  business  for  small  tradespeople 
and  working  folk.  Yes,  madame,  you  see  the  straits  to  which 
I  hâve  been  brought  by  the  enmity  of  an  attorney  for  the 
crown,  now  a  deputy-public  prosecutor  in  Paris,  who  could 
not  forgive  me  my  superiority. — I  know  you,  madame,  I  know 
that  your  influence  means  a  solid  certainty;  and  in  such  a 
service  rendercd  to  you,  I  saw  the  end  of  my  troubles  and 
success  for  my  friend  Dr.  Poulain." 

The  lady  sat  pensive  during  a  moment  of  unspeakable  tor- 
ture for  Fraisier.  Vinet,  an  orator  of  the  Centre,  attorney- 
general  (procureur-général)  for  the  past  sixteen  years,  nomi- 
nated  half-a-score  of  times  for  the  chancellorship,  the  father, 
moreover,  of  the  attorney  for  the  crown  at  Mantes  who  had 
been  appointed  to  a  post  in  Paris  within  the  last  year — Vinet 
was  an  enemy  and  a  rival  for  the  malignant  Présidente.  The 
haughty  attorney-general  did  not  hide  his  contempt  for  Prési- 
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dent  Camusot.     This  fact  Fraisier  did  not  know,  and  could 
not  know. 

"Hâve  you  nothing  on  your  conscience  but  tlie  fact  that 
you  were  concerned  for  both  parties?"  asked  she,  looking 
steadily  at  Fraisier. 

"Mme.  la  Présidente  can  see  M.  Lebœnf  ;  M.  Lebœuf  was 
favorable  to  me." 

"Do  you  feel  sure  tbat  M.  Lebœuf  will  give  M.  de  Marville 
and  M.  le  Comte  Popinot  a  good  account  of  you  ?" 

"I  will  answer  for  it,  especially  now  that  M.  Olivier  Vinet 
bas  left  Mantes  ;  for  between  ourselves,  good  M,  Lebœuf  was 
afraid  of  that  crabbed  little  officiai.  If  you  will  permit  me, 
Madame  la  Présidente,  I  will  go  to  Mantes  and  see  M. 
Lebœuf.  No  time  will  be  lost,  for  I  cannot  be  certain  of  ,the 
précise  value  of  the  property  for  two  or  three  days.  I  do  not 
wish  that  you  should  know  ail  the  ins  and  out  of  this  affair  ; 
you  ought  not  to  know  them,  Mme.  la  Présidente,  but  is  not 
the  reward  that  I  expect  for  my  complète  dévotion  a  pledge 
of  my  success?" 

"Very  well.  If  M.  Lebœuf  will  speak  in  your  favor,  and  if 
the  property  is  worth  as  much  as  you  think  (I  doubt  it  my- 
self),  you  shall  hâve  both  appointments,  if  you  succeed,  mind 
you " 

"I  will  answer  for  it,  madame.  Only,  you  must  be  so  good  as 
to  bave  your  notary  and  your  attorney  hère  when  I  shall  need 
them  ;  you  must  give  me  a  power  of  attorney  to  act  for  M.  le 
Président,  and  tell  those  gentlemen  to  follow  my  instructions, 
and  to  do  nothing  on  their  own  responsibility." 

"The  responsibility  rests  with  you,"  the  Présidente  an- 
swered  solemnly,  "so  you  ought  to  hâve  full  powers. — But  is 
M.  Pons  very  ill?"  she  asked,  smiling. 

"Upon  my  word,  madame,  he  might  pull  through,  espe- 
cially with  so  conscientious  a  doctor  as  Poulain  in  attendance  ; 
for  this  friend  of  mine,  madam,  is  simply  an  unconscious  spy 
directed  by  me  in  your  interests.  Left  to  himself,  he  would 
save  the  old  man's  life  ;  but  thero  is  some  one  else  by  the  sick- 
bed,  a  portress,  who  would  push  him  into  his  grave  for  thirty 
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thoiisand  francs.  Not  thnt  she  wonld  kill  him  nutriiïht;  shc 
will  not  i:ivo  hini  arsonic,  slio  is  nul  !S0  iiicrciful  ;  slie  will  do 
worse,  sho  \vill  kill  him  by  iiichcs;  shc  will  worry  him  to  (Icatii 
day  by  day.  If  tlio  poor  old  man  wcre  kcpt  quiet  and  Icfl  in 
peacc;  if  he  were  taken  into  Ihc  country  ;iii(l  cared  for  ;ii)(l 
madc  much  of  by  frionds,  hc  wonld  gct  woll  airain  ;  I)ut  hc  is 
harasscd  by  a  sort  of  ]\[mc,  Evrard.  Whcn  the  woman  was 
young  shc  was  one  of  thirty  Belles  Émillcrcs,  famous  in  Taris, 
shc  is  a  rongh,  grccdy,  gossiping  woman  ;  she  torments  him  to 
niake  a  will  and  to  Icave  her  something  handsomc,  and  the 
end  of  it  will  bc  induration  of  the  liver;  calculi  are  pos- 
sibly  forming  at  this  moment,  and  he  has  not  strength  to 
bcar  an  opération.  The  doctor,  noble  soûl,  is  in  a  horrible 
prcdicament.    Ile  rcally  ought  to  scnd  tho  woman  away " 

''TVhy,  then,  this  vixen  is  a  monster  !''  cried  the  lady  in  thin 
flutc-like  tones. 

Fraisier  smiled  inwardly  at  the  likeness  between  himself 
and  the  terrible  Présidente;  he  knew  ail  about  those  suave 
modulations  of  a  naturally  sharp  voicc.  Ile  thought  of  an- 
othcr  président,  the  hero  of  an  anecdote  related  by  Louis  XI., 
stamped  by  that  monarch's  final  praise.  Blessed  with  a  wife 
after  the  pattern  of  Socrates'  spouse,  and  ungifted  with  the 
sage's  philosophy,  he  mingled  sait  with  the  corn  in  the 
mangers  and  forbade  the  grooms  to  give  water  to  the  horses. 
As  his  wife  rode  along  the  Seine  towards  their  country-house, 
the  animais  bolted  into  the  river  with  the  lady,  and  the  mag- 
istrate  returned  thanks  to  Providence  for  ridding  him  of  his 
wife  "in  so  natural  a  manner."  At  this  présent  moment  Mme. 
de  Marville  thanked  Heaven  for  placing  at  Pons'  bcdside  a 
woman  so  likely  to  get  him  "decently"  out  of  the  way. 

Aloud  she  said,  "I  would  not  take  a  million  at  the  price 
of  a  single  scruple. — Your  friend  ought  to  speak  to  M.  Pons 
and  hâve  the  woman  sent  away." 

"In  the  first  place,  madame,  Messrs.  Schmucke  and  Pons 
think  the  woman  an  angel  ;  they  would  send  my  friend  away. 
And  secondly,  the  doctor  lies  under  an  obligation  to  this  hor- 
rid  ovster- woman  ;  she  called  him  in  to  attend  M.  Pillerault. 
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\Yhen  he  tells  her  to  be  as  gentle  as  possible  with  thc  patient, 
he  simply  shows  the  créature  how  to  make  matters  worse." 

"What  does  your  friend  think  of  imj  cousin's  condition?" 

This  man's  clear,  business-like  way  of  putting  the  facts  of 
the  case  frightened  Mme.  de  Marville;  she  felt  that  his  keen 
gaze  read  the  thonghts  of  a  heart  as  greedy  as  La  Cibot's  own. 

"In  six  weeks  the  property  will  change  hands." 

The  Présidente  dropped  her  eyes. 

"Poor  man!"  she  sighed,  vainly  striving  after  a  dolorous 
expression. 

"Hâve  you  any  message,  madame,  for  M.  Lebœuf  ?  I  am 
taking  the  train  to  Mantes." 

"Yes.  Wait  a  moment,  and  I  will  write  to  ask  him  to  dine 
with  us  to-morrow.  I  want  to  see  him,  so  that  he  may  act  in 
concert  to  repair  the  injustice  to  which  you  hâve  fallen  a  vic- 
tim." 

The  Présidente  left  the  room.  Fraisier  saw  himself  a  jus- 
tice of  fhe  peace.  He  felt  transformed  at  the  thought;  he 
grew  stouter  ;  his  lungs  were  filled  with  the  breath  of  success, 
the  breeze  of  prosperity.  He  dipped  into  the  mysterious  rés- 
ervoirs of  volition  for  fresh  and  strong  doses  of  the  divine 
essence.  To  reach  success,  he  felt,  as  Eémonencq  had  felt^, 
that  he  was  ready  for  anything,  for  crime  itself,  provided  that 
no  proofs  of  it  remained.  He  had  faced  the  Présidente 
boldly;  he  had  transmuted  conjecture  into  reality;  he  had 
made  assertions  right  and  left,  ail  to  the  end  that  she  might 
authorize  him  to  protect  her  interests  and  win  her  influence. 
As  he  stood  there,  he  represented  the  infinité  misery  of  two 
lives,  and  the  no  less  boundless  désires  of  two  men.  He 
spurned  the  squalid  horrors  of  the  Eue  de  la  Perle.  He  saw 
the  glitter  of  a  thousand  crowns  in  fées  from  La  Cibot,  and 
five  thousand  francs  from  the  Présidente.  This  meant  an 
abode  such  as  befitted  his  future  prospects.  Finally,  he  was 
repaying  Dr.  Poulain. 

There  are  hard,  ill-natured  beings,  goaded  by  distress  or 
disease  into  active  malignity,  that  yet  entertain  diametrically 
opposed  sentiments  with  a  like  degree  of  véhémence.     If 
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Rioliolion  wa?  a  good  liator,  hr  was  no  less  a  good  friend. 
Fr&isier,  in  liis  gratitude,  wouM  liavi'  Ict  himself  be  eut  in 
two  for  Poulain. 

So  absorbod  was  bc  in  tboso  visions  of  a  oomfortablo  and 
prospérons  lifo,  tbat  be  did  not  sec  tbo  Présidente  conie  in 
witb  tbe  letter  in  ber  band,  and  slie,  looking  at  bim,  tbougbt 
bim  less  ugly  now  tban  at  first.  He  was  about  to  be  useful 
to  ber,  and  as  soon  as  a  tool  belongs  to  us  we  look  upon  it 
witb  otber  eyes. 

"M.  Fraisier,"  said  sbe,  "you  liave  convinccd  nie  of  your  in- 
telligenee,  and  1  lliink  tbat  you  eau  spoak  l'rankly." 

Fraisier  replied  by  an  éloquent  gesture. 

"Very  well,"  continued  tbe  lady,  "I  niust  ask  you  to  give 
a  candid  reply  to  tbis  question  :  Are  we,  eitber  of  us,  M.  de 
Marville  or  I,  likely  to  be  conipromised,  directly  or  indi- 
rectly,  by  your  action  in  tbis  inatter?" 

"I  would  not  bave  corne  to  you,  madame,  if  I  tbougbt  tbat 
some  day  I  sbould  bave  to  reproacb  myself  for  bringing  so 
much  as  a  splasb  of  mud  upon  you,  for  in  your  position  a 
speck  tbe  size  of  a  pin's  bead  is  seen  by  ail  tbe  world.  You 
forget,  madame,  tbat  I  must  satisfy  you  if  I  am  to  be  a  justice 
of  tbe  peace  in  Paris.  I  bave  received  one  lesson  at  tbe  outset 
of  my  life;  it  was  so  sbarp  tbat  I  do  not  eare  to  lay  myself 
open  to  a  second  tbrasbing.  To  suni  it  up  in  a  last  word, 
madame,  I  will  not  take  a  step  in  wbicb  you  are  indirectly  in- 
volved  witbont  previously  consulting  you " 

"Very  good.  Hère  is  tbe  letter.  And  now  I  sball  expect 
to  be  informed  of  tbe  exact  value  of  tbe  estate." 

"Tbere  is  tbe  wbole  matter,"  said  Fraisier  sbrewdly,  mak- 
ing  bis  bow  to  tbe  Présidente  witb  as  mucb  graciousness  as  bis 
countenance  could  exbibit. 

"Wbat  a  providence  !"  tbougbt  Mme.  Camusot  de  Marville. 
"So  I  am  to  be  ricb  !  Camusot  will  be  sure  of  bis  élection 
if  we  let  loose  tbis  Fraisier  upon  tbe  Bol  bec  constituency. 
Wbat  a  tool  !" 

"Wbat  a  providence!"  Fraisier  said  to  himself  as  be  de- 
scended  tbe  staircase;  "and  wbat  a  sbarp  woman  Mme.  Cam- 
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usot  is  !  I  should  want  a  woraan  in  thèse  circumstances. 
Now  to  work  !" 

And  he  departed  for  Mantes  to  gain  the  good  grâces  of  a 
man  he  scarcely  knew;  but  he  counted  upon  Mme.  Vatinelle, 
to  whom,  unfortunately,  he  owed  ail  his  troubles — and  some 
troubles  are  of  a  kind  that  resemble  <a  protested  bill  while  the 
defaulter  is  yet  solvent,  in  that  they  bcar  interest. 

Three  days  afterwards,  while  Schmucke  slept  (for  in  ac- 
cordance  with  the  compact  he  now  sat  up  at  night  with  the 
patient),  La  Cibot  had  a  "tiff,"  as  she  was  pleased  to  call  it, 
with  Pons.  It  will  not  be  out  of  place  to  call  attention  to  one 
particularly  distressing  symptom  of  liver  complaint.  The 
sufferer  is  alwaj's  more  or  less  inclined  to  impatience  and 
fits  of  anger;  an  outburst  of  this  kind  seems  to  give  relief  at 
the  time,  much  as  a  patient  while  the  fever  fit  is  upon  him 
feels  that  he  has  boundless  strength  ;  but  collapse  sets  in  so 
soon  as  the  excitement  passes  off,  and  the  full  extent  of  niis- 
chief  sustained  by  the  System  is  discernible.  This  is  espe- 
cially  the  case  when  the  disease  has  been  induced  by  some 
great  shock  ;  and  the  prostration  is  so  much  the  more  danger- 
ous  because  the  patient  is  kept  upon  a  restricted  diet.  It  is 
a  kind  of  fever  affeeting  neither  the  blood  nor  the  brain,  but 
the  humoristic  mechanisra,  fretting  the  whole  System,  pro- 
ducing  melancholy,  in  which  the  patient  hâtes  himself;  in 
such  a  crisis  anything  may  cause  dangerous  irritation. 

In  spite  of  ail  that  the  doctor  could  say,  La  Cibot  had  no 
belief  in  this  wear  and  tear  of  the  nervous  System  by  the  hu- 
moristic. She  was  a  woman  of  the  people,  without  expérience 
or  éducation  ;  Dr.  Poulain's  explanations  for  her  were  simply 
"doctors'  notions."  Like  most  of  her  class,  she  thought  that 
sick  people  must  be  fed,  and  nothing  short  of  Dr.  Poulain's 
direct  order  prevented  her  from  administering  ham,  a  nicQ, 
omelette,  or  vanilla  chocolaté  upon  the  sly. 

"Give  M.  Pons  one  single  mouthful  of  any  solid  food  what- 
fioever,  and  you  will  kill  him  as  surely  as  if  you  put  a  bullet 
through  him,"  he  said. 

The  infatuation  of  the  working  classes  on  this  point  is  very 
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strong.  The  rcason  of  tlicir  rolnetance  to  ent(>r  ;i  liosi»il,il  is 
thc  idoii  that  they  will  bc  sliirvcd  IIhto.  The  inoiiality  caused 
bv  the  food  simigirlod  in  by  tlie  wives  ci"  patients  on  visiiing- 
days  was  at  ono  tinie  so  groat  that  tho  doctors  wcre  obligod 
to  institute  a  vcry  strict  soarch  l'or  contraband  provisions. 

If  La  Cibot  was  to  realize  her  prolits  at  once,  a  monieutary 
quarrel  niust  be  worked  iip  iii  some  way.  She  began  by  telling 
Pons  about  her  visit  to  the  théâtre,  not  omitting  her  passage 
at  arins  with  Mlle.  Iléloïse  the  dancer. 

"But  wliy  did  yoii  go?"  the  invalid  asked  for  the  third  time. 
La  Cibot  once  launched  on  a  stream  of  words,  lie  was  power- 
less  to  stop  her. 

"So,  then,  when  I  had  given  her  a  pièce  of  my  mind,  Made- 
moiselle Héloïse  saw  who  I  was  and  knuckled  under,  and  we 
were  the  best  of  friends. — And  now  do  you  ask  me  why  I 
weut  ?"  she  added,  repeating  Pons'  question. 

There  are  certain  babblers,  babblers  of  genius  are  they,  who 
sweep  up  interruptions,  objections,  and  observations  in  this 
way  as  they  go  along,  by  way  of  provision  to  swell  the  matter 
of  their  conversation,  as  if  that  source  were  ever  in  any  dan- 
ger of  running  dry. 

"Why  I  went?"  repeated  she.  "I  went  to  get  your  M. 
Gaudissart  out  of  a  lix.  He  wants  some  music  for  a  ballet, 
and  you  are  hardly  fit  to  scribble  on  sheets  of  paper  and  do 
your  work,  dearie. — So  I  understood,  things  being  so,  that 
a  M.  Garangeot  was  to  be  asked  to  set  the  Mohicans  to  mu- 
sic  " 


"Garangeot!"  roared  Pons  in  fury.  "Garangeot!  a  man 
with  no  talent;  I  would  not  hâve  him  for  first  violin!  He 
is  very  élever,  he  is  very  good  at  musical  criticism,  but  as  to 
composing — I  doubt  it  !  And  what  the  devil  put  the  notion 
of  going  to  the  théâtre  into  your  head?" 

"How  confoundedly  contrairy  the  man  is!  Look  hère, 
dearie,  we  mustn't  boil  over  like  milk  on  the  fire  !  How  are  you 
to  Write  music  in  the  state  that  you  are  in  ?  Why,  you  can't 
hâve  looked  at  yourself  in  the  glass  !  Will  you  hâve  the  glass 
and  see?     You  are  nothing  but  skin  and  bone — ^you  are  as 
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vreak  as  a  sparrow,  and  do  you  think  that  you  are  fit  to  make 
your  notes  ?  why,  you  would  not  so  much  as  make  ont  mine. 
.  .  .  And  that  reminds  me  that  I  onght  to  go  up  to  the 
third  tloor  lodger's  that  owes  ns  seventeen  francs,  it 
is  worth  going  to  fetch,  is  seventeen  francs,  for  when  the 
chemist  has  been  paid  we  shall  not  hâve  twenty  left. — 
So  I  had  to  tell  M.  Gaudissart  (I  like  that  name),  a  good  sort 
he  seems  to  be, — a  regular  Eoger  Bontemps  that  would  just 
suit  me. — He  will  never  hâve  liver  eomplaint  ! — Well,  so  I 
had  to  tell  him  how  you  were. — Lord  !  you  are  not  well,  and 
he  has  put  some  one  else  in  your  place  for  a  bit " 

"Some  one  else  in  my  place  !"  eried  Pons  in  a  terrible  voice, 
as  he  sat  right  up  in  bed.  Sick  people,  generally  speaking,  and 
those  more  particularly  who  lie  within  the  sweep  of  the  scythe 
of  Death,  cling  to  their  places  with  the  sarae  passionate  energy 
that  the  beginner  displays  to  gain  a  start  in  life.  To  hear 
that  some  one  had  taken  his  place  was  like  a  foretaste  of 
death  to  the  dying  man. 

"Why,  the  doctor  told  me  that  I  was  going  on  as  well  as 
possible,"  continued  he  ;  "he  said  that  I  should  soon  be  about 
again  as  usual.  You  hâve  killed  me,  ruined  me,  murdered 
me  !" 

"Tut,  tut,  tut  !"  cried  La  Cibot,  "there  you  go  !  I  am 
killing  you,  am  I  ?  Mercy  on  us  !  thèse  are  the  pretty  things 
that  you  are  always  telling  M.  Sehmucke  when  my  back  is 
turned.  I  hear  ail  that  you  say,  that  I  do  !  You  are  a  mon- 
ster  of  ingratitude." 

"But  you  do  not  know  that  if  I  am  only  away  for  another 
fortnight,  they  will  tell  me  that  I  hâve  had  my  day,  that  I  am 
old-fashioned,  out  of  date,  Empire,  rococo,  when  I  go  back. 
Garangeot  will  hâve  made  friends  ail  over  the  théâtre,  high 
and  low.  He  will  lower  the  pitch  to  suit  some  actress  that 
cannot  sing,  he  will  lick  M.  Gaudissart's  boots!"  cried  the 
sick  man,  who  clung  to  life.  "He  has  friends  that  will  praise 
him  in  ail  the  newspapers;  and  when  things  are  like  that  in 
sueh  a  shop,  Mme.  Cibot,  they  can  find  holes  in  anybody's 
coat.     .     .     .     What  fiend  drove  you  to  do  it?" 
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"Why  !  plapie  takc  it.  M.  Schmuckc  talkcd  it  over  with  me 
for  a  week.  Wliat  woiild  you  hâve?  Von  soe  nothing  but 
yourself!  You  are  so  selfish  that  othcr  pcople  niay  die  if 
you  can  only  get  bctter. — Why,  poor  ^I.  Schmucke  lias  been 
tired  out  this  month  past  !  he  is  ticd  by  the  leg,  he  can  go  no- 
wliere,  lie  eannot  give  lessons  nor  take  his  place  at  the  théâtre. 
Do  you  really  see  nothing?  He  sits  iip  with  you  at  night,  and 
I  take  the  nursing  in  the  day.  If  I  were  to  sit  up  at  night 
with  you,  as  I  tried  to  do  at  fîrst  when  I  thought  you  were  so 
poor,  I  should  hâve  to  sleep  ail  day.  And  who  would  sce 
to  the  house  and  look  out  for  squalls  !  Illness  is  illness,  it 
eannot  be  helped,  and  hère  are  you " 

"This  was  not  Schmucke's  idea,  it  is  quite  impossible '* 

"That  means  that  it  was  /  who  took  it  into  my  head  to  do 
it,  does  it  ?  Do  you  think  that  we  are  made  of  iron  ?  Why, 
if  M.  Schmucke  had  given  seven  or  eight  lessons  every  day 
and  conducted  the  orchestra  every  evening  at  the  théâtre 
from  six  o'clock  till  half-past  eleven  at  night,  he  would  hâve 
died  in  ten  days'  time.  Poor  raan,  he  would  give  his  life  for 
you,  and  do  you  want  to  be  the  death  of  him  ?  By  the  authors 
of  my  days,  I  hâve  never  seen  a  sick  man  to  match  you  ! 
Where  are  your  sensés  ?  hâve  you  put  them  in  pawn  ?  We  are 
ail  slaving  our  lives  out  for  you  ;  we  do  ail  for  the  best,  and 
you  are  not  satisfîed  !  Do  you  want  to  drive  us  raging  mad  ? 
I  myself,  to  begin  with,  am  tired  out  as  it  is " 

La  Cibot  rattled  on  at  her  ease;  Pons  was  too  angry  to 
say  a  word.  He  writhed  on  his  bed,  painfully  uttering  in- 
articulate  sounds;  the  blow  was  killing  him.  And  at  this 
point,  as  usual,  the  scolding  turned  suddenly  to  tenderness. 
The  nurse  dashed  at  her  patient,  grasped  him  by  the  head, 
made  him  lie  down  by  main  force,  and  dragged  the  blankets 
over  him. 

"How  any  one  can  get  into  such  a  state  !"  exclaimed  she. 
"After  ail,  it  is  your  illness,  dearie.  That  is  what  good  M. 
Poulain  says.  See  now,  keep  quiet  and  be  good,  my  dear  little 
sonny.  Everybody  that  comes  near  3^ou  worships  you,  and 
the  doctor  himself  comes  to  see  you  twice  a  day.    What  would 
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he  say  if  he  f ound  you  in  such  a  way  ?  You  put  me.  out  of  ail 
patience;  you  ought  not  to  behave  like  this.  If  you  hâve 
Ma'am  Cibot  to  nurse  you,  you  should  treat  her  better.  You 
shout  and  you  talk  ! — you  ought  not  to  do  it,  you  know  that. 
Talking  irritâtes  you.  And  why  do  you  fly  into  a  passion? 
The  wrong  is  ail  on  your  side  ;  you  are  always  bothering  me. 
Look  hère,  let  us  hâve  it  out  !  If  M.  Schmucke  and  I,  who 
love  you  like  our  life,  thought  that  we  were  doing  right — well, 
my  cherub,  it  was  right,  you  may  be  sure." 

"Schmucke  never  could  hâve  told  you  to  go  to  the  théâtre 
without  speaking  to  me  about  it " 

"And  must  I  wake  him,  poor  dear,  when  he  is  sleeping  like 
one  of  the  blest,  and  call  him  in  as  a  witness  ?" 

"No,  no  !"  cried  Pons.  "If  my  kind  and  loving  Schmucke 
made  the  resolution,  perhaps  I  am  worse  than  I  thought." 
His  e3'es  wandered  round  the  room,  dwclling  on  the  beautiful 
things  in  it  with  a  melancholy  look  painful  to  see. 

"So  I  must  say  good-bye  to  my  dear  pictures,  to  ail  the 
things  that  hâve  come  to  be  like  so  many  friends  to  me  .  .  . 
and  to  my  divine  f  riend  Schmucke  ?  ...  Oh  !  can  it  be 
true?" 

La  Cibot,  acting  her  heartless  comedy,  held  her  handker- 
chief  to  her  eyes  ;  and  at  that  mute  response  the  sufferer  fell 
to  dark  musings — so  sorely  stricken  was  he  by  the  double  stab 
dealt  to  health  and  his  interests  by  the  loss  of  his  post  and 
the  near  prospect  of  death,  that  he  had  no  strength  left  for 
anger.  He  lay,  ghastly  and  wan,  like  a  consumptive  patient 
after  a  wrestling  bout  with  the  Destroyer. 

"In  M.  Schmucke's  interests,  you  see,  you  would  do  well 
to  send  for  M.  Trognon  ;  he  is  the  notary  of  the  quarter  and  a 
very  good  man,"  said  La  Cibot,  seeing  that  her  victim  was 
completely  exhausted. 

"You  are  always  talking  about  this  Trognon " 

"Oh  !  he  or  another,  it  is  ail  one  to  me,  for  anything  you 
will  leave  me." 

She  tossed  her  head  to  signify  that  she  despised  riches. 
There  was  silence  in  the  room. 
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A  iiuMiuMit  laliT  Schuuicko  came  in.  Ile  Iiad  sl('|ii  lor  six 
liours,  huilier  awakoncd  him,  and  now  he  stood  at  Pons'  bod- 
sidc  watcliing  liis  l'riend  withoiit  saying  a  word,  for  Aime. 
Cibot  had  laid  a  iingcr  on  hor  lips. 

"IIusli!"  she  whispeivd.  Thon  slie  rose  and  wcni  n])  to 
add  under  lier  breath,  "He  is  going  oll'  to  sleep  at  last.  thaiik 
Heaven  !  lie  is  as  cross  as  a  red  donkey  ! — What  can  you 
expect,  he  is  struggling  with  his  illness " 

''Xo,  ou  the  eontrary,  I  ani  very  ])atient,"  said  the  victim 
in  a  weary  voice  that  told  of  a  dreadl'ul  exhaustion;  "but,  uh  ! 
Schmueke,  my  dear  friend,  she  lias  been  to  the  théâtre  to  turn 
me  out  of  my  place." 

There  was  a  pause.  Pons  was  too  weak  to  say  more.  La 
Cibot  took  the  opportuuity  and  tapped  her  head  significantly. 
"Do  not  contradict  him/'  she  said  to  Schmueke;  "it  would 
kill  him." 

Pons  gazed  into  Schmucke's  honest  face.  "And  she  says 
that  you  sent  her "  he  continued. 

"Yes,"  Schmueke  affirmed  heroically.  "It  had  to  pe. 
Hush  ! — let  us  safe  your  life.  It  is  absurd  to  vork  and  train 
your  sdrength  gif  you  haf  a  dreasure.  Get  better;  ve  vill 
sell  some  prick-à-prack  und  end  our  tays  kvietly  in  a  corner 
somveres,  mit  kind  Montame  Zipod." 

"She  has  perverted  you,"  moaned  Pons. 

Mme.  Cibot  had  taken  up  her  station  behind  the  bed  to 
make  signais  unobserved.  Pons  thought  that  she  had  left  the 
room.     "She  is  murdering  me,"  he  added. 

"What  is  that?  I  am  murdering  you,  am  I?"  cried  La 
Cibot,  suddenly  appearing,  hand  on  hips  and  eyes  aflame. 
"I  am  as  f  aithf  ul  as  a  dog,  and  this  is  ail  I  get  !  God  AI- 
mighty  ! " 

She  burst  into  tears  and  dropped  down  into  the  great  chair, 
a  tragical  movement  which  wrought  a  most  disastrous  ré- 
vulsion in  Pons. 

"Very  good,"  she  said,  rising  to  her  feet.  The  woman's 
malignant  eyes  looked  poison  and  bullets  at  the  two  friends. 
"Very  good.  N"othing  that  I  can  do  is  right  hère,  and  I  am 
tired  of  slaving  my  life  out.    You  shall  take  a  nurse." 
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Pons  and  Schmiicke  exchangel  glances  in  dismay. 

"Oh  !  you  may  look  at  each  other  like  actors.  I  mean  it. 
I  shall  ask  Dr.  Poulain  to  find  a  nurse  for  you.  And  now 
we  will  settle  accounts.  You  shall  pay  me  back  the  money 
that  I  hâve  spent  on  you,  and  that  I  would  never  hâve  asked 
you  for,  I  that  hâve  gone  to  M.  Pillerault  to  borrow  another 
five  hundred  francs  of  hira " 

"It  ees  his  illness  !"  cried  Schmucke — he  sprang  to  Mme. 
Cibot  and  put  an  arm  round  her  waist — 'Tiaf  batience." 

"As  for  you,  you  are  an  angel,  I  could  kiss  the  ground  you 
tread  upon,"  said  she.  "But  M.  Pons  never  liked  me,  he 
always  hated  me.  Besides,  he  thinks  perhaps  that  I  want  to 
be  mentioned  in  his  will " 

"Hush  !  you  vill  kill  him  !"  cried  Schmucke. 

"Good-bye,  sir,"  said  La  Cibot,  with  a  withering  look  at 
Pons.  "You  may  keep  well  for  ail  the  harm  I  wish  you. 
When  you  can  speak  to  me  pleasantly,  when  you  can  believe 
that  what  I  do  is  done  for  the  best,  I  will  come  back  again. 
Till  then  I  shall  stay  in  my  own  room.  You  were  like  my 
own  child  to  me;  did  anybody  ever  see  a  child  revolt  against 
its  mother?  .  .  .  ISTo,  no,  M.  Schmucke,  I  do  not  want 
to  hear  more.  I  will  bring  you  your  dinner  and  wait  upon 
you,  but  you  must  take  a  nurse.    Ask  M.  Poulain  about  it." 

And  out  she  went,  slamming  the  door  after  her  so  violently 
that  the  precious,  fragile  objects  in  the  room  trembled.  To 
Pons  in  his  torture,  the  rattle  of  china  was  like  the  final 
blow  dealt  by  the  executioner  to  a  victim  broken  on  the 
wheel. 

An  hour  later  La  Cibot  called  to  Schmucke  through  the 
door,  telling  him  that  his  dinner  was  waiting  for  hira  in  the 
dining-room.  She  would  not  cross  the  threshold.  Poor. 
Schmucke  went  out  to  her  with  a  haggard,  tear-stained  face. 

"Mein  boor  Bons  in.vandering,"  said  he;  "he  says  dat  you 
are  ein  pad  voman.  It  ees  his  illness,"  he  added  hastily,  to 
soften  La  Cibot  and  excuse  his  friend. 

"Oh,  I  bave  had  enough  of  his  illness!    Look  hère,  he  is 
neither  father,  nor  husband,  nor  brother,  nor  child  of  mine. 
15 
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llo  luis  laken  a  dislikc  to  iiu' ;  wvW  aiul  ^^)0(1,  tliat  is  ciiou^^li  ! 
As  for  you,  you  see,  I  woiild  follow  7/oî/  to  tho  ond  of  Ihn 
world  ;  but  whcn  a  woiuan  givcs  Iut  lifi',  lier  lirarl,  aiid  ail 
lier  saviDgs,  and  neglects  lier  liusband  (l'or  licrc  lias  Cibot 
falli'H  ill),  and  thcn  hcars  Ihat  she  is  a  bad  womun — it  is 
coniing  it  rathcr  too  strong,  it  is." 

"Too  shtroug?" 

"Too  strong,  yes.  Never  mind  idle  words.  Let  us  corne 
to  the  faets.  As  to  that,  you  owe  me  for  tliree  months  at  a 
hundred  and  ninety  francs — that  is  five  hiindred  and  soventy 
francs;  then  thcre  is  the  rent  that  I  hâve  paid  twiee  (herc  are 
the  receipts),  six  hundred  more,  including  rates  and  tho  sou 
in  the  franc  for  the  porter — something  under  twelve  hundred 
francs  altogether,  and  with  the  two  thousand  francs  hesides — 
without  interest,  mind  you — tho  total  amounts  to  three  thou- 
sand one  hundred  and  ninety-two  francs.  And  remember 
that  you  will  want  at  least  two  thousand  francs  before  long 
for  the  doctor,  and  the  nurse,  and  the  medicine,  and  the 
nurse's  board.  That  was  why  I  borrowed  a  thousand  francs 
of  M.  Pillerault,"  and  with  that  she  held  up  Gaudissart's 
bank-note. 

It  may  readily  be  conceived  that  Sehmucke  listened  to  this 
reckoning  with  amazement,  for  lie  knew  about  as  much  of 
business  as  a  cat  knows  of  music. 

"Montame  Zipod,"  he  expostulated,  "Bons  haf  lost  his  head. 
Bardon  him,  und  nurse  him  as  pefore,  und  pe  our  profidence  ; 
I  peg  it  of  you  on  mine  knees,"  and  he  knelt  before  La  Cibot 
and  kissed  the  tormentor's  hands. 

La  Cibot  raised  Sehmucke  and  kissed  him  on  the  forchead. 
"Listen,  my  lamb,"  said  she,  "hère  is  Cibot  ill  in  bed  ;  I  hâve 
just  sent  for  Dr.  Poulain.  So  I  ought  to  set  my  affairs  in 
order.  And  what  is  more,  Cibot  saw  me  crying,  and  flew  into 
sueh  a  passion  that  he  will  not  hâve  me  set  foot  in  hère  again. 
It  is  he  who  wants  the  money  ;  it  is  his,  you  see.  We  women 
can  do  nothing  when  it  comes  to  that.  But  if  you  let  him 
hâve  his  money  back  again — the  three  thousand  two  hundred 
francs — he  will  be  quiet  perhaps.     Poor  man,  it  is  his  ail. 
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earned  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow,  the  savings  of  twenty-six 
years  of  life  together.  He  must  hâve  his  money  to-morrow; 
there  is  no  getting  round  him. — You  do  not  know  Cibot  ;  when 
he  is  angry  he  would  kill  a  man.  Well,  I  might  perhaps  get 
leave  of  him  to  look  after  you  both  as  before.  Be  easy.  I 
will  just  let  him  say  anything  that  cornes  into  his  head.  I 
will  bear  it  ail  for  love  of  you,  an  angel  as  you  are." 

"No,  I  am  ein  boor  man^  dot  lof  his  friend  and  vould  gif 
his  life  to  save  him " 

"But  the  money?"  broke  in  La  Cibot.  "My  good  M. 
Sehmueke,  let  us  suppose  that  you  pay  me  nothing;  you  will 
want  three  thousand  francs,  and  where  are  they  to  corne 
from?  Upon  my  word,  do  you  know  what  I  should  do  in 
your  place?  I  should  not  think  twice,  I  should  just  sell 
seven  or  eight  good-for-nothing  pictures  and  put  up  some  of 
those  instead  that  are  standing  in  your  closet  with  their  faces 
to  the  wall  for  want  of  room.  One  picture  or  another,  what 
différence  does  it  make?" 

"Und  vy?" 

"He  is  so  cunning.  It  is  his  illness,  for  he  is  a  lamb  when 
he  is  well.  He  is  capable  of  getting  up  and  prying  about; 
and  if  by  any  chance  he  went  into  the  salon,  he  is  so  weak 
that  he  could  not  go  beyond  the  door  ;  he  would  see  that  they 
were  ail  still  there." 

"Drue  !" 

"And  when  he  is  quite  well,  we  will  tell  him  about  the  sale. 
And  if  you  wish  to  confess,  throw  it  ail  upon  me,  say  that  you 
were  obliged  to  pay  me.    Corne  !  I  hâve  a  broad  back " 

"I  cannot  tispose  of  dings  dot  are  not  mine,"  the  good  Ger- 
man  answered  simply. 

"Verv  well.    I  will  summons  you,  you  and  M.  Pons." 

"It  vould  kill  him " 

"Take  your  choice  !  Dear  me,  sell  the  pictures  and  tell 
him  about  it  afterwards  .  .  .  you  can  show  him  the 
summons " 

*^er'  goot.  Summons  us.  Dot  shall  pe  mine  egscuse.  I 
shall  show  him  der  chudgment," 
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^Imc.  C'ihot  wcni  down  to  tho  courl,  ;ni(l  that  vorv  rla}-  ni 
seven  oVlock  she  callcd  to  Solninickc.  Schmucko  found  hiiii- 
self  confrontcd  with  M.  Tabareau  the  bailifT,  who  callcd  upon 
him  to  pay.  Schnmcke  made  answer,  trcmbling  from  head  to 
foot.  and  was?  forthwith  summoncd,  to<:;ethcr  witli  l'ons,  to 
appcar  in  thc  county  court  to  hcar  jndgmcnt  a^ainst  hini. 
The  sight  of  the  bailiiï  and  a  bit  of  stamped  paper  covorod 
with  scrawls  produced  such  an  effect  upon  Schniueke,  that 
he  held  ont  no  longer. 

"Sell  die  bictnres,"  he  said,  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 
Xext  morning,  at  six  o'clock,  Elie  Magus  and  Rémononcc] 
took  down  the  paintings  oi'  their  choice.     Two  receipts  t'or 
two  thousand  five  hundred  francs  were  made  ont  in  correct 
f  orm  : — 

"I,  the  undersigned,  representing  M.  Pons,  acknowledge 
the  receipt  of  two  thousand  five  hundred  francs  from  M.  Élie 
Magus  for  the  four  pictures  sold  to  him,  the  said  sum  bcing 
appropriated  to  the  use  of  M.  Pons.  The  first  picture,  at- 
tributed  to  Durer,  is  a  portrait  of  a  woman;  the  second,  like- 
wise  a  portrait,  is  of  the  Italian  School  ;  the  third,  a  Dutch 
landscape  by  Breughel;  and  the  fourth,  a  Holy  Family,  by 
an  unknown  master  of  the  Florentine  School.'' 

Rémonencq's  receipt  was  worded  in  precisely  the  same  way  ; 
a  Greuze,.  a  Claude  Lorraine,  a  Rubens,  and  a  Van  Dyck 
being  disguised  as  pictures  of  the  French  and  Flemish  schools. 

*'Der  monny  niakes  me  beleef  dot  the  chimcracks  haf  som 
value,"  said  Schmucke  when  the  five  thousand  francs  were 
paid  over. 

"They  are  worth  something,"  said  Rémonencq.  "I  would 
willingly  give  a  hundred  thousand  francs  for  the  lot." 

Rémonencq,  asked  to  do  a  trifling  service,  hung  eight  pic- 
tures of  the  proper  size  in  the  same  frames,  taking  them  from 
among  the  less  valuable  pictures  in  Schmucke's  bedroom. 

Ko  sooner  was  Elie  Magus  in  possession  of  the  four  great 
pictures  than  he  went,  taking  La  Cibot  with  him,  under  pre- 
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tence  of  settling  accounts.  But  he  pleaded  poverty,  he  found 
fault  with  the  pictures,  they  needed  rebacking,  he  ofîered  La 
Cibot  thirty  thousand  francs  by  way  of  commission,  and 
finally  dazzled  lier  with  the  sheets  of  paper  on  which  the  Bank 
of  France  engraves  the  words  "'Oue  thousand  francs"  in  cap- 
ital letters.  Magus  thereupon  condemned  Eémonencq  to  pay 
the  like  sum  to  La  Cibot,  by  lending  him  the  money  on  the  se- 
curity  of  his  four  pictures,  which  he  took  with  him  as  a 
guarantee.  So  glorious  were  they,  that  Magus  could  not  brin^ 
himself  to  part  with  them,  and  next  day  he  bought  them  of 
Eémonencq  for  six  thousand  francs  over  and  above  the  orig- 
inal price,  and  an  invoice  was  duly  made  out  for  the  four. 
Mme.  Cibot,  the  richer  by  sixty-eight  thousand  francs,  once 
more  swore  her  two  accomplices  to  absolute  secrecy.  Then 
she  asked  the  Jew's  advice.  She  wanted  to  invest  the  money 
in  such  a  way  tbat  no  one  should  know  of  it. 

"Buy  shares  in  the  Orléans  Eailway,"  said  he;  "they  are 
thirty  francs  below  par,  you  will  double  your  capital  in  three 
years.  They  will  give  you  scraps  of  paper,  which  you  keep 
safe  in  a  portfolio." 

"Stay  hère,  M.  Magus.  I  will  go  and  fetcli  the  mau  of 
business  who  acts  for  M.  Pons'  famil3^  He  wants  to  know 
how  much  you  will  give  for  the  whole  bag  of  tricks  upstairs. 
I  will  go  for  him  now." 

"If  only  she  were  a  widow  !"  said  Eémonencq  when  she  was 
gone.  "She  would  Just  suit  me;  she  will  hâve  plenty  of  money 
now " 

"Especially  if  she  puis  her  money  into  the  Orléans  Eail- 
way; she  will  double  her  capital  in  two  years'  time.  I  hâve 
put  ail  my  poor  little  savings  into  it,"  added  the  Jew,  "for 
my  daughter's  portion. — Come,  let  us  take  a  turn  on  the 
boulevard  until  this  lawyer  arrives." 

"Cibot  is  very  bad  as  it  is,"  continued  Eémonencq;  "if  it 
should  please  God  to  take  him  to  Himself,  I  should  hâve 
a  famous  wife  to  keep  a  shop;  I  could  set  up  on  a  large 
scale " 
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"(.îood-ilay,  M.  Fraisier,"  La  Cibot  bcgan  in  an  ingratial- 
ing  tone  as  sho  cntered  hcr  logal  adviscr's  oITîce.  "Why,  what 
is  this  that  your  porter  lias  beeu  telliug  me?  are  you  goiug  to 
move  ?" 

"Yes,  niy  dear  Mme.  Cibot.  I  a  m  taking  the  first  floor 
above  Dr.  Poulain,  and  trying  to  borrow  two  or  tliree  tliou- 
sand  francs  so  as  to  furnisli  the  placu  properly;  it  is  very  niée, 
upou  my  Word,  the  landlord  lias  just  papered  and  painted  it. 
I  am  acting,  as  I  told  you,  in  Président  de  Marville's  interests 
and  yours.  ...  I  am  not  a  solicitor  now;  I  mean  to 
hâve  my  name  entered  on  the  roTl  of  barristers,  and  I  must 
be  well  lodged.  A  barrister  in  Paris  cannot  hâve  his  name 
on  the  rolls  iinless  hc  bas  décent  furnitiire  and  books  and  the 
like.  I  am  a  doctor  of  law,  I  hâve  kept  my  terms,  and  bave 
powerful  interest  already.  .  .  .  Well,  how  are  we  getting 
on?" 

"Perhaps  you  would  accept  my  savings,"  said  La  Cibot.  "I 
hâve  put  them  in  the  savings  bank.  I  bave  not  much,  only 
three  thousand  francs,  the  fruits  of  twenty-five  years  of  stint- 
ing  and  scraping.  You  might  give  me  a  bill  of  exchange,  as 
Eémonencq  says  ;  for  I  am  ignorant  myself,  I  only  know  what 
they  tell  me." 

"No.  It  is  against  the  rules  of  the  guild  for  a  barrister 
(avocat)  to  put  his  name  to  a  bill.  I  will  give  you  a  receipt, 
bearing  interest  at  five  per  cent  per  annum,  on  the  under- 
standing  that  if  I  make  an  income  of  twelve  hundred  francs 
ïor  you  out  of  old  Pons'  estate  you  will  cancel  it." 

La  Cibot,  caught  in  the  trap,  uttered  not  a  word. 

"Silence  gives  consent,"  Fraisier  continued.  "Let  me  bave 
it  to-morrow  morning." 

"Oh  !  I  am  quite  willing  to  pay  fées  in  advance,"  said  La 
Cibot  ;  "it  is  one  way  of  making  sure  of  my  money." 

Fraisier  nodded.  "How  are  we  getting  on  ?"  he  repeated. 
"I  SEW  Poulain  yesterday;  you  are  hurrying  your  invalid 
along,  it  seems.  .  .  .  One  more  scène  such  as  yesterday's, 
and  gall-stones  will  form.  Be  gentle  with  him,  my  dear  Mme. 
Cibot,  do  not  lay  up  remorse  for  yourself.  Life  is  not  too 
long." 
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"Just  let  me  alone  with  your  remorse  !  Are  y  ou  going  to 
talk  about  the  guillotine  again?  M.  Pons  is  a  contrairy  old 
thing.  You  don't  know  him.  It  is  he  that  bothers  me.  There 
is  net  a  more  eross-grained  man  alive;  his  relations  are  in 
the  right  of  it,  he  is  sly,  revengeful,  and  contrairy.  .  .  . 
M.  Magus  has  come,  as  I  told  you,  and  is  waiting  to  see  you." 

*'Eight  !  I  will  be  there  as  soon  as  you.  Your  income  dé- 
pends upon  the  priée  the  collection  will  fetch.  If  it  brings 
in  eight  hundred  thousand  francs,  you  shall  hâve  fifteen  hun- 
dred  francs  a  ^^ear.     It  is  a  fortune." 

*^eiy  well.  I  will  tell  them  to  value  the  things  on  their 
consciences." 

An  hour  later,  Pons  was  fast  asleep.  The  doctor  had  or- 
dered  a  soothing  draught,  which  Schmucke  administered,  ail 
unconscious  that  La  Cibot  had  doubled  the  dose.  Fraisier 
Eémonencq,  and  Magus,  three  gallows-birds,  were  examining 
the  seventeen  hundred  différent  objects  which  formed  the 
old  musician's  collection,  one  by  one. 

Schmucke  had  gone  to  bed.  The  three  kites,  drawn  by  the 
scent  of  a  corpse,  were  masters  of  the  field. 

"Make  no  noise,"  said  La  Cibot  whenever  Magus  went  into 
ecstasies  or  explained  the  value  of  some  work  of  art  to 
Eémonencq.  The  dying  man  slept  on  in  the  neighboring 
room,  while  greed  in  four  différent  forms  appraised  the  treas- 
ures  that  he  must  leave  behind,  and  waited  impatiently  for 
him  to  die — a  sight  to  wring  the  heart. 

Three  hours  went  by  before  they  had  finished  the  salon. 

"On  an  average,"  said  the  grimy  old  Jew,  "everything  hère 
is  worth  a  thousand  francs." 

"Seventeen  hundred  thousand  francs  !"  exclaimed  Fraisier 
in  bewilderment. 

"Not  to  me,"  Magus  answered  promptly,  and  his  eyes  grew 
dull.  "I  would  not  give  more  than  a  hundred  thousand  francs 
myself  for  the  collection.  You  cannot  tell  how  long  you  may 
keep  a  thing  on  hand.  .  .  .  There  are  masterpieces  that 
wait  ten  years  for  a  buyer,  and  meanwhile  the  purchase  money 
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is  doublcd  by  coniiiound  inlerest.    Still,  I  shoulJ  pay  easli." 

"There  is  staincd  glass  in  thc  othcr  room,  as  well  as 
enamels  and  miniatures  and  gold  and  silver  snull-boxes,"  put 
in  Kénionencq. 

"Cau  thcy  be  secn?"  inquired  Fraisier. 

"1"11  see  if  lie  is  sound  aslec})/'  rcplied  La  Cibot.  She  made 
a  sigu,  and  the  three  birds  oi"  prey  came  in. 

"There  are  mastcrpieces  yonder!"  said  Magus,  indicating 
the  salon,  every  bristle  of  bis  white  beard  twitching  as  he 
spoke.  "But  the  riches  are  hère  !  And  what  riches  !  Kings 
hâve  nothing  more  glorious  in  royal  treasuries." 

Kémoucncq's  eyes  lighted  up  till  they  glowcd  like  car- 
buncles,  at  the  sight  of  the  gold  snuiï-boxes.  Fraisier,  cool 
and  calm  as  a  serpent,  or  some  snake-creature  with  the  power 
of  rising  erect,  stood  with  his  viper  head  stretched  out,  in 
such  an  attitude  as  a  painter  would  choose  for  Mephistopheles. 
The  three  covetous  beiugs,  thirsting  for  gold  as  devils  thirst 
for  the  dew  of  heaven,  looked  simultaneously,  as  it  chaneed, 
at  the  owncr  of  ail  this  wealth.  Some  nightmare  troubled 
Pons;  he  stirred,  and  suddenly,  under  the  influence  of  those 
diabolical  glances,  he  opened  his  eyes  with  a  shrill  cry. 

"Thieves!  .  .  .  There  they  are!  .  .  .  Help! 
Murder  !  Help  !" 

The  nightmare  Avas  evidently  still  upon  him,  for  he  sat 
up  in  bed,  staring  before  him  with  blank,  wide-open  eyes,  and 
had  not  power  to  move. 

Elle  Magus  and  Rémonencq  made  for  the  door,  but  a  word 
glued  them  to  the  spot. 

"Magus  hère  !     .     .     .     I  am  betrayed  !" 

Instinctively  the  sick  man  had  known  that  his  bclovcd  pic- 
tures  were  in  danger,  a  thought  that  touched  him  at  least  as 
closely  as  any  dread  for  himself,  and  he  awoke.  Fraisier 
meanwhile  did  not  stir. 

"Mme.  Cibot  !  who  is  that  gentleman  ?"  cried  Pons,  shiver- 
ing  at  the  sight. 

"Goodness  me!  how  could  I  put  him  out  of  the  door?"  she 
inquired,  with  a  wink  and  gesture  for  Fraisier's  benefit.  "This 
gentleman  came  just  a  minute  ago,  from  your  family," 
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Fraisier  could  not  eonceal  his  admiration  for  La  Cibot. 

"Yes,  sir/'  he  said,  "I  hâve  come  on  behalf  of  Mme.  la 
Présidente  de  Marville,  her  husband,  and  her  daughter,  to  ex- 
press their  regret.  They  learned  quite  by  accident  that  you 
are  ill,  and  they  would  like  to  nurse  you  themselves.  They 
want  you  to  go  to  Marville  and  get  well  there.  Mme.  la  Vi- 
comtesse Popinot,  the  little  Cécile  that  you  love  so  much,  will 
be  your  nurse.  She  took  your  part  with  her  mother.  She 
convinced  Mme.  de  Marville  that  she  had  made  a  mistake." 

"So  my  next-of-kin  hâve  sent  you  to  me,  hâve  they  ?"  Pons 
exclaimed  indignantly,  "and  sent  the  best  judge  and  expert 
in  ail  Paris  with  you  to  show  you  the  way  ?  Oh  !  a  nice  com- 
mission !"  he  cried,  bursting  into  wild  laughter.  "You  hâve 
come  to  value  my  pictures  and  curiosities,  ni}^  snuff-boxes  and 
miniatures  !  .  .  .  Make  your  valuation.  You  hâve  a 
man  there  who  understands  everything,  and  more — he  can 
buy  evefything,  for  he  is  a  millionaire  ten  times  over.  .  .  . 
My  dear  relatives  will  not  hâve  long  to  wait,"  he  added,  with 
bitter  irony,  "they  hâve  choked  the  last  breath  out  of  me. 

.  .  Ah  !  Mme.  Cibot,  vou  sàid  you  were  a  mother  to  me, 
and  you  bring  dealers  into  the  house,  and  my  competitor  and 
the  Camusots,  while  I  am  asleep  !  .  .  .  Get  out,  ail  of 
you  ! " 


The  unhappy  man  was  beside  himself  with  anger  and  f  car  ; 
he  rose  from  the  bed  and  stood  upright,  a  gaunt,  wasted 
figure. 

"Take  my  arm,  sir,"  said  La  Cibot,  rushing  to  the  rescue, 
lest  Pons  should  fall.  "Pray  calm  yourself,  the  gentlemen  are 
gone." 

"I  want  to  see  the  salon.  .  .  ."  said  the  death-stricken 
man.  La  Cibot  made  a  sign  to  the  three  ravens  to  take  flight. 
Then  she  caught  up  Pons  as  if  he  had  been  a  feather,  and 
put  him  in  bed  again,  in  spite  of  his  cries.  When  she  saw  that 
he  was  quite  helpless  and  exhausted,  she  went  to  shut  the  door 
on  the  staircase.  The  three  who  had  donc  Pons  to  death  were 
still  on  the  landing;  La  Cibot  told  them  to  wait.  She  heard 
Fraisier  say  to  Magus  : 
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"Lot  1110  lijivo  it  in  w  ritiii.L:,  and  si^Mi  il,  botli  <if  yon.  Vn- 
dcrtakc  to  jiay  nino  huiidrod  thousand  francs  in  oasli  for  ^I. 
Pons'  collection,  and  we  will  see  about  putting  you  in  Ww. 
way  of  making  a  haudsorae  profit." 

With  that  lie  said  something  to  La  Cibot  in  a  voice  se  low 
that  tlio  othors  conld  not  catch  it,  and  went  dnwn  aftor  the 
two  dealers  to  thc  porter's  room. 

"Hâve  they  gone,  Mme.  Cibot?"  asked  the  unhappy  Pons, 
when  she  came  back  again. 

"Gone  ?     .     .     .     Avlio  ?"  asked  she. 

"Those  mon." 

"What  meu?  There,  now,  you  havo  seon  mon,"  said  she. 
"You  hâve  just  had  a  raving  fit  ;  if  it  hadn't  been  for  me  you 
would  hâve  gone  out  of  the  window,  and  now  you  are  still  talk- 
ing  of  men  in  the  room.    Is  it  always  to  be  like  this  ?" 

"What  !  was  there  not  a  gentleman  hère  just  now,  saying 
that  my  relatives  had  sent  him?" 

"Will  you  still  stand  me  out  ?"  said  she.  "Upon  my  word, 
do  you  know  where  you  ought  to  bc  sent  ? — To  the  asylum  at 
Charenton.    You  see  mon " 

"lîllie  Magus,  Eémonencq,  and " 

"Oh  !  as  for  Eémonencq,  you  may  hâve  seen  him,  for  he 
came  up  to  tell  me  that  my  poor  Cibot  is  so  bad  that  I  must 
clear  out  of  this  and  come  down.  My  Cibot  cornes  first, 
you  see.  When  my  husband  is  ill,  I  can  think  of  nobody  else. 
Try  to  keep  quiet  and  sleep  for  a  couple  of  hours;  I  hâve  sent 
for  Dr.  Poulain,  and  I  will  corne  up  with  him.  .  .  . 
Take  a  drink  and  be  good " 

"Then  was  there  no  one  in  the  room  just  now,  when  I 
waked?     .     .     ." 

"Xo  one,"  said  she.  "You  must  hâve  seen  M.  Rémonencq 
in  one  of  your  looking-glasses." 

^'You  are  right,  Mme.  Cibot,"  said  Pons,  meek  as  a  lamb. 

"Well,  now  you  are  sensible  again.  .  .  .  Good-bye,  my 
cherub;  keep  quiet,  I  shall  be  back  again  in  a  minute." 

When  Pons  heard  the  outer  door  close  upon  her,  he  sum- 
moned  up  ail  his  remaining  strength  to  rise. 
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"They  are  cheating  me,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  "they  are 
robbing  me!  Sehmucke  is  a  child  tliat  would  let  them  tie 
him  up  in  a  sack." 

The  terrible  scène  had  seemed  so  real,  it  could  not  be  a 
dream,  he  thought;  a  désire  to  throw  light  upon  the  puzzle 
excited  him;  he  managed  to  reach  the  door,  opened  it  after 
many  efforts,  and  stood  on  the  threshold  of  his  salon.  There 
they  were — his  dear  pictures,  his  statues,  his  Florentine 
bronzes,  his  porcelain;  the  sight  of  them  revived  him.  The 
old  eollector  walked  in  his  dressing-gown  along  the  narrow 
spaces  between  the  credence-tables  and  the  sideboards  that 
lined  the  wall;  his  feet  bare,  his  head  on  fire.  His  first 
glanée  of  ownership  told  him  that  everything  was  there;  he 
turned  to  go  back  to  bed  again,  when  he  noticed  that  a  Greuze 
■portrait  looked  out  of  the  frame  that  had  held  Sébastian  del 
Piombo's  Templar.  Suspicion  flashed  across  his  brain,  mak- 
ing  his  dark  thoughts  apparent  to  him,  as  a  flash  of  lightning 
marks  the  outlines  of  the  cloud-bars  on  a  stormy  sky.  He 
looked  round  for  the  eight  capital  pictures  of  the  collection  ; 
each  one  of  them  Vas  replaced  by  another.  A  dark  film  sud- 
denly  overspread  his  eyes;  his  strength  failed  him;  he  fell 
fainting  upon  the  polished  floor. 

So  heavy  was  the  swoon,  that  for  two  hours  he  lay  as  he 
fell,  till  Sehmucke  awoke  and  went  to  see  his  friend,  and 
f  ound  him  lying  unconscious  in  the  salon.  With  endless  pains 
Sehmucke  raised  the  half-dead  body  and  laid  it  on  the  bed; 
but  when  he  came  to  question  the  death-stricken  man,  and 
saw.the  look  in  the  dull  eyes  and  heard  the  vague,  inarticulate 
words,  the  good  German,  so  far  from  losing  his  head,  rose  to 
the  very  heroism  of  friendship.  Man  and  child  as  he  was, 
with  the  pressure  of  despair  came  the  inspiration  of  a 
mother's  tenderness,  a  woman's  love.  He  warmed  towels  (he 
found  towels!),  he  wrapped  them  about  Pons'  hands,  he  laid 
them  over  the  pit  of  the  stomach;  he  took  the  cold,  moist 
forehead  in  his  hands,  he  summoned  back  life  with  a  might 
of  will  worthy  of  Apollonius  of  Tyana,  laying  kisses  on  his 
f  riend's  eyelids  like  some  Mary  bending  over  the  dead  Christ, 
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in  a  pietà  carvcil  in  has-rclicf  by  soine  groat  Italian  sculptor. 
The  divine  elîort,  the  outpouring  of  onc  lifo  into  anuLlier, 
the  work  of  niother  and  of  lover,  was  crowned  with  success. 
In  half  an  hour  the  warmth  revived  Pons;  he  became  himself 
a>ïaiu,  the  hues  of  life  returncd  to  his  eyes,  suspcnded  facul- 
ties  gradually  resunied  their  i)lay  under  the  influence  of  arti- 
licial  beat;  iScbnuicke  gave  hini  balm-water  with  a  little  wine 
in  it  ;  the  spirit  of  life  spread  through  the  body;  intelligence 
lighted  up  the  forehead  so  short  a  while  ago  insensible  as  a 
stone;  and  Pons  knew  that  he  had  been  brought  back  to  life, 
by  what  sacred  dévotion,  what  might  of  friendship  ! 

"But  for  you,  I  should  die,"  he  said,  and  as  he  spoke  he 
felt  the  good  Gerraan's  tears  falliug  on  his  face.  Schmucko 
was  laughing  and  crying  at  once. 

Poor  Schmucke  !  he  had  waited  for  those  words  with  a 
frenzy  of  hope  as  costly  as  the  frenzy  of  despair;  and  now 
liis  strength  utterly  failed  him,  he  collapsed  like  a  rent  bal- 
loon.  It  was  his  turn  to  fall  ;  he  sank  into  the  easy-chair, 
clasped  his  hands,  and  thanked  God  in  fervent  prayer.  For 
him  a  miracle  had  just  been  wrought.  He  put  no  belief  in 
the  efficacy  of  the  prayer  of  his  deeds;  the  miracle  had  been 
wrought  by  God  in  direct  answer  to  his  cry.  And  yet  that 
miracle  was  a  natural  effect,  such  as  médical  science  often 
records. 

A  sick  man,  surrounded  by  those  who  love  him,  nursed  by 
those  who  wish  earnestly  that  he  should  live,  will  recover 
(other  things  being  equal),  when  another  patient  tended  by 
hirelings  will  die.  Doctors  décline  to  see  unconscious  mag- 
netism  in  this  phenomenon  ;  for  them  it  is  the  resuit  of  in- 
telligent nursing,  of  exact  obédience  to  their  ordcrs;  but 
many  a  mother  knows  the  virtue  of  such  ardent  projection  of 
strong,  unceasing  prayer. 

"My  good  Schmucke " 

"Say  nodings;  I  shall  hear  you  mit  mein  heart  .  .  . 
rest,  rest  !"  said  Schmucke,  smiling  at  him. 

"Poor  friend,  noble  créature,  child  of  God,  living  in  God  ! 
.  .  .  The  one  being  that  bas  loved  me.  .  .  ."  The 
words  came  out  with  pauses  between  them;  there  was  a  new 
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note,  a  something  never  heard  before,  in  Pons'  voice.  Ail  the 
soûl,  se  soon  to  take  fiight,  found  utterance  in  the  words  that 
filled  Schmucke  with  happiness  almost  like  a  lover's  rapture. 

"Yes,  yes.  I  shall  be  shtrong  as  a  lion.  I  shall  vork  for 
two  !" 

"Listen,  my  good,  my  faithful,  adorable  friend.  Let  me 
speak,  I  hâve  not  much  time  left.  I  am  a  dead  man.  I  can- 
not  recover  from  thèse  repeated  shocks." 

Schmucke  was  crying  like  a  child. 

"Just  listen,"  continued  Pons,  "and  cry  afterwards.  As  a 
Christian,  you  must  submit.  I  hâve  been  robbed.  It  is  La 
Cibot's  doing.  ...  I  ought  to  open  your  eyes  before  I 
go;  you  know  nothing  of  life.  .  .  .  Somebody  has  taken 
away  eight  of  the  pictures,  and  they  were  worth  a  great  deal 
of  money." 

"Vorgif  me — I  sold  dem." 

"Fow  soldthem?" 

'TTes,  I,"  said  poor  Schmucke.  "Dey  summoned  us  to  der 
court " 

"Summoned'?.     .     .     .     Who  summoned  us?" 

"Wait,"  said  Schmucke.  He  went  for  the  bit  of  stamped- 
paper  left  by  the  bailiff,  and  gave  it  to  Pons.  Pons  read  the 
scrawl  through  with  close  attention,  then  he  let  the  paper 
drop  and  lay  quite  silent  for  a  while.  A  close  observer  of 
the  work  of  men's  hands,  unheedful  so  far  of  the  workings 
of  the  brain,  Pons  finally  counted  out  the  threads  of  the  plot 
woven  about  him  by  La  Cibot.  The  artist's  fire,  the  intellect 
that  won  the  Roman  scholarship — ail  his  youth  came  back 
to  him  for  a  little. 

"My  good  Schmucke,"  he  said  at  last,  "you  must  do  as  I 
tell  you,  and  obey  like  a  soldier.  Listen  !  go  downstairs  into 
the  lodge  and  tell  that  abominable  woman  that  I  should  like 
to  see  the  person  sent  to  me  by  my  cousin  the  Président  ;  and 
that  unless  he  cornes,  I  shall  leave  my  collection  to  the  Musée. 
Say  that  a  will  is  in  question." 

Schmucke  went  on  his  errand;  but  at  the  first  word,  La 
Cibot  answered  by  a  smile. 
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"My  f^ood  !^^.  ScliimiL-kc,  (uir  Aciiv  iiivalid  luis  liad  a  dc- 
lirious  lit;  he  Ihought  tliat  therc  wero  mcii  in  tho  rooni.  On 
my  word,  as  an  honest  woman,  no  onc  bas  comc  rroin  tlie 
faniily." 

Schinucke  went  back  wilh  liis  answcr,  wliich  ho  repeated 
Word  for  word. 

"She  is  cleverer,  more  astute  and  «^unning  and  wily,  than  I 
thoiigbt,"  said  Pons  with  a  smile.  "Sbe  lies  even  in  her 
room.  Imagine  it  !  This  morning  she  brought  a  Jew  hère, 
Elle  Magus  by  name,  and  Rémonencq,  and  a  third  whom  I  do 
not  know,  more  terrifie  than  the  other  two  put  together.  Sho 
meant  to  niake  a  valuation  while  I  was  asleep  ;  I  happcned  to 
wakc,  and  saw  them  ail  three,  estimating  the  worth  of  my 
snuff-boxes.  The  stranger  said,  indeed,  that  the  Camusots 
had  sent  him  hère;  I  spoke  to  him.  .  ,  .  That  shameless 
woman  stood  me  ont  that  I  was  dreaming  !  .  .  .  My  good 
Schmucke,  it  was  not  a  dream.  I  heard  the  man  perfectly 
plainly;  he  spoke  to  me.  .  .  .  The  two  dealers  took 
fright  and  made  for  the  door.  ...  I  thought  that  La 
Cibot  would  contradict  herself — the  experiment  failed.  .  .  . 
I  will  lay  another  snare,  and  trap  the  wretched  woman.  .  .  . 
Poor  Schmucke,  you  think  that  La  Cibot  is  an  angel;  and 
for  this  înonth  past  she  has  been  killing  me  by  inches  to  gain 
her  covetous  ends.  I  would  not  believe  that  a  woman  who 
served  us  faithfully  for  years  could  be  so  wicked.  That  doubt 
has  been  my  ruin.  .  .  .  How  much  did  the  eight  pictures 
fetch?" 

''Vife  tausend  vranes." 

"Good  heavens  !  they  were  worth  twenty  times  as  much  !" 
cried  Pons;  "the  gems  of  the  collection!  I  hâve  not  time 
now  to  institute  proceedings  ;  and  if  I  did,  you  would  figure 
in  court  as  the  dupe  of  those  rascals.  ...  A  lawsuit 
would  be  the  death  of  you.  You  do  not  know  what  justice 
means — a  court  of  justice  is  a  sink  of  iniquity.  .  .  .  At 
the  sight  of  such  horrors,  a  soûl  like  yours  would  give  way. 
And  besides,  you  will  hâve  enough.  The  pictures  cost  me 
forty  thousand  francs.    I  hâve  had  them  for  thirty-six  years. 
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.  .  .  Oh,  we  hâve  been  robbed  with  surprising  dexterity. 
I  am  on  the  bhnk  of  the  grave,  I  care  for  nothing  now  but 
thee — for  thee,  the  best  soûl  under  the  sun.     .     .     . 

"I  -will  not  hâve  you  plundered;  ail  that  I  hâve  is  yours. 
Se  you  must  trust  nobody,  Sehmucke,  you  that  hâve  never 
suspected  any  one  in  your  life.  I  know  God  vs^atches  over 
you,  but  Ile  may  forget  for  one  moment,  and  you  will  be 
seized  like  a  vessel  among  pirates.  ...  La  Cibot  is  a 
monster  !  She  is  killing  me  ;  and  you  think  her  an  angel  ! 
You  shall  see  what  she  is.  Go  and  ask  her  to  give  you  the 
name  of  a  notary,  and  I  will  show  you  her  with  her  hand  in 
the  bag." 

Sehmucke  listened  as  if  Pons  proclaimed  an  apocalypse. 
Could  so  depraved  a  créature  as  La  Cibot  exist  ?  If  Pons  was 
right,  it  seemed  to  imply  that  there  was  no  God  in  the  world. 
He  went  down  again  to  Mme.  Cibot. 

"Mein  boor  vriend  Bons  feel  so  ill,"  he  said,  "dat  he  vish  to 
make  his  vill.    Go  und  pring  ein  nodary." 

This  was  said  in  the  hearing  of  several  persons,  for  Cibot's 
life  was  despaired  of .  Rémonencq  and  his  sister,  two  women 
from  neighboring  porters'  lodges,  two  or  three  servants,  and 
the  lodger  from  the  first  floor  on  the  side  next  the  street, 
were  ail  standing  outside  in  the  gateway. 

"Oh  !  you  can  just  fetch  a  notary  yourself ,  and  hâve  3'our 
will  made  as  you  please,"  cried  La  Cibot,  with  tears  in  her 
eyes.  "My  poor  Cibot  is  dying,  and  it  is  no  time  to  leave  him. 
I  would  give  ail  the  Ponses  in  the  world  to  save  Cibot,  that 
has  never  given  me  an  ounce  of  unhappiness  in  thèse  thirty 
years  since  we  were  married." 

And  in  she  went,  leaving  Sehmucke  in  confusion. 

"Is  M.  Pons  really  seriously  ill,  sir?"  asked  the  first-floor 
lodger,  one  Jolivard,  a  clerk  in  the  registrar's  office  at  the 
Palais  de  Justice. 

"He  nearly  died  chust  now,"  said  Sehmucke,  with  deep  sor- 
row  in  his  voice. 

"M.  Trognon  lives  near  by  in  the  Rue  Saint-Louis,"  said 
M.  Jolivard,  "he  is  the  notary  of  the  quarter." 
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"Would  von  likc  me  to  go  for  hiin?"  askcd  R(î;monencq. 

"I  should  po  fcry  glad,"  said  Schmucke;  "for  gif  Montame 
Zipod  cannot  pe  mit  mine  vriond,  I  shall  not  vish  to  Icaf  him 
in  dor  shtate  hc  is  in " 

"Mnio.  C'ibot  fold  u^;  Ihat  ho  was  going  ont  of  his  mind," 
rcsiimcd  Jolivnrd. 

"Bons  !  ont  o(T  his  mind  !"  cricd  Schmncke,  terror-stricken 
by  the  idea.  "Xcfer  vas  he  so  clear  in  der  head  .  .  .  dat 
is  chnst  der  reason  vy  I  am  anxious  for  him." 

The  little  gronp  of  persons  listencd  to  the  conversation  with 
a  very  natnral  curiosity,  which  stamped  the  scène  npon  their 
memories.  Schmncke  did  not  know  Fraisier,  and  conld  not 
note  his  satanic  conntcnance  and  glittering  eyes.  Bnt  two 
words  whispered  by  Fraisier  in  La  Cibot's  ear  had  prompted 
a  daring  pièce  of  acting,  somewhat  beyond  La  Cibot's  range, 
it  may  be,  thongh  she  played  her  part  thronghout  in  a  mas- 
terly  style.  To  make  others  believe  that  the  dying  man  was 
ont  of  his  mind — it  was  the  very  corner-stone  of  the  édifice 
reared  by  the  petty  lawyer.  The  morning's  incident  had  done 
Fraisier  good  service:  bnt  for  him,  La  Cibot  in  her  trouble 
might  hâve  fallen  into  the  snare  innocently  spread  by 
Schmucke,  when  he  asked  her  to  send  back  the  person  sent 
by  the  family. 

Rémonencq  saw  Dr.  Poulain  coming  towards  them,  and 
asked  no  better  than  to  vanish.  The  fact  was  that  for  the 
last  ten  days  the  Auvergnat  had  been  playing  Providence  in 
a  manner  singularly  displeasing  to  Justice,  which  claims  the 
monopoly  of  that  part.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  to  rid 
liimself  at  ail  costs  of  the  one  obstacle  in  his  way  to  happinoss, 
and  happiness  for  him  meant  capital  trebled  and  marriage 
with  the  irresistibly  charming  portress.  He  had  watched  the 
little  tailor  drinking  his  herb-tea,  and  a  thonght  struck  hira. 
He  would  couvert  the  ailment  into  mortal  sickness;  his  stock 
of  old  metals  supplied  him  with  the  means. 

One  morning  as  he  leaned  against  the  door-post,  smoking 
his  pipe  and  drearaing  of  that  fine  shop  on  the  Boulevard 
de  la  Madeleine  where  Mme.  Cibot,  gorgeously  arrayed,  should 
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some  day  sit  enthroned,  his  eyes  fell  upon  a  copper  dise,  about 
the  size  of  a  five-franc  pièce,  covered  thickly  with  verdigris. 
The  economical  idea  of  using  Cibot's  medicine  to  clean  the 
dise  immediately  oecurred  to  him.  He  fastened  the  thing 
to  a  bit  of  twine,  and  came  over  every  morning  to  inquire  for 
tidings  of  his  friend  the  tailor,  timing  his  visit  during  La 
Cibot's  visit  to  her  gentlemen  upstairs.  He  dropped  the  dise 
into  the  tumbler,  allowed  it  to  steep  there  while  he  talked, 
and  drew  it  ont  again  by  the  string  when  he  went  away. 

The  trace  of  tarnished  coppper,  commonly  called  verdigris, 
poisoned  the  wholesome  draught  ;  a  minute  dose  administered 
bv  stealth  did  incalculable  mischief.  Behold  the  results  of 
this  criminal  homœopathy  !  On  the  third  day  poor  Cibot's 
hair  came  out,  his  teeth  were  loosened  in  their  sockets,  his 
whole  System  was  deranged  by  a  scarcely  perceptible  trace  of 
poison.  Dr.  Poulain  racked  his  brains.  He  was  enough  of  a 
man  of  science  to  see  that  some  destructive  agent  was  at  work. 
He  privately  carried  off  the  décoction,  analyzed  it  himself,  but 
found  nothing.  It  so  ehaneed  that  Eémonencq  had  taken 
fright  and  omitted  to  dip  the  dise  in  the  tumbler  that  day. 

Then  Dr.  Poulain  fell  back  on  himself  and  science  and 
got  out  of  the  difficulty  with  a  theory.  A  sedentary  life  in  a 
damp  room;  a  cramped  position  before  the  barred  window — 
thèse  conditions  had  vitiated  the  blood  in  the  absence  of 
proper  exercise,  especially  as  the  patient  continually  breathed 
an  atmosphère  saturated  with  the  fetid  exhalations  of  the 
gutter.  The  Eue  de  Normandie  is  one  of  the  old-fashioned 
streets  that  slope  towards  the  middle  ;  the  municipal  authori- 
ties  of  Paris  as  yet  hâve  laid  on  no  water  supply  to  flush  the 
central  kennel  which  drains  the  houses  on  either  side,  and 
as  a  resuit  a  stream  of  filthy  ooze  meanders  among  the  cobble- 
stones,  filters  into  the  soil,  and  produces  the  mud  peculiar  to 
the  city.  La  Cibot  came  and  went  ;  but  her  husband,  a  hard- 
working  man,  sat  day  in  day  out  like  a  fakir  on  the  table 
in  the  window,  till  his  knee-joints  were  stiffened,  the  blood 
stagnated  in  his  body,  and  his  legs  grew  so  thin  and  crooked 
that  he  almost  lost  the  use  of  thera.    The  deep  copper  tint  of 
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the  iiinnV  oomploxion  imlni-nlly  suggcslotl  iliat  lio  lind  boon 
ont  of  honltli  l'or  a  vcry  long  time.  Tlic  wife's  good  hcallh 
and  the  husband's  illncss  sccnicd  to  the  doctor  to  be  satis- 
factorily  accountcd  for  by  this  thcory. 

"Thcu  what  is  the  mattcr  with  my  poor  Cibot  ?"  asked  tlie 
portress. 

"My  doar  ^Imc.  Cibot,  he  is  dying  of  tlie  porter's  disease," 
said  the  doetor.  "Incurable  vitiation  of  the  blood  is  évident 
from  the  gênerai  anœmic  condition." 

"Ro  one  had  anything  to  gain  by  a  crime  so  objectless.  Dr. 
Poulain's  first  suspicions  were  effaced  by  this  thought.  Who 
could  havo  any  possible  intercst  in  Cibot's  death?  Ilis  wife? 
— the  doctor  saw  her  taste  the  herb-tea  as  she  sweetened  it. 
Crimes  whieh  escape  social  vengeance  are  many  enough,  and 
as  a  rule  they  are  of  this  order — to  wit,  murders  committed 
without  any  startling  sign  of  violence,  without  bloodshed, 
bruises,  marks  of  strangling,  without  any  bungling  of  the 
business,  in  short;  if  there  seems  to  be  no  motive  for  the 
crime,  it  most  likely  goes  unpunished,  especially  if  the  death 
occurs  among  the  poorer  classes.  Murder  is  almost  always 
denounced  by  its  advanced  guards,  by  hatred  or  greed  well 
known  to  those  under  whose  eyes  the  whole  matter  has  passed. 
But  in  the  case  of  the  Cibots,  no  one  save  the  doctor  had 
any  interest  in  discovering  the  actual  cause  of  death.  The 
little  copper-faccd  tailor's  vpife  adored  her  husband;  he  had 
no  money  and  no  enemies  ;  La  Cibot's  fortune  and  the  marine- 
store  dealer's  motives  were  alike  hidden  in  the  shade.  Poulain 
knew  the  portress  and  her  vi-'ay  of  thinking  perfectly  well  ;  he 
thought  her  capable  of  tormenting  Pons,  but  he  saw  that  she 
had  neither  motive  enough  nor  wit  enough  for  murder;  and 
besides — every  time  the  doctor  came  and  she  gave  her  husband 
a  draught,  she  took  a  spoonful  herself.  Poulain  himself,  the 
only  person  who  might  hâve  thrown  light  on  the  matter,  in- 
clined  to  believe  that  this  was  one  of  the  unaccountable  freaks 
of  disease,  one  of  the  astonishing  exceptions  which  make 
medicine  so  perilous  a  profession.  And  in  truth,  the  little 
tailor's  unwholesome  life  and  insanitary  surroundings  had  un- 
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fortunately  brought  him  to  such  a  pass  that  the  trace  of  cop- 
per-poisoning  was  like  the  last  straw.  Gossips  and  neighbors 
took  it  upon  themselves  to  explain  the  sudden  death,  and  no 
suspicion  of  blâme  lighted  npon  Béraonencq. 

"Ohl  this  long  tinie  past  I  hâve  said  that  M.  Cibot  was 
not  well,"  cried  one. 

"He  worked  too  hard,  he  did,"  said  another  ;  "he  heated  his 
blood." 

"He  ATOuld  not  listen  to  me,"  put  in  a  neighbor  ;  "I  advised 
him  to  walk  out  of  a  Sunday  and  keep  Saint  Monday;  two 
days  in  the  week  is  not  too  much  for  amusement." 

In  short,  the  gossip  of  the  quarter,  the  tell-tale  voiee  to 
which  Justice,  in  the  person  of  the  commissary  of  police,  the 
king  of  the  poorer  classes,  lends  an  attentive  ear — gossip  ex- 
plained  the  little  tailor's  démise  in  a  perfectly  satisfactory 
manner.  Yet  M.  Poulain's  pensive  air  and  uneasy  eyes  em- 
barrassed  Eémoneneq  not  a  little,  and  at  sight  of  the  doctor 
he  olïered  eagerly  to  go  in  search  of  M.  Trognon,  Fraisier's 
acquaintance.  Praisier  turned  to  La  Cibot  to  say  in  a  low 
voice,  ''T  shall  come  baek  again  as  soon  as  the  will  is  made. 
In  spite  of  your  sorrow,  you  must  look  out  for  squalls."  Then 
he  slipped  away  like  a  shadow  and  met  his  friend  the  doctor. 

"Ah,  Poulain  !"  he  exclaimed,  "it  is  ail  right.  We  are  safe  ! 
I  will  tell  you  about  it  to-night.  Look  out  a  post  that  will 
suit  you,  you  shall  bave  it  !  For  my  own  part,  I  am  a  justice 
of  the  peace.  Tabareau  will  not  refuse  me  now  for  a  son-in- 
law.  And  as  for  you,  I  will  undertake  that  you  shall  marry 
Mlle.  Vitel,  granddaughter  of  our  justice  of  the  peace." 

Fraisier  left  Poulain  reduced  to  dumb  bewilderment  by 
thèse  wild  words;  bounced  like  a  bail  into  the  boulevard, 
hailed  an  omnibus,  and  was  set  down  ten  minutes  later  by  the 
modem  coaeh  at  tho  corner  of  the  Eue  de  Choiseul.  By  this 
time  it  was  nearly  four  o'clock.  Fraisier  felt  quite  sure  of  a 
Word  in  private  with  the  Présidente,  for  officiais  seldom  leave 
the  Palais  de  Justice  before  five  o'clock. 

Mme.  de  Marville's  réception  of  him  assured  Fraisier  that 
M.  Lebœuf  had  kept  the  promise  made  to  Mme.  Vatinelle  and 
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spokon  favnrfll)ly  of  the  snnietimo  attorney  ul  Mantes. 
Aniclio's  maiiner  was  alniost  carossiiig.  So  rnight  tlic 
Duchesse  de  Montpensier  hâve  treateJ  Jacques  Clément.  The 
petty  attorney  was  a  knife  to  her  hand.  But  when  Fraisier 
produced  the  joint-letter  signed  by  Elle  Magus  and  R6- 
inonencq  offering  the  sum  of  nine  hundred  thousand  francs 
in  cash  for  Pons'  collection,  then  the  Présidente  looked  at  h(T 
nian  of  business  and  the  gleam  of  the  money  Uashed  froui  her 
eyes.    That  ripple  of  greed  reached  the  attorney. 

''M.  le  Président  left  a  message  with  me,"  she  said;  "he 
hopes  that  you  will  dine  with  us  to-morrow.  It  will  be  a 
family  party.  M.  Godeschal,  Desrosches'  successor  and  my  at- 
torney, will  come  to  meet  you,  and  Berthier,  our  notary,  and 
my  daughter  and  son-in-law.  After  dinner,  you  and  I  and 
the  notary  and  attorney  will  hâve  the  little  consultation  for 
which  you  ask,  and  I  will  give  you  full  powers.  The  two 
gentlemen  will  do  as  you  require  and  act  upon  your  inspira- 
tion; and  see  that  everything  goes  well.  You  shall  hâve  a 
power  of  attorney  from  M.  de  Marville  as  soon  as  you  want 
it." 

"I  shall  want  it  on  the  day  of  the  decease." 

"It  shall  be  in  readiness." 

*''Mme.  la  Présidente,  if  I  ask  for  a  power  of  attorney,  and 
would  prêter  that  your  attorney's  name  should  not  appear 
I  wish  it  less  in  my  own  interest  than  in  yours.  .  .  . 
When  I  gîve  myself,  it  is  without  réserve.  And  in  return, 
madame,  I  ask  the  same  fidelity;  I  ask  my  patrons  (I  do  not 
venture  to  call  you  my  clients)  to  put  the  same  confidence  in 
me.  You  may  think  that  in  acting  thus  I  am  trying  to  fasten 
upon  this  affair — no,  no,  madame  ;  there  may  be  reprehensible 
things  donc;  with  an  inheritance  in  view  one  is  dragged  on 
.  .  .  especially  with  nine  hundred  thousand  francs  in  the 
balance.  Well,  now,  3'ou  could  not  disavow  a  raan  liko 
Maître  Godeschal,  honesty  itself,  but  you  can  throw  ail  the 
bîame  on  the  back  of  a  misérable  pettifogging  lawyer " 

Mme.  Camusot  de  Marville  looked  admiringly  at  Fraisier. 

"You  ought  to  go  very  high,"  saie!  she,  "or  sink  very  low. 
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In  your  place,  instead  of  asking  to  hide  myself  away  as  a  jus- 
tice of  the  peace,  1  would  aim  at  a  crown  attorney's  appoint- 
inent — at,  sav.  Mantes  ! — and  make  a  great  career  for  my- 
self." 

"Let  me  hâve  my  way,  madame.  The  post  of  justice  of 
the  peace  is  an  ambliug  pad  for  M.  Vitel  ;  for  me  it  shall  bc  a 
war-horse." 

And  in  this  way  the  Présidente  proceeded  to  a  final  confi- 
dence. 

"You  seem  to  be  so  completely  devoted  to  our  interests," 
shc  began,  "that  I  will  tell  you  about  the  difficulties  of  our 
position  and  our  hopes.  The  President's  great  désire,  ever 
since  a  match  was  projected  between  his  daughter  and  an  ad- 
veuturer  who  recently  startod  a  bank, — the  President's  wish. 
l  say,  bas  been  to  round  out  the  Marville  estate  with  some 
urazing  land,  at  that  time  in  the  market.  We  dispossessed 
ourselves  of  fine  property,  as  you  know,  to  settle  it  upon  our 
ilaughter;  but  I  wish  very  much,  my  daughter  being  an  only 
child,  to  buy  ail  that  remains  of  the  grass  land.  Part  bas 
l)een  sold  already.  The  estate  belongs  to  an  Englishman  who 
is  returning  to  England  after  a  twenty  years'  résidence  in 
France.  He  built  the  most  charming  cottage  in  a  delightful 
situation,  between  Marville  Park  and  the  meadows  which  once 
were  part  of  the  Marville  lands  ;  he  bought  up  covers,  copse, 
and  gardens  at  fancy  priées  to  make  the  grounds  about  the 
cottage.  The  bouse  and  its  surroundings  make  a  feature  of 
the  landscape,  aud  it  lies  close  to  my  daughter's  park  palings. 
The  whole,  land  and  bouse,  should  be  bought  for  seven  hun- 
dred  thousand  francs,  for  the  net  revenue  is  about  twenty 
thousand  francs.  .  .  .  But  if  Mr.  Wadman  finds  out  that 
wc  think  of  buying  it,  he  is  sure  to  add  another  two  or  threo 
bundred  thousand  francs  to  the  price  ;  for  he  will  loso  monev 
if  the  bouse  counts  for  nothing,  as  it  usually  does  when  you 
buy  land  in  the  country " 

"Why,  madame,"  Fraisier  broke  in,  "in  my  opinion  you  can 
be  so  sure  that  the  inhoritance  is  yours  that  I  will  ofFer  to 
act  the  part  of  purchaser  for  you.    I  will  undertake  that  you 
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shnll  havo  llio  land  at  the  liosl  possible  prico,  and  liavo  a 
writtcn  engagement  niade  ont  nniTiT  ])rivato  seal,  likc  a  con- 
traet  to  deliver  goods.  ...  1  w  ill  uo  lo  llie  Englislinian 
iu  thc  charaeter  of  buyer.  1  understand  that  sort  of  thing;  it 
was  my  specialty  at  Mantes.  Vatinelle  doubled  the  value  of 
liis  practice,  wliile  I  worked  in  bis  namc." 

"Hence  your  connection  wilb  littlo  i\ladanie  Vatinelle.  He 
must  be  very  wcll  off " 

''But  Mme.  Vatinelle  bas  expensive  tastes.  .  .  .  So 
be  easy,  madame — I  will  serve  3'ou  up  the  Englishman  done 
tb  a  turn " 

"If  you  can  manage  that  you  will  bave  eternal  claims  to 
my  gratitude.  Good-day,  my  dear  M.  Fraisier.  Till  to-mor- 
row " 

Fraisier  went.  His  parting  bow  was  a  degree  less  cringing 
than  on  the  first  occasion. 

'*'I  am  to  dine  to-morrow  with  Président  de  Marville  !"  he 
pnid  to  bimself.  "Corne  now,  I  bave  thèse  folk  in  my  power. 
Only,  to  be  absolute  master,  I  ought  to  be  the  German's  légal 
adviser  in  the  person  of  Tabareau,  the  justice's  clerk.  Tab- 
areau  will  not  hâve  me  now  for  his  daughter,  his  only  daugh- 
ter,  but  he  will  give  her  to  me  when  I  am  a  justice  of  the 
peace.  I  shall  be  eligible.  Mlle.  Tabareau,  that  tall,  consump- 
tive  girl  with  the  red  bair,  bas  a  bouse  in  the  Place  Koyale  in 
right  of  her  mother.  At  her  father's  death  she  is  sure  to 
corne  in  for  six  thousand  livres  per  annum  as  well.  She  is  not 
handsome;  but,  good  Lord,  if  you  step  from  nothing  at  ail 
to  an  income  of  eighteen  thousand  francs,  you  must  not  look 
too  hard  at  the  plank." 

As  he  went  back  to  thc  Eue  de  îformandie  by  way  of  the 
boulevards,  be  dreamed  out  his  golden  dream  ;  he  gave  bimself 
up  to  the  happiness  of  the  thougbt  that  he  should  never  know 
want  again.  He  would  marry  his  friend  Poulain  to  Mlle. 
Vitel,  the  daughter  of  the  justice  of  the  peace;  together,  he 
and  his  friend  the  doctor  would  reign  likc  kings  in  thc  quar- 
ter  ;  he  would  carry  ail  the  élections — municipal,  military,  or 
political.  The  boulevards  seem  short  if,  wbile  you  T[){ico  afoot, 
you  mount  your  ambition  on  the  steed  of  fancy  in  this  way. 
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Schmucke  meanwhile  went  back  to  his  friend  Pons  with 
the  news  that  Cibot  was  dying,  and  Eémonencq  gone  in 
search  of  M.  Trognon,  the  notary.  Pons  was  struck  by  the 
name.  It  had  corne  up  again  and  again  in  La  Cibot's  in- 
terminable talk,  and  La  Cibot  always  recommended  him  as 
honesty  incarnate.  And  with  that  a  luminous  idea  occurred 
to  Pons,  in  whom  mistrust  had  grown  paramount  since  the 
morning,  an  idea  which  completed  his  plan  for  outwitting  La 
Cibot  and  unmasking  her  completely  for  the  too-credulous 
Schmucke. 

So  many  nnexpeeted  things  had  happened  that  day  that 
poor  Schmucke  was  quite  bewildered.  Pons  took  his  friend's 
hand. 

"There  must  be  a  good  deal  of  confusion  in  the  house, 
Schmucke  ;  if  the  porter  is  at  death's  door,  we  are  almost  f  ree 
for  a  minute  or  two;  that  is  to  say,  there  will  be  no  spies — 
for  we  are  watched,  you  may  be  sure  of  that.  Go  out,  take 
a  cab,  go  to  the  théâtre,  and  tell  Mlle.  Héloïse  Brisetout  that 
I  should  like  to  see  her  before  I  die.  Ask  her  to  come  hère 
to-night  when  she  leaves  the  théâtre.  Then  go  to  your  friends 
Brunner  and  Schwab  and  beg  them  to  come  to-morrow  morn- 
ing at  nine  o'clock  to  inquire  after  me;  let  them  come  up 
as  if  they  were  just  passing  by  and  called  in  to  see  me." 

The  old  artist  felt  that  he  was  dying,  and  this  was  the 
scheme  that  he  forged.  He  meant  Schmucke  to  be  his  uni- 
versal  legatee.  To  protect  Schmucke  from  any  possible  légal 
quibbles,  he  proposed  to  dictate  his  will  to  a  notary  in  the 
présence  of  witnesses,  lest  his  sanity  should  be  called  in  ques- 
tion and  the  Camusots  should  attempt  upon  that  prétest  to 
dispute  the  will.  At  the  name  of  Trognon  he  caugh^  a 
glimpse  of  machinations  of  some  kind;  perhaps  a  flaw  pur- 
posely  inserted,  or  premeditated  treachery  on  La  Cibot's  part. 
He  would  prevent  this.  Trognon  should  dictate  a  holograph 
will  which  should  be  signed  and  deposited  in  a  sealed  en- 
velope  in  a  drawer.  Then  Schmucke,  hidden  in  one  of  the 
cabinets  in  his  alcôve,  should  see  La  Cibot  search  for  the  will, 
iind  it,  open  the  envelope,  read  it  through,  and  seal  it  again. 
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Xext  morninp,  at  nino  o'clock,  hv  would  cancol  Iho  will  and* 
inake  a  new  one  in  thc  prcsouce  of  Iwo  notariés,  evcrylhing  in 
duo  form  and  ordor.  La  Cibot  had  troatcd  hiiii  as  a  luadman 
and  a  visionary;  he  saw  what  this  meant — hc  saw  tlio  l'iôsi- 
dcutc's  hatc  and  grecd,  her  ivvcnge  in  La  Cibot's  behavior. 
In  the  slcepless  hours  and  loncly  days  of  the  last  two  months, 
the  poor  raan  had  sifted  the  events  of  his  past  life. 

It  has  been  the  wont  of  sculptors,  ancient  and  modem,  to 
set  a  tutelary  genius  with  a  lightod  torch  iipon  eithcr  sidc  of 
a  tonib.  Thosc  torches  thaï  light  iip  thc  paths  of  death  throw 
light  for  dying  eyes  upon  the  spectacle  of  a  lifc's  mistakes 
and  sins;  the  carved  stone  figures  express  great  ideas,  they 
are  symbols  of  a  fact  in  human  expérience.  The  agony  of 
death  has  its  own  wisdom.  Not  seldom  a  simple  girl,  scarcely 
more  than  a  child,  will  grow  wisc  with  the  experiimcc  of  a 
hundred  years,  will  gain  prophétie  vision,  judge  her  family, 
and  see  clearly  through  ail  pretences,  at  the  near  approach  of 
Death.  Ilerein  lies  Death's  poetry.  But,  strange  and 
worthy  of  remark  it  is,  there  are  two  manners  of  death. 

The  poetry  of  prophec}^  the  gift  of  seeing  clearly  into  the 
future  or  the  past,  only  belongs  to  those  whose  bodies  are 
stricken,  to  those  who  die  by  the  destruction  of  the  organs 
of  phA'sical  life.  Consumptive  patients,  for  instance,  or  those 
who  die  of  gangrené  like  Louis  XIV.,  of  fever  like  Pons,  of 
a  stomach  complaint  like  Mme.  de  Mortsauf,  or  of  wounds 
received  in  the  full  tide  of  life  like  soldiers  on  the  battle- 
field — ail  thèse  may  possess  this  suprême  lucidity  to  the  full  ; 
their  deaths  fill  us  with  surprise  and  wonder.  But  many,  on 
the  other  hand,  die  of  intelligential  diseases,  as  they  may  be 
called  ;  of  maladies  seated  in  the  brain  or  in  that  nervous  Sys- 
tem which  acts  as  a  kind  of  purveyor  of  thought  fuel — and 
thèse  die  wholly,  body  and  spirit  are  darkened  togother.  The 
former  are  spirits  deserted  by  the  body,  realizing  for  us  our 
ideas  of  the  spirits  of  Scripture;  the  latter  are  bodies  unten- 
anted  by  a  spirit. 

Too  late  the  virgin  nature,  the  epîcure-Cato,  the  righteous 
man  almost  without  sin,  was  discovering  the  Présidente's  real 
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oharacter — the  sac  of  gall  that  did  duty  for  her  heart.  He 
knew  the  world  now  that  he  was  about  to  leave  it,  and  for  the 
past  few  hoiirs  he  had  risen  gaily  to  his  part,  like  a  joyous 
artist  finding  a  pretext  for  caricature  and  laughter  in  every- 
thing.  The  last  links  that  bound  him  to  life,  the  chains  of 
admiration,  the  strong  ties  that  bind  the  art  lover  to  Art's 
masterpieces,  had  been  snapped  that  morning.  When  Pons 
knew  that  La  Cibot  had  robbed  him,  he  bade  farewell,  like  a 
Christian,  to  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  Art,  to  his  collection, 
to  ail  his  old  friendships  with  the  makers  of  so  many  fair 
things.  Our  forefathers  counted  the  day  of  death  as  a  Chris- 
tian festival,  and  in  something  of  the  same  spirit  Pons' 
thoughts  turned  to  the  coming  end.  In  his  tender  love  he 
tried  to  protect  Sehmucke  when  he  should  be  low  in  the  grave. 
It  was  this  father's  thought  that  led  him  to  fix  his  choice 
npon  the  leading  lady  of  the  ballet.  Mlle.  Brisetout  should 
help  him  to  baffle  surrounding  treachery,  and  those  who  in 
ail  probability  would  never  forgive  his  innocent  universal 
legatee. 

Héloïse  Brisetout  was  one  of  the  few  natures  that  remain 
true  in  a  false  position.  She  was  an  opera-girl  of  the  school 
of  Josépha  and  Jenny  Cadine,  capable  of  playing  any  trick 
on  a  paying  adorer;  yet  she  was  a  good  comrade,  dreading 
no  power  on  earth,  accustomed  as  she  was  to  see  the  weak  side 
of  the  strong  and  to  hold  her  own  with  the  police  at  the 
scarcely  idyllic  Bal  de  Mabille  and  the  carnival. 

"If  she  asked  for  my  place  for  Garangeot,  she  will  think 
that  she  owes  me  a  good  turn  by  so  much  the  more,"  said  Pons 
to  himself. 

Thanks  to  the  prevailing  confusion  in  the  porter's  lodge, 
Sehmucke  succeeded  in  getting  out  of  the  house.  He  returned 
with  the  utmost  speed,  fearing  to  leave  Pons  too  long  alone. 
M.  Trognon  reached  the  house  just  as  Sehmucke  came  in. 
Albeit  Cibot  was  dying,  his  wife  came  upstairs  with  the  no- 
tary,  brought  him  into  the  bedroom,  and  withdrew,  leaving 
Sehmucke  and  Pons  with  M.  Trognon  ;  but  she  left  the  door 
ajar,  and  went  no  further  than  the  next  room.     Providing 
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herself  with  a  liltlo  hand-^lnss  of  curions  worknianship,  rIic 
took  up  hcr  station  in  the  doorway,  so  that  slio  could  not 
only  hcar  but  ?ee  ;ill  lli;it  passed  at  the  supromc  moment. 

•^'Sir,"  said  Pons,  "I  am  in  the  fiill  possession  of  my  facnl- 
tios,  unfortunately  for  me,  for  1  fcel  that  I  am  about  to  die; 
and  doubtlcss,  by  the  will  of  dod,  I  shall  be  spared  nothing 
of  the  agony  of  death.  This  is  M.  Schmucke" — (the  notary 
bowed  to  M.  Schmucke) — "my  one  friend  on  earth,"  con- 
tinued  Pons.  "I  wish  to  make  him  my  universal  legatee. 
Now,  tell  me  how  to  word  the  will,  so  that  my  friend,  who  is 
a  German  and  knows  nothing  of  Frencli  law,  may  succeed 
to  my  possessions  without  any  dispute." 

"Anything  is  liable  to  be  disputed,  sir,"  said  the  notary; 
"that  is  the  drawback  of  human  justice.  But  in  the  matter  of 
wills,  there  are  wills  so  drafted  that  they  cannot  be  up- 
set " 

"In  what  way?"  queried  Pons. 

"If  a  will  is  made  in  the  présence  of  a  notary,  and  before 
witnesses  who  can  swear  that  the  testator  was  in  the  full  pos- 
session of  his  faculties;  and  if  the  testator  has  neither  wife 
Dor  children,  nor  father  nor  mother " 

"I  hâve  none  of  thèse  ;  ail  my  affection  is  centred  upon  my 
dear  friend  Schmucke  hère." 

The  tears  overfiowed  Schmucke's  eyes. 

"Then,  if  3^ou  hâve  none  but  distant  relatives,  the  law 
leaves  you  free  to  dispose  of  both  personalty  and  real  estate 
as  you  please,  so  long  as  you  bequeath  them  for  no  unlawful 
purpose;  for  you  must  hâve  corne  across  cases  of  wills  dis- 
puted on  account  of  the  testator's  eccentricities.  A  will  made 
in  the  présence  of  a  notary  is  considered  to  be  authentic;  for 
the  person's  identity  is  established,  the  notary  certifies  that 
the  testator  was  sane  at  the  time,  and  there  can  be  no  possible 
dispute  over  the  signature. — Still,  a  holograph  will,  properly 
and  clearly  worded,  is  quite  as  safe." 

"T  hâve  deeided,  for  reasons  of  my  own,  to  make  a  holo- 
graph will  at  your  dictation,  and  to  deposit  it  with  my  friend 
hère,    Is  this  possible  ?" 
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"Quite  possible/'  said  the  notary.  "Will  you  write  ?  I  will 
begin  to  dictate " 

"Schmucke,  bring  me  my  little  Boule  writing-desk. — 
Speak  low,  sir,"  he  added  ;  "we  may  be  overheard." 

"Just  tell  me,  first  of  ail,  what  you  intend,"  demanded  the 
notary. 

Ten  minutes  later  La  Cibot  saw  the  notary  look  over  the 
•will,  while  Schmucke  lighted  a  taper  (Pons  watching  her  re- 
flection  ail  the  while  in  a  mirror).  She  saw  the  envelope 
sealed,  saw  Pons  give  it  to  Schmucke,  and  heard  him  say 
that  it  must  be  put  away  in  a  secret  drawer  in  his  bureau. 
Then  the  testator  asked  for  the  key,  tied  it  to  the  corner  of 
his  handkerchief,  and  slipped  it  under  his  pillow. 

The  notary  himself,  by  courtesy,  was  appointed  exécuter. 
To  him  Pons  left  a  picture  of  price,  such  a  thing  as  the  law 
permits  a  notary  to  receive.  Trognon  went  out  and  came 
upon  Mme.  Cibot  in  the  salon. 

'^ell,  sir,  did  M.  Pons  remember  me?" 

"You  do  not  expect  a  notary  to  betray  secrets  confided 
to  him,  my  dear,"  returned  M.  Trognon.  "I  can  only  tell 
you  this — there  will  be  many  disappointments,  and  some  that 
are  anxious  after  the  money  will  be  foiled.  M.  Pons  has 
made  a  good  and  very  sensible  will,  a  patriotic  will,  which  I 
highly  approve." 

La  Cibot's  curiositv,  kindled  bv  such  words,  reached  an 
unimaginable  pitch.  She  went  downstairs  and  spent  the 
night  at  Cibot's  bedside,  inwardly  resolving  that  Mlle. 
Eémonencq  should  take  her  place  towards  two  or  three  in 
the  morning,  when  she  would  go  up  and  hâve  a  look  at  the 
document. 

Mlle.  Brisetout's  visit  towards  half-past  ten  that  night 
seemed  natural  enough  to  La  Cibot  ;  but  in  her  terror  lest  the 
ballet-girl  should  mention  Gaudissart's  gift  of  a  thousand 
francs,  she  went  upstairs  with  her,  lavishing  polite  speeches 
and  flattery  as  if  Mlle.  Héloïse  had  been  a  queen. 

"Ah  !  my  dear,  you  are  much  nicer  hère  on  your  own  ground 
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than  iit  tho  theatro,"  lléloïso  rtMiiarkt^d.  "1  advise  you  lo 
koo]i  \o  yovir  onijiloyniont." 

IIôloïsp  was  s])londidly  dro?sod.  Bixiou,  hor  lovor,  had 
brought  hor  in  his  carriago  on  tho  way  to  an  evening  party 
at  Mariotte's.  It  so  foll  ont  that  tho  fîrst-lloor  lndg(T,  1\1. 
('hajioulot,  a  rotired  braid  inatnifacturor  from  tho  ]\nc  Saint- 
Denis,  roturning  fmm  tho  Anil)igu-roniique  with  his  wife 
and  daughter,  was  dazzled  by  a  vision  of  snch  a  costume  and 
such  a  charming  wonian  upon  their  staircase. 

"\Vho  is  that,  ^Ime  Cibot?"  asked  Mme.  Cbapoulot. 

"A  no-bottor-than-shc-should-I)o,  a  light-skivts  that  you 
may  sec  half-nakod  any  ovoning  for  a  couple  of  francs,"  La 
Cibot  answered  in  an  undertone  for  Mme.  Chapoulot's  ear. 

"Victorine  !"  callcd  the  braid  nianufacturcr's  wife,  **let 
the  lady  pass,  child." 

The  niatrou's  alarin  signal  was  not  lost  upon  Héloïse. 

"Your  daughter  must  be  more  inflammable  than  tindcr, 
madame,  if  you  are  afraid  that  she  will  catch  fire  by  touch- 
ing  me,"  she  said. 

M.  Cbapoulot  waited  on  tho  landing.  "She  is  uncom- 
monly  handsome  otï  the  stage,"  he  remarkcd.  Whereupon 
Mme.  Cbapoulot  pinched  him  sharply  and  drove  him  indoors. 

"Hère  is  a  second-floor  lodger  that  bas  a  niind  to  set  up 
for  being  on  the  fourth  floor,"  said  Iléloïse  as  she  contiuued 
to  climb. 

"But  mademoiselle  is  accustomed  to  going  higher  and 
higher." 

"Well,  old  boy,"  said  Héloïse,  entoring  the  bedroom  and 
catching  sight  of  the  old  musician's  white,  wasted  face. 
^'Well,  old  boy,  so  we  are  not  very  well?  Everybody  at  the 
théâtre  is  asking  after  you;  but  though  one's  heart  may  be 
in  the  right  place,  every  one  bas  his  own  affairs,  you  know, 
and  cannot  fînd  time  to  go  to  see  friends.  Gaudissart  talks 
of  coming  round  every  day,  and  every  morning  the  tiresome 
management  gets  hold  of  him.  Still,  we  are  ail  of  us  fond  of 
you " 

"Mme.  Cibot,"  said  the  patient,  "be  so  kind  as  to  leave  us  ; 
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\re  want  to  talk  about  thc  théâtre  and  my  post  as  conductor, 
with  this  lady.  Schmucke,  will  you  go  to  the  door  with  Mme. 
Cibot?" 

At  a  sign  from  Pons,  Sehmucke  saw  Mme.  Cibot  ont  at  the 
door,  and  drew  the  bolts. 

"Ah,  that  blackguard  of  a  German  !  Is  he  spoiled,  too?" 
La  Cibot  said  to  herself  as  she  heard  the  significant  sounds. 
"That  is  M.  Pons'  doing;  he  taught  him  thèse  disgusting 
tricks.  .  .  .  But  you  shall  pay  for  this,  my  dears,"  she 
thought  as  she  went  down  stairs.  "Pooh  !  if  that  tight-rope 
dancer  tells  him  about  the  thousand  francs,  I  shall  say  that 
it  is  a  farce." 

She  seated  herself  by  Cibot's  pillow.  Cibot  complained  of 
a  burning  sensation  in  the  stomach.  Eémonencq  had  called 
in  and  given  him  a  draught  while  his  wife  was  upstairs. 

As  soon  as  Sehmucke  had  dismissed  La  Cibot,  Pons  turned 
to  the  ballet-girl. 

"Dear  child,  I  can  trust  no  one  else  to  iînd  me  a  notary, 
an  honest  man,  and  send  him  hère  to  make  my  will  to-morrow 
ïnorning  at  half-past  nine  precisely.  I  want  to  leave  ail  that 
I  hâve  to  Sehmucke.  If  he  is  persecuted,  poor  German  that 
he  is,  I  shall  reckon  upon  the  notary  ;  the  notary  must  défend 
him.  And  for  that  reason  I  must  hâve  a  very  wealthy  notary, 
highly  thought  of,  a  man  above  the  temptations  to  which 
pettifogging  lawj'ers  yield.  He  must  suecor  my  poor  friend. 
I  cannot  trust  Berthier,  Cardot's  successor.  And  you  know 
so  many  people " 

"Oh!  I  bave  the  very  man  for  you,"  Héloïse  broke  in; 
"there  is  the  notary  that  acts  for  Florine  and  the  Comtesse 
du  Bruel,  Léopold  Hannequin,  a  virtuous  man  that  does  not 
know  what  a  lorette  is!  He  is  a  sort  of  chance-come  father 
— a  good  soûl  that  wil)  not  let  you  play  ducks  and  drakes  with 
your  earnings;  I  call  him  Le  Père  aux  Rats,  because  he  in- 
stils  economical  notions  into  the  minds  of  ail  my  friands.  In 
the  fîrst  place,  my  dear  fellow,  he  has  a  private  income  of 
sixty  thousand  francs  ;  and  he  is  a  notary  of  the  real  old 
sort,  a  notary  while  hc  walks  or  sleeps;  his  children  must 
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bo  littlo  notariés  aiul  iiotaresscs.  Ile  is  a  hoavv,  ])0(lantic 
créature,  and  that's  the  truth;  but  on  his  own  ground,  lie 
is  net  the  mon  to  flinch  before  any  power  in  création.  .  .  . 
No  wonum  ever  got  money  out  of  liiin;  he  is  a  fossil  pater- 
faniilias,  his  wife  worships  liiiii  and  does  not  deceive  him, 
altliough  she  is  a  notary's  wife. — What  more  do  you  want? 
as  a  notary  hc  has  not  his  match  in  Paris.  Ile  is  in  the  pa- 
triarehal  style;  not  queer  and  amusing,  as  Cardot  used  to 
be  with  Malaga  ;  but  he  will  never  deeamp  like  little  What'9>- 
his-name  that  lived  with  Antonia.  So  I  ^vill  send  round  my 
man  to-morrow  morning  at  eight  o'clock.  .  .  .  You  may 
sleep  in  pcace.  And  I  hope,  in  the  first  place,  that  3'ou  will 
get  better,  and  make  charming  music  for  us  again  ;  and  yet, 
after  ail,  you  see,  life  is  very  dreary — managers  chisel  you, 
and  kings  mizzle  and  ministers  fîzzle  and  rich  folk  econo- 
mizzle. — Artists  hâve  nothing  left  hère"  (tapping  her  breast) 
— "it  is  a  time  to  die  in.    Good-bye,  old  boy." 

"Héloïse,  of  ail  things,  I  ask  you  to  keep  my  counsel." 

"It  is  not  a  théâtre  affair,"'  she  said;  "it  is  sacred  for  an 
artist." 

"Who  is  your  gentleman,  child  ?" 

"M.  Baudoyer,  the  mayor  of  your  arrondissement,  a  man 
as  stupid  as  the  late  Crevel  ;  Crevel  once  fînancod  Gaudissart, 
you  know,  and  a  few  days  ago  he  died  and  left  me  nothing, 
not  so  much  as  a  pot  of  pomatum.  That  made  me  say  just 
now  that  this  âge  of  ours  is  something  sickening." 

"What  didhedieof?" 

"Of  his  wife.  If  he  had  stayed  with  me,  he  would  be  living 
now.  Good-bye,  dear  old  boy.  I  am  talking  of  going  off, 
because  I  can  see  that  you  will  be  walking  about  the  boule- 
vards in  a  week  or  two,  hunting  up  pretty  little  curiosities 
again.  You  are  not  ill  ;  I  never  saw  your  eyes  look  so  bright." 
And  she  went,  fully  convinced  that  her  protégé  Garangeot 
would  conduct  the  orchestra  for  good. 

Every  door  stood  ajar  as  she  went  downstairs.  Every 
lodger,  on  tip-toe,  watched  the  lady  of  the  ballet  pass  on  her 
way  out.     It  was  quite  an  event  in  the  bouse. 
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Fraisier,  like  the  bulldog  that  sets  his  teeth  and  never  lets 
go,  was  on  the  spot.  He  stood  beside  La  Cibot  when  Mlle. 
Brisetout  passed  under  the  gateway  and  asked  for  the  door 
to  be  opened.  Knowing  that  a  will  had  been  raade,  he  had 
corne  to  see  how  the  land  lay,  for  Maître  Trognon,  notary, 
had  refused  to  say  a  syllable — Fraisier's  questions  were  as 
fruitless  as  Mme.  Cibot's.  Naturally  the  ballet-girl's  visit 
in  extremis  was  not  lost  upon  Fraisier;  he  vowed  to  himself 
that  he  would  turn  it  to  good  account. 

"My  dear  Mme.  Cibot,"  he  began,  "now  is  the  critieal  mo- 
ment for  you." 

"Ah,  yes  .  .  .  my  poor  Cibot  !"  said  she.  "When  I 
think  that  he  will  not  live  to  enjoy  anything  I  may  get " 

"It  is  a  question  of  finding  out  whether  M.  Pons  has  left 
you  anything  at  ail;  whether  your  name  is  mentioned  or  left 
out,  in  fact,"  he  interrupted.  "I  represent  the  next-of-kin, 
and  to  them  you  must  look  in  any  case.  It  is  a  holograph 
will,  and  consequently  very  easy  to  upset. — Do  you  know 
where  our  man  has  put  it?" 

"In  a  secret  drawer  in  his  bureau,  and  he  has  the  key  of  it. 
He  tied  it  to  a  corner  of  his  handkerchief,  and  put  it  under 
his  pillow.    I  saw  it  ail." 

"Is  the  will  sealed?" 

"Yes,  alas  !" 

"It  is  a  criminal  offence  if  you  carry  off  a  will  and  suppress 
it,  but  it  is  only  a  misdemeanor  to  look  at  it;  and  anvhow, 
what  does  it  amount  to?  A  peccadillo,  and  nobody  will  see 
you.    Is  your  man  a  heavy  sleeper  ?" 

"Yes.  But  when  you  tried  to  see  ail  the  things  and  value 
them,  he  ought  to  bave  slept  like  a  top,  and  yet  he  woke  up. 
Still,  I  will  see  about  it.  I  will  take  M.  Schmucke's  place 
about  four  o'clock  this  morning  ;  and  if  you  care  to  come,  you 
shall  bave  the  will  in  your  hands  for  ten  minutes." 

"Good.  I  will  come  up  about  four  o'clock,  and  I  will  knock 
very  softly " 

"Mlle.  Eémonencq  will  take  my  place  with  Cibot.  She  will 
know,  and  open  the  door;  but  tap  on  the  window,  so  as  to 
rouse  nobody  in  the  house." 
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"Right,"  said  Fraisier.  "Yoii  will  havc  a  light,  will  you 
not  ?    A  candie  will  do." 

At  niidnight  poor  Schmucke  sat  in  his  easy-chair,  watching 
with  a  breaking  heart  that  shrinking  of  the  features  that 
cornes  with  dcath  ;  Pons  looked  so  worn  ont  with  the  day's 
exertions,  that  dcath  seemed  vcry  noar. 

Prescntly  Pons  spoke.  "I  hâve  just  cnough  strcngih,  l 
think,  to  last  till  to-morrow  night,"  he  said  philosophically. 
"To-morrow  night  the  death  agony  will  begin;  poor 
Schmucke  !  As  soon  as  the  notary  and  your  two  f  ricnds  are 
gone,  go  for  our  good  Abbé  Duplanty,  the  curate  of  Saint- 
François.  Good  nian,  he  does  not  know  that  I  am  ill,  and  I 
wish  to  take  the  holy  sacraraent  to-morrow  at  noon." 

There  was  a  long  pause. 

"God  so  willed  it  that  life  has  not  been  as  I  dreamed,"  Pons 
resumed.  "I  should  so  hâve  loved  wife  and  children  and 
home.  .  .  .  To  be  lovcd  by  a  very  few  in  some  corner — 
that  was  my  whole  ambition  !  Life  is  hard  for  every  one  ; 
I  bave  seen  people  who  had  ail  that  I  wanted  so  much  and 
could  not  hâve,  and  yet  they  were  not  happy.  .  .  .  Then 
at  the  end  of  my  life,  God  put  untold  comfort  in  my  way, 
when  He  gave  me  such  a  friend.  .  .  .  And  one  thing  I 
hâve  not  to  reproach  myself  with — that  I  hâve  not  known 
your  worth  nor  appreciated  you,  my  good  Schmucke.  .  .  . 
I  bave  loved  you  with  my  whole  heart,  with  ail  the  strength 
of  love  that  is  in  me.  ...  Do  not  cry,  Schmucke  ;  I  shall 
say  no  more  if  you  cry,  and  it  is  so  sweet  to  me  to  talk  of 
ourselves  to  you.  ...  If  I  had  listened  to  you,  I  should 
not  be  dying.  I  should  hâve  left  the  world  and  broken  ofE 
my  habits,  and  then  I  should  not  hâve  bccn  wounded  to  death. 
And  now,  I  want  to  think  of  no  one  but  you  at  the  last " 

"You  are  missdaken " 

"Do  not  contradict  me — listen,  dear  friend.  .  .  .  You 
are  as  guileless  and  simple  as  a  six-year-old  child  that  has 
never  left  its  mother;  one  honors  you  for  it — it  seems  to 
me  that  God  Himself  must  watch  over  such  as  you.     But 
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men  are  so  wicked,  that  I  ought  to  warn  you  beforehand 
.  .  .  and  then  you  will  lose  your  generous  trust,  your 
saint-like  belief  in  others,  tlie  bloom  of  a  purity  of  soûl  that 
only  belongs  to  genius  or  to  hearts  like  yours.  ...  In  a 
little  while  you  will  see  Mme.  Cibot,  who  left  the  door  ajar 
and  watched  us  closely  while  M.  Trognon  was  hère — in  a  little 
while  you  will  see  her  corne  for  the  will,  as  she  believos  it  to 
be.  .  .  .  I  expeet  the  worthless  créature  will  do  her  busi- 
ness this  morning  when  she  thinks  you  are  asleep.  î^Tow, 
mind  what  I  say,  and  carry  ont  my  instructions  to  the  letter. 
.     .     .     Are  you  listening?"  asked  the  dying  man. 

But  Schmucke  was  overcome  witli  grief,  his  heart  was 
throbbing  painfully,  his  head  fell  back  on  the  chair,  he  seemed 
to  bave  lost  consciousness. 

"Yes,"  he  answered,  "I  can  hear,  but  it  is  as  if  you  vere  doo 
huntert  baees  afay  from  me.  .  .  .  It  seem  to  me  dat  I 
am  going  town  into  der  grafe  mit  you,"  said  Schmucke, 
crushed  with  pain. 

He  went  over  to  the  bed,  took  one  of  Pons'  hands  in  both 
his  own,  and  within  himself  put  up  a  fervent  prayer. 

"What  is  that  that  you  are  mumbling  in  German?" 

"I  asked  of  Gott  dat  He  vould  take  us  poth  togedders  to 
Himself!"  Schmucke  answered  simply  when  he  had  finished 
his  prayer. 

Pons  bent  over — it  was  a  great  effort,  for  he  was  suffering 
intolérable  pain;  but  he  managed  to  reach  Schmucke,  and 
kissed  him  on  the  forehead,  pouring  out  his  soûl,  as  it  were, 
in  bénédiction  upon  a  nature  that  recalled  the  lamb  that  lies 
at  the  foot  of  the  Throne  of  God. 

"See  hère,  listen,  my  good  Schmucke,  you  must  do  as  dying 
people  tell  you " 

"I  am  lisdening." 

"The  little  door  in  the  recess  in  your  bedroom  opens  into 
that  closet." 

"Yes,  but  it  is  blocked  up  mit  bictures." 

"Clear  them  away  at  once,  without  making  toc  much  noise." 

"Yes." 

17 
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''Clcnr  a  passage  on  bolh  sidcs,  so  tluU  you  can  pass  from 
your  room  into  mine. — Now,  leave  the  door  ajar. — When  La 
Cibot  cornes  to  take  your  place  (and  she  is  capable  of  coming 
an  honr  earlicr  than  usual),  you  can  go  away  to  bed  as  if 
notbing  bad  bappcncd,  and  look  vory  tirod.  Try  to  look 
slcepy.  As  soon  as  sbo  scttlcs  down  into  tbc  arincbair,  go 
into  the  closet,  draw  aside  tbe  muslin  ciirtains  ovcr  tbe  glass 
door,  and  watch  her.     ...     Do  you  understand  ?" 

"I  oondersbtand  ;  5'ou  belief  dat  die  pad  voman  is  going  to 
purn  der  vill." 

*^I  do  not  know  wbat  sbc  will  do;  but  I  am  sure  of  this — 
that  you  will  not  take  her  for  an  angel  afterwards. — And  now 
play  for  me;  improvise  and  make  me  happy.  It  will  divert 
your  thoughts;  your  gloomy  ideas  will  vanisb,  and  for  me 
the  dark  hours  will  be  filled  with  your  dreams.     .     .     ," 

Schmucke  sat  down  to  the  piano.  Hère  he  was  in  his  élé- 
ment; and  in  a  few  moments,  musical  inspiration,  quiekened 
by  the  pain  with  which  he  was  quivering  and  the  conséquent 
irritation  that  followed,  came  upon  the  kindly  German,  and, 
after  his  wont,  he  was  caught  up  and  borne  above  the  world. 
On  one  sublime  thème  after  auother  he  exeeuted  variations, 
putting  into  them  sometimes  Chopin's  sorrow,  Chopin's 
Eaphael-like  perfection  ;  sometimes  the  stormy  Dante's  grand- 
eur of  Liszt — the  two  musicians  who  most  ncarly  approach 
Paganini's  tempérament.  When  exécution  reaches  this  su- 
prême degree,  the  exécutant  stands  beside  the  poet,  as  it  were  ; 
he  is  to  the  composer  as  the  actor  is  to  the  writer  of  plays, 
a  divinely  inspired  interpréter  of  things  divine.  But  that 
niglit,  when  Schmucke  gave  Pons  an  earnest  of  diviner  sym- 
phonies, of  that  heavenly  music  for  whidi  Saint  Cecilia  let 
fall  her  instruments,  he  was  at  once  Beethoven  and  Paganini, 
Creator  and  interpréter.  It  was  an  outpouring  of  music  in- 
exhaustible  as  the  nightingale's  song — varied  and  full  of  déli- 
cate undergrowth  as  the  forest  flooded  with  her  trills;  sub- 
lime as  the  sky  overhead.  Schmucke  played  as  he  had  never 
played  before,  and  the  soûl  of  the  old  musican  listening  to 
him  rose  to  ecstasy  such  as  Raphaël  once  painted  in  a  picture 
which  you  may  see  at  Bologna. 
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A  terrifie  ringing  of  the  door-bell  put  an  end  to  thèse 
visions.  The  first-floor  lodgers  sent  up  the  servant  with  a 
message.  Would  Schmncke  please  to  stop  the  racket  over- 
head.  Madame,  Monsieur,  and  Mademoiselle  Chapoulot  had 
been  wakened,  and  could  not  sleep  for  the  noise;  they  called 
his  attention  to  the  fact  that  the  day  was  quite  long  enough 
for  rehearsals  of  theatrical  music,  and  added  that  people 
ought  not  to  "strum"  ail  night  in  a  house  in  the  Marais. — 
It  was  then  three  o'clock  in  the  morning.  At  half-past  three, 
La  Cibot  appeared,  just  as  Pons  had  predicted.  He  might 
hâve  actually  heard  the  conférence  between  Fraisier  and  the 
portress  :  "Did  I  not  guess  exactly  how  it  would  be  ?"  his  eyes 
seemed  to  say  as  he  glanced  at  Schmueke,  and,  turning  a 
little,  he  seemed  to  be  fast  asleep. 

Schmueke's  guileless  simplicity  was  an  article  of  belief 
with  La  Cibot  (and  be  it  noted  that  this  faith  in  simplicity 
is  the  great  source  and  secret  of  the  success  of  ail  infantine 
strategy)  ;  La  Cibot,  therefore,  could  not  suspect  Schmucke  of 
deceit  when  he  came  to  say  to  her,  with  a  face  half  of  distress, 
half  of  glad  relief  : 

"I  haf  had  a  derrible  night  !  a  derrible  dime  of  it  !  I  vas 
opliged  to  blay  to  keep  him  kviet,  and  the  virst-floor  lodgers 
vas  komm  up  to  tell  me  to  be  kviet  !  .  .  .  It  was  fright- 
ful,  for  der  life  of  mein  friend  vas  at  shtake.  I  am  so  tired 
mit  der  blaying  ail  night,  dat  dis  morning  I  am  ail  knocked 
up." 

"My  poor  Cibot  is  very  bad,,  too  ;  one  more  day  like  yes- 
terday,  and  he  will  hâve  no  strength  left.  .  .  .  One 
can't  help  it;  it  is  God's  will." 

"You  haf  a  heart  so  honest,  a  soûl  so  peautiful,  dot  gif  der 
Zipod  die,  ve  shall  lif  togedder,"  said  the  cunning  Schmucke, 

The  craft  of  simple,  straightforward  folk  is  formidable  in- 
deed  ;  they  are  exactly  like  children,  setting  their  unsuspected 
snares  with  the  perfect  craft  of  the  savage. 

"Oh,  well,  go  and  sleep,  sonny  !"  returned  La  Cibot.  'TTour 
eyes  look  tired,  they  are  as  big  as  my  fist.  But  there!  if 
anything  could  comfort  me  for  losing  Cibot,  it  would  be  the 
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thought  of  eiiding  iiiy  dixys  wilh  a  good  maii  likc  you.  !?« 
easy.  I  will  givc  Mme.  Chapoulot  a  dressing  dowii.  .  .  . 
To  think  of  a  retirod  haberdasher's  wife  giving  horself  such 
airs  !" 

Schmucke  went  to  his  room  and  took  up  his  post  in  tho 
closet. 

La  Cibot  had  left  tlie  door  ajar  on  the  landing;  Fraisier 
came  iu  aud  closed  it  noiselessly  as  soon  as  he  heard  Schmucke 
shut  bis  bedroom  door.  He  bad  brougbt  with  bim  a  liglited 
taper  and  a  bit  of  very  fine  wire  to  open  the  seal  of  the  will. 
liU  Cibut,  meanwhile,  looking  under  the  pillow,  found  the 
handkercbief  with  the  key  of  the  bureau  knotted  to  one 
corner;  and  tbis  so  mucb  the  more  easily  because  Pons  pur- 
posely  left  the  end  banging  over  the  bolster,  and  lay  with  his 
face  to  the  wall. 

La  Cibot  went  straight  to  the  bureau,  opened  it  cautiously 
so  as  to  make  as  little  noise  as  possible,  found  the  spring  of 
the  secret  drawer,  and  bnrried  into  the  salon  with  the  will  in 
her  hand.  Her  flight  roused  Pons'  curiosity  to  the  highest 
pitch;  and  as  for  Schmucke,  he  trembled  as  if  he  were  the 
guilty  person. 

"Go  back,"  said  Fraisier,  when  she  handed  over  the  will. 
"He  may  wake,  and  he  must  find  you  there." 

Fraisier  opened  the  seal  with  a  dexterity  which  proved  that 
his  was  no  'prentice  hand,  and  read  the  following  curions  doc- 
ument, headed  "My  Will,"  with  ever-deepening  astonish- 
ment  : 

"On  this  fifteenth  day  of  April,eighteen  hundred  and  forty- 
.five,  I,  being  in  my  sound  mind  (as  this  my  Will,  drawn 
up  in  concert  with  M.  Trognon,  will  testify),  and  feeling 
that  I  must  shortly  die  of  the  malady  from  which  I  bave  suf- 
fered  since  the  beginning  of  February  last,  am  anxious  to 
dispose  of  my  property,  and  hâve  herein  recorded  my  last 
wishes  : — 


«1 


*I  hâve  always  been  impressed  by  the  untoward  circum- 
stances  that  injure  great  pictures,  and  not  unfrequently  bring 
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about  total  destruction.  I  hâve  felt  sorry  for  the  beautiful 
paintings  condemned  to  travel  from  land  to  land,  never  find- 
ing  some  fixed  abode  whither  admirers  of  great  masterpieces 
may  travel  to  see  them.  And  I  bave  always  thought  that  the 
truly  deathless  work  of  a  great  master  ought  to  be  national 
property;  put  where  every  one  of  every  nation  may  see  it, 
even  as  the  light,  God's  masterpiece,  shines  for  ail  His 
children. 

"And  as  I  hâve  spent  my  life  in  collecting  together  and 
choosing  a  few  picturc?,  some  of  the  greatest  masters'  most 
glorious  work,  and  as  thèse  picturcs  are  as  the  master  left 
them — genuine  examplcs,  neither  repainted  nor  retouched, — 
it  bas  been  a  painful  thought  to  me  that  the  paintings  which 
bave  been  the  joy  of  my  life,  may  be  sold  by  public  auction, 
and  go,  some  to  England,  some  to  Kussia,  till  they  are  ail 
scattered  abroad  again  as  if  they  had  never  been  gathered 
together.  From  this  wretched  fate  I  bave  determined  to  save 
both  them  and  the  frames  in  which  they  are  set,  ail  of  them 
the  work  of  skilled  craftsmen. 

"On  thèse  grounds,  therefore,  I  give  and  bequeath  the  pic- 
tures  which  compose  my  collection  to  the  King,  for  the  gallery 
in  the  Louvre,  subject  to  the  charge  (if  the  legacy  is  accepted) 
of  a  life-annuity  of  two  thousand  four  hundred  francs  to  my 
friend  Wilhelm  Schmucke. 

"If  the  King,  as  usufructuary  of  the  Louvre  collection, 
should  refuse  the  legacy  with  the  charge  upon  it,  the  said 
pictures  shall  form  a  part  of  the  estate  which  I  leave  to  my 
friend  Schmucke,  on  condition  that  he  shall  deliver  the 
MonTcey's  Head,  by  Goya,  to  my  cousin,  Président  Camusot; 
a  Flower-piece,  the  tulips,  by  Abraham  Mignon,  to  M.  Tro- 
gnon, notary  (whom  I  appoint  as  my  exécuter)  ;  and  allow 
Mme.  Cibot,  who  bas  acted  as  my  housekeeper  for  ten  3^ears, 
the  sum  of  two  hundred  francs  per  annum. 

"Finally,  my  friend  Schmucke  is  to  give  the  Descctit  from 
the  Cross,  Euben's  sketch  for  his  great  picture  at  Antwerp,  to 
adorn  a  chapel  in  the  pari^b  church,  in  grateful  acknowledg- 
ment  of  M.  Duplanty's  kindness  to  me;  for  to  him  I  owe  it 
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ihai   I  can  die  as  a  Christian  aiul  a  Catholic." — So  rnn  ilic 
will. 

"This  is  ruin  !"  iiuised  Fraisier,  "the  niiii  of  ail  my  hnpes. 
Ua  !  T  begin  to  beliove  ail  that  the  Présidente  told  me  about 
this  old  artist  and  his  cnnning." 

"Well  ?"  T.a  Cibot  came  back  to  say. 

''Your  gentleman  is  a  monster.  ITe  is  Icaving  cverything 
to  the  Crown.  Now,  you  cannot  plcad  against  the  Crown. 
.  .  .  The  will  cannot  be  disputed.  .  .  .  We  are 
robbed,  ruined,  spoiled,  and  murdcred  !" 

"What  has  lie  Icf t  to  me  ?" 

"Two  hundred  francs  a  year." 

"A  pretty  come-dowu  !  .  .  .  Why,  lie  is  a  lînished 
scoundrel" 

"Go  and  see,"  said  Fraisier,  "and  I  will  put  your  scoim- 
drel's  will  back  again  in  the  envelope." 

While  Mme.  Cibot's  back  was  tnrned,  Fraisier  nimbly 
slipped  a  sheet  of  blank  paper  into  the  envelope;  the  will  he 
put  in  his  pocket.  He  next  proceeded  to  seal  the  envelope 
again  so  cleverly  that  he  showcd  the  seal  to  Mme.  Cibot  when 
she  returned,  and  asked  her  if  she  could  sec  the  slightest 
trace  of  the  opération.  La  Cibot  took  up  the  envelope,  felt 
it  over,  assured  hcrsclf  that  it  was  not  cmpty,  and  heaved  a 
deep  sigh.  She  had  entertaincd  hopes  that  Fraisier  himself 
would  hâve  burned  the  unlucky  document  while  she  was  out 
of  the  room. 

"Well,  my  dear  M.  Fraisier,  what  is  to  be  done?'* 

"Oh  !  that  is  your  affair  !  I  am  not  one  of  the  next-of-kin, 
myself  ;  but  if  I  had  the  slightest  claim  to  any  of  that"  (indi- 
cating  the  collection),  "I  know  very  well  what  I  should  do." 

"That  is  just  what  I  want  to  know,"  La  Cibot  answered, 
with  sufficient  simplicity. 

"There  is  a  fire  in  the  grate "  he  said.     Then  he  rose 

to  go. 

"After  ail,  no  one  will  know  about  it  but  you  and  me " 

began  La  Cibot. 
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"It  can  never  be  proved  that  a  will  existed,"  asserted  the 
man  of  law. 

"And  you?" 

"I?  .  .  .  If  M.  Pons  dies  intestate,  you  shall  hâve  a 
hundred  thousand  francs." 

"Oh  yes,  no  doubt,"  returned  she.  "People  promise  you 
heaps  of  money,  and  when  they  come  by  their  own,  and  there 

is  talk  of  paying,  they  swindle  you  like "     "Like  Elie 

Magus/'  she  was  going  to  say,  but  she  stopped  herself  just  in 
time. 

"I  am  going,"  said  Fraisier;  "it  is  not  to  your  interest 
that  I  should  be  found  hère;  but  I  shall  see  you  again  down- 
stairs." 

La  Cibot  shut  the  door  and  returned  with  the  sealed  packet 
in  her  hand.  She  had  quite  made  up  her  mind  to  burn  it; 
but  as  she  went  towards  the  bedroom  fireplace,  she  felt  the 
grasp  of  a  hand  on  each  arm,  and  saw — Schmucke  on  one 
hand,  and  Pons  himself  on  the  other,  leaning  against  the 
partition  wall  on  either  side  of  the  door. 

La  Cibot  cried  out,  and  fell  face  downwards  in  a  fit  ;  real 
or  feigned,  no  one  ever  knew  the  truth.  This  sight  produced 
such  an  impression  on  Pons  that  a  deadly  faintness  came 
upon  him,  and  Schmucke  left  the  woman  on  the  floor  to  help 
Pons  back  to  bed.  The  f riends  trembled  in  every  limb  ;  they 
had  set  themselves  a  hard  task,  it  was  done,  but  it  had  been 
too  much  for  their  strength.  When  Pons  lay  in  bed  again, 
and  Schmucke  had  regained  strength  to  some  extent,  he  heard 
a  Sound  of  sobbing.  La  Cibot,  on  her  knees,  bursting  into 
tears,  held  out  supplicating  hands  to  them  in  very  expressive 
pantomime. 

"It  was  pure  curiosity!"  she  sobbed,  when  she  saw  that 
Pons  and  Schmucke  were  paying  any  attention  to  her  proceed- 
ings.  "Pure  curiosity;  a  woman's  fault,  you  know.  But  I 
did  not  know  how  else  to  get  a  sight  of  your  will,  and  I 
brought  it  back  again " 

"Go  !"  said  Schmucke,  standing  erect,  bis  tall  figure  gain- 
ing  in  height  by  the  full  height  of  his  indignation.    "You  arc 
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a  nionstor!  You  driod  to  kill  nioin  goot  Bons!  He  is  right. 
You  ;iro  worse  tliaii  a  inonstcr,  you  arc  a  lost  soûl!" 

La  Cibot  saw  thc  look  of  abhorrcnce  in  the  frank  Gcrman's 
face;  she  rose,  proud  as  TartulTo,  gavo  Seliiiiuoko  a  glauco 
wliich  niado  him  quake,  and  wont  ont,  carrying  oll'  undor  lier 
dross  an  cxquisitc  litlle  picturc  of  Mctzu's  pointod  ont  by  Elie 
Magus.  "A  diamond,"  hc  had  called  it.  Fraisier  downstairs 
in  the  porter's  lodgc  was  waiting  to  hoar  that  La  Cibot  bad 
burned  the  envelope  and  the  sheet  of  blank  paper  inside  it. 
Ctreat  was  his  astonishmont  when  hc  behdd  bis  fair  clicnt's 
agitation  and  disniay. 

'^Vhat  bas  happcned?" 

"This  bas  happcned,  my  dear  M.  Fraisier.  Undcr  pretence 
of  giving  me  good  advice  and  telling  me  what  to  do,  you  havo 
lost  me  my  annuity  and  the  gentlemen's  confidence.     .     .     ." 

One  of  the  word-tornadoes  in  whicb  she  excelled  was  in  fu1l 
progress,  but  Fraisier  eut  lier  short. 

"This  is  idle  talk.  The  facts,  the  facts!  and  be  quick 
about  it." 

"Wcll  :  it  came  about  in  this  way," — and  she  told  him  of 
the  scène  which  she  had  Just  come  through. 

"You  bave  lost  nothing  through  me,"  was  Fraisier's  com- 
ment. "The  gentlemen  bad  their  doubts,  or  tbey  would  not 
bave  set  this  trap  for  you.  Tbey  were  lying  in  wait  and  spy- 
ing  upon  you.  .  .  .  You  hâve  not  told  me  everything," 
he  added,  with  a  tiger's  glanée  at  the  woman  before  him. 

"I  bide  anything  from  you  !"  cried  she — "after  ail  that 
we  bave  done  together  !"  she  added  with  a  shudder. 

"My  dear  madame,  I  bave  done  nothing  blamewortby,"  re- 
turned  Fraisier.  Evidently  he  meant  to  deny  his  nocturnal 
visit  to  Pons'  rooms. 

Every  hair  on  La  Cibot's  head  seemed  to  scorch  ber,  while 
a  sensé  of  icy  cold  swept  over  her  from  head  to  foot. 

"What?"    .     .     .     she  faltered  in  bewilderment. 

"Hère  is  a  criminal  charge  on  the  face  of  it.  .  .  .  You 
may  be  accused  of  suppressing  the  will,"  Fraisier  made  an- 
swer  drily. 
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La  Cibot  started. 

"Don't  be  alarmed  ;  I  am  your  légal  adviser.  I  only  wished 
to  show  yoii  how  easy  it  is,  in  one  way  or  another,  to  do  as  I 
once  explained  to  you.  Let  us  see,  now;  what  bave  you  done 
that  this  simple  German  should  be  biding  in  tbe  room  ?" 

"jSTotbing  at  ail,  imless  it  was  that  scène  tbe  otber  day  when 
I  stood  M.  Pons  ont  that  bis  eyes  dazzled.  And  ever  since, 
tbe  two  gentlemen  bave  been  as  différent  as  can  be.  So  you 
bave  brought  ail  my  troubles  upon  me  ;  I  might  bave  lost  my 
influence  with  M.  Pons,  but  I  was  sure  of  tbe  German;  just 
now  be  was  talking  of  marrying  me  or  of  taking  me  with  him 
— it  is  ail  one." 

Tbe  excuse  was  so  plausible  that  Fraisier  was  fain  to  be  sat- 
isfied  with  it.  "You  need  fear  nothing,"  he  resuraed.  "I 
gave  you  my  word  that  you  shall  hâve  your  money,  and  I 
sball  keep  my  word.  Tbe  wbole  matter,  so  far,  was  up  iu 
tbe  air,  but  now  it  is  as  good  as  bank-notes.  .  .  .  You 
sball  bave  at  least  twelve  bundred  francs  per  annum.  .  .  . 
But,  my  good  lady,  you  must  act  intelligently  under  my 
orders." 

"Yes,  my  dear  M.  Fraisier,"  said  La  Cibot  with  cringing 
servility.     She  was  completely  subdued. 

"Yery  good.  Good-bye,"  and  Fraisier  went,  taking  tbe 
dangerous  document  with  him.  He  reacbed  home  in  great 
spirits.    Tbe  will  was  a  terrible  weapon. 

"Xow,"  thought  he,  "I  bave  a  hold  on  Mme.  la  Présidente 
de  Marville;  she  must  keep  ber  word  with  me.  If  she  did 
not,  she  would  lose  tbe  property." 

At  daybreak,  when  Rémonencq  had  taken  down  bis  sbutters 
and  left  his  sister  in  charge  of  tbe  sbop,  be  came,  after  bis 
wont  of  late,  to  inquire  for  his  good  friend  Cibot.  The  por- 
tress  was  contemplating  tbe  Metzu,  privately  wondoring  how 
a  little  bit  of  painted  wood  could  be  wortb  such  a  lot  of  money. 

"Aba  !"  said  be,  looking  over  ber  sboulder,  "that  is  tbe  one 
picture  which  M.  Êlie  Magus  regretted;  with  that  little  bit 
of  a  thing,  he  says,  bis  happiness  would  be  complète." 

"What  would  he  give  for  it?"  asked  La  Cibot. 
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"Wliv,  if  y(Mi  Avill  ])roiiiis('  to  inarry  iiio  wilhin  n  yoar  of 
widowhood,  1  will  uiulcrtako  to  gct  twonty  thousand  francs 
for  it  from  Élic  Magus;  and  nnless  you  niarry  me  you  will 
never  get  a  thousand  francs  for  the  picture." 

*'Why  not?" 

''Bocause  you  would  be  obli,c;od  to  give  a  reccipt  for  the 
money,  and  then  you  might  havc  a  lawsuit  with  the  heirs-at- 
law.  If  you  wcre  my  wife,  I  myself  should  scll  the  thing  to 
M.  Magus,  and  in  the  way  of  business  it  is  enough  to  make 
an  entry  in  the  day-book,  and  I  should  note  that  M.  Schmucko 
sold  it  to  me.  There,  leave  the  panel  with  me.  ...  If 
your  husband  wcrc  to  die  you  might  hâve  a  lot  of  bother  ovcr 
it,  but  no  one  would  think  it  odd  that  I  should  hâve  a  picture 
in  the  shop.  .  .  .  You  know  me  quite  well.  Besides,  I 
will  give  you  a  receipt  if  you  like." 

The  covetous  portress  felt  that  she  had  been  caught;  she 
agrced  to  a  proposai  which  was  to  bind  her  for  the  rest  of 
her  life  to  the  marine-store  dealer. 

"You  are  right,"  said  she,  as  she  locked  the  picture  away 
in  a  chest  ;  "bring  me  the  bit  of  writing." 

Eémonencq  beckoned  her  to  the  door. 

"I  can  see,  neighbor,  that  we  shall  not  save  our  poor  dear 
Cibot,"  he  said,  lowering  his  voice.  "Dr.  Poulain  gave  him 
up  yesterday  evening,  and  said  that  he  could  not  last  ont  the 
day.  .  .  .  It  is  a  great  misfortune.  But  after  ail,  this 
was  not  the  place  for  you.  .  .  .  You  ought  to  be  in  a  fine 
curiosity  shop  on  the  Boulevard  des  Capucines.  Do  you  know 
that  I  hâve  made  nearlya  hundrcd  thousand  francs  in  ten 
years  ?  and  if  you  will  hâve  as  much  somo  day,  I  will  under- 
take  to  make  a  handsome  fortune  for  you — as  my  wife.  You 
would  be  the  mistress — my  sister  should  wait  on  you  and  do 
the  work  of  the  house,  and — 

A  heartrending  moan  from  the  little  tailor  eut  the  tempter 
short  ;  the  death  agony  had  begun. 

"Go  away,"  said  La  Cibot.  "You  are  a  monster  to  talk  of 
such  things  and  my  poor  man  dying  like  this " 

"Ah  !  it  is  because  I  love  you,"  said  Eémonencq  ;  "I  could 
let  everything  else  go  to  hâve  you " 
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"If  you  loved  me,  you  would  say  nothing  to  me  just  now,'* 
returned  she.  And  llémonencq  departed  to  his  shop,  sure  of 
marrying  La  Cibot. 

Towards  ten  o'clock  there  was  a  sort  of  commotion  in  the 
street;  M.  Cibot  was  taking  the  Sacrament.  Ail  the  friends 
of  the  pair,  ail  the  porters  and  porters'  wives  in  the  Eue  de 
Normandie  and  neighboring  streets,  had  crowded  into  the 
lodge,  under  the  archway,  and  stood  on  the  pavement  outside. 
Nobody  so  much  as  noticed  the  arrivai  of  M.  Léopold  Hanne- 
quin  and  a  brother  lawyer.  Schwab  and  Brunner  reached 
Pons'  rooms  unseen  by  Mme.  Cibot.  The  notary,  inquiring 
for  Pons,  was  shown  upstairs  by  the  portress  of  a  neighboring 
house.  Brunner  remembered  his  previous  visit  to  the  mu- 
séum, and  went  straight  in  with  his  friend  Schwab. 

Pons  formally  revoked  his  previous  will  and  constituted 
Schmucke  his  universal  legatee.  This  accomplished,  he 
thanked  Schwab  and  Brunner,  and  earnestly  begged  M. 
Léopold  Hannequin  to  protect  Schmucke's  interests.  The 
demands  made  upon  him  by  last  night's  scène  with  La  Cibot, 
and  this  final  settlement  of  his  worldly  affairs,  left  hira  so 
faint  and  exhausted  that  Schmucke  begged  Schwab  to  go  for 
the  Abbé  Duplanty;  it  was  Pons'  great  désire  to  take  the 
Sacrament,  and  Schmucke  could  not  bring  himself  to  leave 
his  friend. 

La  Cibot,  sitting  at  the  foot  of  her  husband's  bed,  gave 
not  so  much  as  a  thought  to  Schmucke's  breakfast — for  that 
matter  had  been  forbidden  to  return  ;  but  the  morning's 
events,  the  sight  of  Pons'  heroic  résignation  in  the  death 
agony,  so  oppressed  Schmucke's  heart  that  he  was  not  con- 
scious  of  hunger.  Towards  two  o'clock,  however,  as  nothing 
had  been  seen  of  the  old  German,  La  Cibot  sent  Eémonencq's 
sister  to  see  whether  Schmucke  wanted  anything;  prompted 
not  so  much  by  interest  as  by  curiosity.  The  Abbé  Duplanty 
had  .just  heard  the  old  musician's  dying  confession,  and  the 
administration  of  the  sacrament  of  extrême  unction  was  dis- 
turbed  by  repeated  ringing  of  the  door-bell.  Pons,  in  his 
terror  of  robbery,  had  made  Schmucke  promise  solemnly  to 
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admit  no  ono  into  tho  lioiisc;  so  Sohnmcko  did  not  slir.  Aijnin 
and  aiiain  Mlle.  Héiiioncncq  pullod  llu>  cord,  and  (lually  wciit 
downstairs  in  alarni  to  tell  La  Cibot  that  Selnmicke  would 
not  opon  the  door;  Fraisier  niade  a  note  of  this.  Schmucke 
had  never  seen  any  one  die  in  bis  life;  bei'ore  long  bc  would 
be  perplexed  by  tbe  many  diiîiculties  wbicb  beset  tliose  who 
are  left  witb  a  dead  body  in  Paris,  tbis  more  especially  if 
tliey  are  lonely  and  belpless  and  bave  no  one  to  act  for  them. 
Fraisier  knew,  moreover,  tbat  in  real  alllietion  pcople  losc 
their  heads,  and  tberefore  immediately  after  breakfast  he  took 
up  bis  position  in  tbe  porter's  lodge,  and  sitting  tbere  in  per- 
pétuai commit tee  witb  Dr.  Poulain,  conceived  tbe  idea  of 
direoting  ail   Sebmueke's  actions  bimself. 

To  obtain  tbe  important  resuit,  the  doctor  and  tbe  lawyer 
took  their  measures  on  this  wise: — 

The  beadie  of  Saint-François,  Cantinet  by  name,  at  one 
time  a  retail  dealer  in  glassware,  lived  in  the  Rue  d'Orléans, 
next  door  to  Dr.  Poulain  and  nnder  the  same  roof.  Mme. 
Cantinet,  who  saw  to  the  letting  of  the  chairs  at  Saint  Fran- 
çois, once  had  fallen  ill  and  Dr.  Poulain  liad  attended  her  gra- 
tnitously;  she  was,  as  might  be  expected,  grateful,  and  often 
confîded  her  troubles  to  him.  The  "nutcrackers,"  punctual  in 
their  attendance  at  ^aint-François  on  Sundays  and  saints'- 
days,  were  on  friendly  terms  witb  the  beadie  and  tbe  lowest 
ecclesiastical  rank  and  file,  commonlv  ealled  in  Paris  le  has 
clergé,  to  whom  the  devout  usually  give  little  présents 
from  time  to  time.  Mme.  Cantinet  tberefore  knew  Schmucke 
almost  as  well  as  Schmucke  knew  her.  And  Mme.  Cantinet 
was  afflicted  witb  two  sore  troubles  wbich  enabled  the  lawyer 
to  use  her  as  a  blind  and  involuntary  agent.  Cantinet  junior, 
a  stage-struck  youtb.had  deserted  tbe  paths  of  the  Church  and 
turned  bis  back  on  tbe  prospect  of  one  day  becoming  a  beadie, 
to  make  his  début  among  the  supernumeraries  of  the  Cirque- 
Olympique;  he  was  leading  a  wild  life,  breaking  his  mother's 
beart  and  draining  her  purse  by  fréquent  forced  loans.  Can- 
tinet senior,  much  addicted  to  spirituous  liquors  and  idleness, 
had.  in  fart,  been  driven  to  retire  from  business  hy  tbose  two 
failings.  So  far  from  reforraing,  the  incorrigible  ofïender  had 
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foimd  scope  in  his  new  occupation  for  tlie  indulgence  of  both 
cravings;  he  did  nothing,  and  he  drank  with  drivers  of  wed- 
ding-coaches,  with  the  undertaker's  men  at  f  unerals,  with  poor 
folk  relieved  by  the  vicar,  till  his  morning's  occupation  was 
set  forth  in  rubric  on  his  countenance  by  noon. 

Mme.  Cantinet  saw  no  prospect  but  want  in  her  old  âge, 
and  yet  she  had  brought  her  husband  twelve  thousand  francs, 
she  said.  The  taie  of  her  woes  related  for  the  hundredth 
time  suggested  an  idea  to  Dr.  Poulain.  Once  introduce  her 
into  the  old  bachelor's  quarters,  and  it  would  be  easy  by  her 
nieans  to  establish  Mme.  Sauvage  there  as  working  house- 
keeper.  It  was  quite  impossible  to  présent  Mme.  Sauvage 
herself,  for  the  "nuterackers"  had  grown  suspicious  of  every 
one.  Schmueke's  refusai  to  admit  ^Ille  Kémonencq  had  suf- 
ficiently  opened  Fraisier's  e3'es.  Still,  it  seemed  évident  that 
Pons  and  Schmucke,  being  pious  soûls,  would  take  any  one 
recommended  by  the  Abbé,  with  blind  confidence.  Mme. 
Cantinet  should  bring  Mme.  Sauvage  with  her,  and  to  put 
in  Fraisier's  servant  was  almost  tantamount  to  installing 
Fraisier  himself. 

The  Abbé  Duplanty,  coming  downstairs,  found  the  gate- 
way  blocked  by  the  Cibots'  friends,  ail  of  them  bent  upon 
showing  their  interest  in  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  respect- 
able porters  in  the  Marais. 

Dr.  Poulain  raised  his  hat,  and  took  the  Abbé  aside. 

"I  am  just  about  to  go  to  poor  M.  Pons,"  he  said.  "There 
is  still  a  chance  of  recovery;  but  it  a  question  of  inducing 
him  to  undergo  an  opération.  The  calculi  are  perceptible 
to  the  touch,  they  are  setting  up  an  inflammatory  condition 
which  will  end  fatally,  but  perhaps  it  is  not  too  late  to  re- 
move  them.  You  should  really  use  your  influence  to  persuade 
the  patient  to  submit  to  surgical  treatment;  I  will  answer 
for  his  life,  provided  that  no  untoward  circumstance  occura 
during  the  opération." 

"I  will  return  as  soon  as  I  hâve  taken  the  sacred  ciborium 
back  to  the  chureh,"  said  the  Abbé  Duplanty,  "for  M. 
Schmucke's  condition  claims  the  support  of  religion." 
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"I  have  just  lionrd  tliat  ho  is  alone,"  snid  Dr.  Poulain.  "Tho 
Gernian,  good  soûl,  had  a  littlo  altiTcation  this  morning  wilh 
Mme.  Cibot,  who  lias  actcd  as  houst'kooper  to  them  boih  for 
the  past  ten  years.  Tliey  have  quarrelcd  (for  the  moment 
only,  no  doubt),  but  under  the  eircumstances  they  must  have 
some  one  in  to  help  upstairs.  It  would  be  a  charity  to  look 
aftcr  him. — I  say,  Cantinot,"  continuod  the  doctor,  beekoning 
to  the  beadle,  "just  go  and  ask  your  wifo  if  she  will  nurse  M. 
Pons,  and  look  after  M.  Schmucke,  and  take  Mme.  Cibot's 
place  for  a  day  or  two.  .  .  .  Even  without  the  quarrel, 
Mme.  Cibot  would  still  require  a  substitute.  Mme.  Cantinet 
is  honest/'  added  the  doctor,  tnrning  to  M.  Duplanty. 

"You  could  not  make  a  better  choice,"  said  the  good  priest  ; 
"she  is  intrusted  with  the  letting  of  chairs  in  the  church.'' 

A  few  minutes  later,  Dr.  Poulain  stood  by  Pons'  pillow 
watching  the  progress  made  by  death,  and  Sehmucke's  vain 
efforts  to  persuade  his  friend  to  consent  to  the  opération^  To 
ail  the  poor  German's  despairing  entreaties  Pons  only  replied 
by  a  shake  of  the  head  and  occasional  impatient  movements; 
till,  after  awhile,  he  summoned  np  ail  his  fast-failing  strength 
to  say,  with  a  heartrending  look  : 

"Do  let  me  die  in  peace  !" 

Schmucke  almost  died  of  sorrow,  but  he  took  Pons'  hand, 
and  softly  kissed  it,  and  held  it  between  his  own,  as  if  tr3dng 
a  second  time  to  give  his  own  vitality  to  his  friend. 

Just  at  this  moment  the  bell  rang,  and  Dr.  Poulain,  going 
to  the  door,  admitted  the  Abbé  Duplanty. 

"Our  poor  patient  is  struggling  in  the  grasp  of  death,"  he 
said.  "Ail  will  be  over  in  a  few  hours.  You  will  send  a 
priest,  no  doubt,  to  watch  to-night.  But  it  is  time  that  Mme. 
Cantinet  came,  as  well  as  a  woman  to  do  the  w:ork,  for  M. 
Schmucke  is  quite  unfit  to  think  of  anything:  I  am  afraid 
for  his  reason;  and  there  are  valuables  hère  which  ought  to 
be  in  the  custody  of  honest  persons." 

The  Abbè  Duplanty,  a  kindly,  npright  priest,  guileless  and 
unsuspicious,  was  struek  with  the  truth  of  Dr.  Poulain's  re- 
marks.    He  had,  moreover,  a  certain  belief  in  the  doctor  of 
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the  quarter.  So  on  the  threshold  of  the  death-chamber  he 
stopped  and  beckoned  to  Schmucke,  but  Schmucke  could  not 
bring  himself  to  loosen  the  grasp  of  the  hand  that  grew 
tighter  and  tighter.  Pons  seemed  to  think  that  he  was  slip- 
ping  over  the  edge  of  a  précipice  and  must  catch  at  something 
to  save  himself.  But,  as  many  know,  the  dying  are  haunted 
by  an  hallucination  that  leads  them  to  snatch  at  things  about 
them,  like  men  eager  to  save  their  most  precious  possessions 
from  a  fire.  Presently  Pons  released  Schmucke  to  clutch  at 
the  bed-clothes,  dragging  them  and  huddling  them  about  him- 
self with  a  hasty,  covetous  movement  significant  and  painful 
to  see. 

'^hat  will  you  do,  left  alone  with  your  dead  friend?" 
asked  M.  l'Abbé  Duplanty  when  Schmucke  came  to  the  door. 
"You  hâve  not  ^Mme.  Cibot  now " 

"Ein  monster  dat  haf  killed  Bons  !" 

"But  you  must  hâve  somebody  with  you,"  began  Dr.  Pou- 
lain.   "Some  one  must  sit  up  with  the  body  to-night." 

"I  shall  sit  up  ;  I  shall  say  die  prayers  to  Gott,"  the  inno- 
cent German  answered. 

"But  you  must  eat — and  who  is  to  cook  for  you  now?" 
asked  the  doctor. 

"Grief  haf  taken  afay  mein  abbetite,"  Schmucke  said, 
simply. 

"And  some  one  must  give  notice  to  the  registrar,"  said 
Poulain,  "and  lay  out  the  body,  and  order  the  funeral;  and 
the  person  who  sits  up  with  the  body  and  the  priest  will  want 
meals.  Can  you  do  this  ail  by  yourself  ?  A  man  cannot  die 
like  a  dog  in  the  capital  of  the  civilized  world." 

Schmucke  opened  wide  eyes  of  dismay.  A  brief  fit  of  mad- 
ness  seized  him. 

"But  Bons  shall  not  tie  !  .  .  ."  he  cried  aloud.  "I  shall 
safe  him  !" 

"You  cannot  go  without  sleep  much  longer,  and  who  will 
take  your  place  ?  Some  one  must  look  af  ter  M.  Pons,  and  give 
him  drink,  and  nurse  him " 

"Ah  !  dat  is  drue." 
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"\'crv  woll,"  said  ihc  .\1)1k'\  "I  aiii  iliiiiking  of  sendiiig  you 
Mme.  Cantinct,  a  good  aiid  hoiicst  oroatun^ '* 

Tlio  practioal  détails  of  tho  carc  of  tlie  dead  bowildcrcd 
Schinucko.  till  lie  was  fain  to  die  witli  liis  friend. 

'"lie  is  a  child,"  said  the  doctor,  turning  to  the  Abbé  l)u- 
jtlanty. 

"J-^iii  child,"  Schmucke  repeated  meehanically. 

*'There,  then,"  said  the  curate;  "I  will  speak  to  Mme.  Tan- 
tinet, and  seud  her  to  you." 

"Do  not  trouble  yourself,"  said  the  doctor;  "I  ara  going 
home,  and  she  livcs  in  the  next  house." 

The  dying  seem  to  struggle  with  Death  as  with  an  invis- 
ible assassin  ;  in  the  agony  at  the  last,  as  the  final  thrust  is 
made,  the  act  of  dying  seems  to  be  a  conflict,  a  hand-to-hand 
fight  for  life.  Pons  had  reached  the  suprême  moment.  At 
the  Sound  of  his  groans  and  cries,  the  three  standing  in  the 
doorway  hurried  to  the  bcdside.  Then  came  the  last  blow, 
smiting  asunder  the  bonds  between  soûl  and  body,  striking 
down  to  lifo's  sources  ;  and  suddenly  Pons  regained  for  a  few 
brief  moments  the  perfect  calm  that  follows  the  struggle.  He 
came  to  himself,  and  with  the  serenity  of  death  in  his  face 
he  looked  round  almost  smilingly  at  thera. 

"Ah,  doctor,  I  bave  had  a  hard  time  of  it  ;  but  you  were 
right,  I  am  doing  better.  Thank  you,  my  good  Abbé  ;  I  was 
wondering  what  had  become  of  Schmucke " 

"Schmucke  bas  had  nothing  to  eat  since  yesterday  evening, 
and  now  it  is  four  o'clock  !  You  hâve  no  one  with  you  now, 
and  it  would  not  be  wise  to  send  for  Mme.  Cibot." 

"She  is  capable  of  anything  !"  said  Pons,  without  attempt- 
ing  to  conceal  ail  his  abhorrence  at  the  sound  of  her  name. 
"It  is  true,  Schmucke  ought  to  bave  some  trustworthy  per- 
son." 

"M.  Duplanty  and  I  hâve  been  thinking  about  you 
both " 

"Ah  !  thank  you,  I  had  not  thought  of  that." 

" — And  M.  Duplanty  suggests  that  you  should  bave  Mme. 
Cantinet -" 
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"Oh  !  Mme.  Cantinet  who  lets  the  chairs  !"  exclaimed  Pons. 
"Yes;  she  is  an  excellent  créature." 

"She  has  no  liking  for  Mme.  Cibot,"  continued  the  doetor, 
"and  she  would  take  good  care  of  M.  Schmucke " 

"Send  her  to  me,  M.  Duplanty  .  .  .  send  her  and  her 
husband  too.    I  shall  be  easy.    Nothing  will  be  stolen  hère." 

Schmucke  had  taken  Pons'  hand  again,  and  held  it  joyously 
in  his  own.    Pons  was  almost  well  again,  he  thought. 

"Let  us  go,  Monsieur  l'Abbé,"  said  the  doetor.  "I  will 
send  Mme.  Cantinet  round  at  once.  I  see  how  it  is.  She 
perhaps  may  not  find  M.  Pons  alive." 

While  the  Abbé  Duplanty  was  persuading  Pons  to  engage 
Mme.  Cantinet  as  his  nurse.  Fraisier  had  sent  for  her.  He 
had  plied  the  beadle's  wife  with  sophistical  reasoning  and 
subtlety.  It  was  difficult  to  resist  his  corrupting  influence. 
And  as  for  Mme.  Cantinet — a  lean,  sallow  womau,  with  large 
teeth  and  thin  lips — her  intelligence,  as  so  often  happens 
with  women  of  the  people,  had  been  blunted  by  a  hard  life, 
till  she  had  come  to  look  upon  the  slenderest  daily  wage  as 
prosperity.  She  soon  consented  to  take  Mme.  Sauvage  with 
her  as  gênerai  servant. 

Mme.  Sauvage  had  had  her  instructions  already.  She  had 
undertaken  to  weave  a  web  of  iron  wire  about  the  two  mu- 
sicians,  and  to  watch  them  as  a  spider  watehes  a  fly  caught 
in  the  toils  ;  and  her  reward  was  to  be  a  tobacconist's  license. 
Fraisier  had  found  a  convenient  opportunity  of  getting  rid 
of  his  so-called  foster-mother,  while  he  posted  her  as  a  détec- 
tive and  policeman  to  supervise  Mme.  Cantinet.  As  there 
was  a  servant's  bedroom  and  a  little  kitchen  included  in  the 
apartment,  La  Sauvage  could  sleep  on  a  truckle-bed  and  cook 
for  the  German.  Dr.  Poulain  came  with  the  two  women  just 
as  Pons  drew  his  last  breath.  Schmucke  was  sitting  beside 
his  friend,  ail  unconscious  of  the  crisis,  holding  the  hand  that 
slowly  grew  colder  in  his  grasp.  He  signed  to  Mme.  Cantinet 
to  be  silent;  but  Mme.  Sauvage's  soldierly  figure  surprised 
him  so  much  that  he  started  in  spite  of  himself,  a  kind  of 
homage  to  which  the  virago  was  quite  accustomed. 
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"M.  Duplanty  answers  for  this  lady,"  whispored  ^[mc.  Can- 
tinet  bv  way  of  introduction.  "She  once  was  cook  to  a  bishop  ; 
she  is  honcsty  itself  ;  she  will  do  the  cooking." 

"Oh  !  you  niay  talk  ont  loud,"  wheozod  llie  stalwart  dame. 
"The  poor  gontlonian  is  dead.     .     .     .     IIg  has  just  gone." 

A  shrill  cry  broke  froni  Schniueko.  Ile  felt  Pons'  cold 
hand  stiiïening  in  his,  and  sat  staring  into  his  friend's  eyes; 
the  look  in  thcra  wonld  hâve  driven  liiiii  mad,  if  Mme. 
Sauvage,  doubtloss  accustomed  to  scènes  of  this  sort,  had  uot 
corne  to  the  bedside  with  a  niirror  which  she  held  over  the 
lips  of  the  dead.  When  she  saw  that  there  was  no  niist  upon 
the  surface,  she  briskly  snatched  Schmucke's  hand  away. 

"Just  take  away  your  hand,  sir;  you  may  not  be  able  to  do 
it  in  a  little  while.  You  do  not  know  how  the  bones  harden. 
A  corpse  grows  cold  very  quickly.  If  you  do  not  lay  out  a 
body  while  it  is  warm,  you  hâve  to  break  the  joints  later 
on.     .     .     ." 

And  so  it  was  this  terrible  woman  who  closed  the  poor  dead 
musician's  eyes. 

With  a  business-like  dexterity  acquired  in  ten  years  of  ex- 
périence, she  stripped  and  straightened  the  body,  laid  the 
arms  by  the  sides,  and  covered  the  face  with  the  bedclothes, 
exactly  as  a  shopman  wraps  a  parcel. 

"A  sheet  will  be  wanted  to  lay  him  out. — Where  is  there 
a  sheet?"  she  demanded,  turning  on  the  terror-stricken 
Schmucke. 

He  had  watched  the  religious  ritual  with  its  deep  révérence 

for  the  créature  made  for  such  high  dostinies  in  heaven  ;  and 

now  he  saw  his  dead  friend  treated  simply  as  a  thing  in  this 

•packing  process — saw  with  the  sharp  pain  that  dissolves  the 

very  éléments  of  thought. 

"T>o  as  you  vill "  he  answered  mechanically.  The  in- 
nocent créature  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  had  seen  a  man 
die,  and  that  man  was  Pons,  his  only  friend,  the  one  human 
being  who  understood  him  and  loved  him. 

"I  will  go  and  ask  Mme.  Cibot  where  the  sheets  are  kept," 
said  La  Sauvage. 
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"A  truckle-bed  will  be  wanted  for  the  person  to  sleep 
upon/'  Mme.  Cantinet  came  to  tell  Schmucke. 

Schmucke  nodded  and  broke  ont  into  weeping.  Mme.  Can- 
tinet left  the  unhappy  man  in  peace;  but  an  hour  later  she 
came  back  to  say: 

"Hâve  you  any  money,  sir,  to  pay  for  the  things  ?" 

The  look  that  Schmucke  gave  Mme.  Cantinet  would  hâve 
disarmed  the  fiercest  hâte;  it  was  the  white,  blank,  peaked 
face  of  death  that  he  turned  upon  her,  as  an  explanation  that 
met  everything. 

"Dake  it  ail  and  leaf  me  to  mein  prayers  and  tears,"  he 
said,  and  knelt. 

Mme.  Sauvage  went  to  Fraisier  with  the  news  of  Pons' 
death.  Fraisier  took  a  cab  and  went  to  the  Présidente.  To- 
morrow  she  must  give  him  the  power  of  attorney  to  enable 
him  to  act  for  the  heirs. 

Another  hour  went  b}'',  and  Mme.  Cantinet  came  again  to 
Schmucke. 

"I  hâve  been  to  Mme.  Cibot,  sir,  who  knows  ail  about  things 
hère,"  she  said.  "I  asked  her  to  tell  me  where  everything  is 
kept.  But  she  almost  jawed  me  to  death  with  her  abuse. 
.     .     .     Sir,  do  listen  to  me.     .     .     ." 

Schmucke  looked  up  at  the  woman,  and  she  went  on,  inno- 
cent of  any  barbarous  intention,  for  women  of  her  class  are 
accustomed  to  take  the  worst'of  moral  suffering  passively,  as 
a  matter  of  course. 

"We  must  hâve  linen  for  the  shroud,  sir,  we  must  hâve 
money  to  buy  a  truckle-bed  for  the  person  to  sleep  upon,  and 
some  things  for  the  kitchen — plates,  and  dishes,  and  glasses, 
for  a  priest  will  be  coming  to  pass  the  night  hère,  and  the 
person  says  that  there  is  absolutely  nothing  in  the  kitchen." 

"And  what  is  more,  sir,  I  must  hâve  coal  and  firing  if  I 
am  to  get  the  dinner  ready,"  echoed  La  Sauvage,  "and  not  a 
thing  can  I  find.  Xot  that  there  is  anything  so  very  surprising 
in  that,  as  La  Cibot  used  to  do  everything  for  you " 

Schmucke  lay  at  the  feet  of  the  dead  ;  he  heard  nothing, 
knew  nothing,  saw  nothing.    Mme.  Cantinet  pointed  to  him. 
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""yiy  doar  woinaii,  yon  woiild  not  believe  inc,"  she  aaid. 
''Wlialovor  you  suy,  he  does  not  aiiswer." 

''Very  well,  child,"  said  La  Sauvage;  "now  T  will  show  you 
what  to  do  in  a  case  of  tliis  kind." 

Slio  looked  round  the  rooiu  as  a  tliief  looks  in  soarch  of 
possible  hiding-plaecs  for  nioney;  then  she  went  straight  to 
Pons'  chest,  opened  the  first  drawer,  saw  the  bag  iii  vvliich 
Schmucke  had  put  the  rest  of  the  money  after  the  sale  of 
the  pictures,  and  held  it  up  before  him.  He  nodded  mechan- 
ically. 

"Hère  is  money,  child,"  said  La  Sauvage,  turning  to  Mme. 
Cantinet.  "I  will  count  it  first  and  take  enough  to  buy  every- 
thing  we  want — wine,  provisions,  wax-candles,  ail  sorts  of 
things,  in  fact,  for  there  is  nothing  in  the  house.  .  .  . 
Just  look  in  the  drawers  for  a  sheet  to  bury  him  in.  I  cer- 
tainly  was  told  that  the  poor  gentleman  was  simple,  but  I 
don't  know  what  he  is;  he  is  worse.  He  is  like  a  new-born 
child  ;  we  shall  hâve  to  feed  him  with  a  funnel." 

The  women  went  about  their  work,  and  Schmucke  looked 
on  precisely  as  an  idiot  might  hâve  donc.  Broken  down  with 
sorrow,  wholly  absorbed,  in  a  half-cataleptic  state,  he  could 
not  take  his  eyes  from  the  face  that  seemed  to  fascinate  him, 
Pons'  face  refined  by  the  absolute  repose  of  Death.  Schmucke 
hoped  to  die;  everything  was  alike  indiffèrent.  If  the  room 
had  been  on  fire  he  would  not  hâve  stirred. 

"There  are  twelve  hundred  and  fifty  francs  hère,"  La 
Sauvage  told  him. 

Schmucke  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

But  when  La  Sauvage  came  near  to  measure  the  body  by 
laying  the  sheet  over  it,  before  cutting  out  the  shroud,  a  hor- 
rible struggle  ensued  between  her  and  the  poor  German. 
Schmucke  was  furious.  He  behaved  like  a  dog  that  watches 
by  his  dead  master's  body,  and  shows  his  teeth  at  ail  who  try 
to  touch  it.  La  Sauvage  grew  impatient.  She  grasped  him, 
set  him  in  the  armchair,  and  held  him  down  with  herculean 
strength. 

"Go  on,  child;  sew  him  in  his  shroud,"  she  said,  turning  to 
Mme.  Cantinet. 
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As  soon  as  this  opération  was  completed,  La  Sauvage  set 
Schmucke  back  in  his  place  at  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

"Do  you  understand?"  said  she.  "The  poor  dead  man 
lying  there  must  be  done  iip,  there  is  no  hclp  for  it." 

Schmucke  began  to  cry.  The  wonien  loft  him  and  took 
possession  of  the  kitchen,  whither  they  brought  ail  the  neccs- 
saries  in  a  very  short  time.  La  Sauvage  made  out  a  pre- 
liminary  statement  accounting  for  three  hundred  and  sixty 
francs,  and  then  procceded  to  prépare  a  dinner  for  four  pcr- 
sons.  And  what  a  dinner!  A  fat  goose  (tlic  cobbler's  pheas- 
ant)  by  way  of  a  substantial  roast,  an  omelette  with  préserves, 
a  salad,  and  the  inévitable  broth — the  quantities  of  the  in- 
grédients for  this  last  being  so  excessive  that  the  soup  was 
more  like  a  strong  meat-jelly. 

At  nine  o'clock  the  priest,  sent  by  the  curate  to  watch  by 
the  dead,  came  in  with  Cantinet,  who  brought  four  tall  wax 
candies  and  some  tapers.  In  the  death-chamber  Schmucke 
was  lying  with  his  arms  about  the  body  of  his  friend,  holding 
him  in  a  tight  clasp;  nothing  but  the  authority  of  religion 
availed  to  separate  him  from  his  dead.  Then  the  priest  set- 
tled  himself  comfortably  in  the  easy-chair  and  read  his 
prayers  ;  while  Schmucke,  kneeling  beside  the  couch,  besought 
God  to  work  a  miracle  and  unité  him  to  Pons,  so  that  they 
might  be  buried  in  the  same  grave  ;  and  Mme.  Cantinet  went 
on  her  way  to  the  Temple  to  buy  a  pallet  and  complète  bed- 
ding  for  Mme.  Sauvage.  The  twelve  hundred  and  fifty  francs 
were  regarded  as  plunder.  At  eleven  o'clock  ]\rme.  Cantinet 
came  in  to  ask  if  Schmucke  would  not  eat  a  morsel,  but  with 
a  gesture  he  signifîed  that  he  wished  to  be  left  in  peace. 

"Your  supper  is  ready,  M.  Pastelot,"  she  said,  addressing 
the  priest,  and  they  went. 

Schmucke,  left  alone  in  the  room,  smiled  to  himself  like 
a  madman  free  at  last  to  gratify  a  désire  like  the  longing  of 
pregnancy.  He  flung  himself  down  beside  Pons,  and  yet 
again  he  held  his  friend  in  a  long,  close  erabrace.  At  mid- 
night  the  priest  came  back  and  scolded  him,  and  Schmucke 
returned  to  his  prayers.    At  daybreak  the  priest  went,  and  at 
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scvon  o'olork  in  tlio  nioniii\iX  ^l'c  d'U^lor  raino  to  soo  Solimncko, 
and  spoko  kindly  aud  triod  hard  (o  persuade  hira  to  eat,  but 
the  Gcrinan  refused. 

"If  you  do  not  eat  now  you  will  fcel  very  hungry  when  you 
corne  back,''  the  doctor  told  hini,  "for  you  nnist  go  to  the 
mayor's  otïicc  and  take  a  witness  with  you,  so  that  the  regis- 
trar  niay  issue  a  certifîcate  of  death." 

"/  must  go  !"  cried  Schuiucke  in  frightened  tones. 

"Who  else?  .  .  .  You  must  go,  for  you  were  the  one 
person  who  saw  him  die." 

"Mein  legs  vill  nicht  carry  me,"  pleaded  Schmucke,  im- 
ploring  the  doctor  to  corne  to  the  rcscuc. 

"Take  a  cab,"  the  hypocritical  doctor  blandly  suggestcd. 
"I  hâve  given  notice  aiready.  Ask  some  one  in  the  house  to 
go  with  you.  The  two  women  will  look  after  the  place  while 
you  are  away." 

Xo  one  imagines  how  the  requirements  of  the  law  jar  upon 
a  heartfelt  sorrow.  The  thought  of  it  is  enough  to  inake  one 
turn  from  civilization  and  choose  rather  the  customs  of  the 
savage.  At  nine  o'clock  that  morning  Mme.  Sauvage  half- 
carried  Schmucke  downstairs,  and  from  the  cab  he  was 
obliged  to  beg  Eémonencq  to  come  with  him  to  the  registrar 
as  a  second  witness.  Hère  in  Paris,  in  this  land  of  ours  be- 
sotted  with  Equality,  the  inequality  of  conditions  is  glaringly 
apparent  everywhere  and  in  everything.  The  immutable 
tendency  of  things  peeps  out  even  in  the  practical  aspects  of 
Death.  In  well-to-do  familles,  a  relative,  a  friend,  or  a  man 
of  business  spares  the  mourners  thèse  painf  ul  détails  ;  but  in 
this,  as  in  the  matter  of  taxation,  the  whole  burden  falls 
heaviest  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  poor. 

"Ah  !  you  hâve  good  reason  to  regret  him,"  said  Rémonencq 
in  answer  to  the  poor  martyr's  moan;  "he  was  a  very  good. 
a  very  honest  man,  and  he  has  left  a  fine  collection  behind 
him.  But  being  a  foreigner,  sir,  do  you  know  that  you  are  likc 
to  find  yourself  in  a  great  prcdicament — for  ever3'body  says 
that  M.  Pons  left  everything  to  you  ?" 

Schmucke  was  not  listening.    He  was  sounding  the  dark 
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depths  of  sorrow  that  border  upon  madness.  There  is  such 
a  thing  as  tetanus  of  the  soiil. 

"And  you  would  do  well  to  find  some  one — some  man  of 
business — to  advise  3'^ou  and  act  for  you,"  pursued  Kémo- 
nencq. 

"Ein  mann  of  pizness  !"  echoed  Schmucke. 

"You  will  find  that  you  will  want  some  one  to  act  for  you. 
If  I  were  you,  I  should  take  an  experienced  man,  somebody 
well  known  in  the  quarter,  a  man  you  can  trust.  ...  I 
always  go  to  Tabareau  myself  for  my  bits  of  afïairs — he  is  the 
bailiff.  If  you  give  his  clerk  power  to  aet  for  you,  you  need 
not  trouble  yourself  any  further." 

Eémonencq  and  La  Cibot,  prompted  by  Fraisier,  had  agreed 
beforehand  to  make  a  suggestion  which  stuck  in  Schmucke's 
memory;  for  there  are  times  in  our  lives  when  grief,  as  it 
were,  congeals  the  mind  by  arresting  ail  its  functions,  and 
any  chance  impression  made  at  such  moments  is  retained  by 
a  frost-bound  memory.  Schmucke  heard  his  companion  with 
such  a  fixed,  mindless  stare,  that  Eémonencq  said  no  more. 

"If  he  is  always  to  be  idiotie  like  this,"  thought  Eémonencq, 
"I  might  easily  buy  the  whole  bag  of  tricks  up  yonder  for  a 
hundred  thousand  francs;  if  it  is  really  his.  .  .  .  Hère 
we  are  at  the  mayor's  office,  sir.'* 

Eémonencq  was  obliged  to  take  Schmucke  out  of  the  cab 
and  to  half  carry  him  to  the  registrar's  department,  where 
a  wedding-party  was  assembled.  Hère  they  had  to  wait  for 
their  turn,  for,  by  no  very  uncommon  chance,  the  clerk  had 
five  or  six  certificates  to  make  out  that  morning;  and  hère  it 
was  appointed  that  poor  Schmucke  should  suffer  excruciating 
anguish. 

"Monsieur  is  M.  Schmucke?"  remarked  a  person  in  a  suit 
of  black,  reducing  Schmucke  to  stupéfaction  by  the  mention 
of  his  name.  He  looked  up  with  the  same  blank,  unseeing 
eyes  that  he  had  turned  upon  Eémonencq,  who  now  inter- 
posed. 

''What  do  you  want  with  him?"  he  said.  "Just  leave  him 
in  peace  ;  you  can  see  plainly  that  he  is  in  trouble." 
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*'Tlio  ^ontloman  bas  just  lust  his  l'i'u'iul,  and  proposes,  no 
<loubt,  io  (lo  hoDor  to  his  niomory,  boing,  as  hc  is,  tho  sole  hoir. 
Tlie  gcnt  lonian,  no  doubt,  will  not  haggle  ovcr  it  ;  he  will  buy 
a  pièce  of  ground  outright  for  a  grave.  And  as  M.  Pons  was 
siiob  a  lovor  of  the  arts,  it  would  bc  a  grcat  pity  not  to  put 
Music,  Tainting,  and  Sculpture  on  his  tomb — thrce  hand- 
some  fuU-length  figures,  wccping " 

Eénioneucq  waved  the  speaker  away,  in  Auvergnat  fashion, 
but  the  man  replied  with  another  gesture,  whieh  being  inter- 
preted  nieans  "Don't  spoil  sport  ;"  a  pièce  of  commercial  free- 
masonry,  as  it  were,  wliicb  the  dealer  understood. 

"I  represent  the  firm  of  Sonet  and  Company,  monumental 
stone-masons  ;  Sir  Walter  Scott  would  bave  dubbed  me 
Young  Mortality/'  continued  tbis  person.  "If  you,  sir,  should 
décide  to  intrust  your  orders  to  us,  we  would  spare  you  the 
trouble  of  the  journey  to  purchase  the  ground  necessary  for 
the  interment  of  à  friend  lost  to  the  arts " 

At  this  Eémonencq  nodded  assent,  and  jogged  Schmucke's 
elbow. 

"Every  day  we  receivc  orders  from  families  to  arrange  ail 
formalities,"  continued  he  of  the  black  coat,  thus  encouraged 
by  Eémonencq.  "In  the  first  moment  of  bereavement,  tho 
heir-at-law  finds  it  very  difficult  to  attend  to  snch  matters,  and 
we  are  accustomed  to  perform  thèse  little  services  for  our 
clients.  Our  charges,  sir,  are  on  a  fixed  scale,  so  much  per 
foot»  freestone  or  marble.  Family  vaults  a  specialty. — Wo 
undertake  everything  at  the  most  moderate  priées.  Our  firm 
executed  the  magnificeut  monument  erected  to  the  fair  Esther 
Gobseck  and  Lucien  de  Eubempré,  one  of  the  finest  ornaments 
of  Père-Lachaise.  We  only  employ  the  best  workmen,  and  I 
must  warn  you,  sir,  against  small  contractors — who  turn  out 
nothing  but  trash,"  he  added,  seeing  that  another  person  in 
a  black  suit  was  coming  up  to  say  a  word  for  another  firm  of 
marble-workers. 

It  is  often  said  that  "death  is  the  end  of  a  journey,"  but 
the  aptness  of  the  simile  is  realized  most  fully  in  Paris.  Any 
arrivai,  espeeially  of  a  person  of  condition,  upon  the  "dark 
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brink,"  is  hailed  in  much  the  same  way  as  the  traveîer  re- 
cently  landed  is  hailed  by  hôtel  touts  and  pestered  with  their 
recommendations.  With  the  exception  of  a  few  philosoph- 
ically-minded  persons,  or  herc  and  there  a  family  securc  of 
handing  down  a  name  to  posterity,  nobody  thinks  beforehand 
of  the  practical  aspects  of  death.  Death  always  cornes  beforc 
he  is  expected  ;  and,  f  rom  a  sentiment  easy  to  understand,  the 
heirs  usually  act  as  if  the  event  were  impossible.  For  which 
reason,  almost  every  one  that  loses  father  or  mother,  wife 
or  child,  is  immediately  beset  by  scouts  that  profit  by  the  con- 
fusion caused  by  grief  to  snare  others.  In  former  days,  agents 
for  monuments  used  to  live  round  about  the  famous  ceme- 
tery  of  Père-Lachaise,  and  were  gathered  together  in  a  single 
thoroughfare,  which  should  by  rights  hâve  been  called  the 
Street  of  Tombs;  issuing  thence,  they  fell  upon  the  relatives 
of  the  dead  as  they  came  from  the  cemetery,  or  even  at  the 
grave-side.  But  compétition  and  the  spirit  of  spéculation 
induced  them  to  spread  themselves  further  and  f urther  afield, 
till  descending  into  Paris  itself  they  reached  the  very  pre- 
cincts  of  the  mayor's  office.  Indeed,  the  stone-mason's  agent 
has  often  been  known  to  invade  the  house  of  mourning  with  a 
design  for  the  sepulchre  in  his  hand. 

"I  am  in  treaty  with  this  gentleman,"  said  the  représenta- 
tive of  the  firm  of  Sonet  to  another  agent  who  came  up. 

"Pons  deceased!  ..."  called  the  clerk  at  this  mo- 
ment.   "Where  are  the  witnesses?" 

"This  way,  sir,"  said  the  stone-mason's  agent,  this  time 
addressing  Rémoneneq. 

Schmucke  stayed  where  he  had  been  placed  on  the  bench, 
an  inert  mass.  Eémonencq  begged  the  agent  to  help  him, 
and  together  they  pulled  Schmucke  towards  the  balustrade, 
behind  which  the  registrar  shelters  himsclf  from  the  mourn- 
ing public.  Rémoneneq,  Sehmucke's  Providence,  was  assistod 
by  Dr.  Poulain,  who  filled  in  the  necessary  information  as  to 
Pons'  âge  and  birthplace;  the  German  knew  but  one  thing — 
that  Pons  was  his  friend.  So  soon  as  the  signatures  were  af- 
fixed,  Rémoneneq  and  the  doctor   (followed  by  the  stone- 
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inason's  lunn),  put  Scinnuckc  iii(o  a  cab,  iho  dosporato  agent 
whiskiiig  in  aftorwards,  bcnt  upon  taking  a  dofniito  ordor. 

La  Sauvage,  on  the  lookout  in  Ihc  gatcway,  half-carricd 
Schnnicke's  alniost  unconseious  forni  upstairs.  Rénioncnoq 
and  the  agent  went  np  with  hor. 

"Ile  will  be  ill  !"  exolainied  llie  agent,  anxions  to  mako  an 
end  of  tbe  pièce  of  business  which,  aecording  to  him,  was  in 
progress. 

"I  slîould  think  he  will!''  returncd  Mme.  Sauvage.  "Ile 
bas  been  crying  for  twenty-four  hours  on  end,  and  he  would 
not  take  anytbing.  There  is  nothing  like  grief  for  giving  one 
a  sinking  in  the  stomach." 

"My  dear  client,"  urged  the  représentative  of  the  firni  of 
Sonet,  "do  take  some  broth.  You  hâve  so  much  to  do;  sonie 
one  must  go  to  the  Hôtel  de  Ville  to  buy  the  ground  in  the 
ceraetery  on  which  you  mean  to  erect  a  monument  to  per- 
petuate  the  niemory  of  the  friend  of  the  arts,  and  bear  record 
to  your  gratitude." 

"Why,  there  is  no  sensé  in  this!"  added  Mme.  Cantinet, 
eoming  in  with  broth  and  bread. 

"If  you  are  as  weak  as  this,  you  ought  to  think  of  iînding 
some  one  to  act  for  you,"  added  Rcmonencq,  "for  you  hâve  a 
good  deal  on  3'our  hands,  my  dear  sir.  There  is  the  funeral 
to  ordcr.  You  would  not  hâve  your  friend  buried  like  a 
pauper  !" 

"Corne,  eome,  my  dear  sir,",  put  in  La  Sauvage,  seizing  a 
moment  when  Schmucke  laid  his  head  back  in  the  great  chair 
to  pour  a  spoonful  of  soup  into  his  mouth.  She  fed  him  as  if 
he  had  been  a  child,  and  almost  in  spite  of  hiniself. 

"N'ow,  if  you  were  wise,  sir,  since  you  are  inclined  to  givc 
yourself  up  quietly  to  grief,  you  would  find  some  one  to  act 
for  you " 

"As  you  are  thinking  of  raising  a  magnifîcent  monument 
to  the  memory  of  your  friend,  sir,  you  hâve  only  to  leave  it 
ail  to  me;  I  will  undertake " 

"What  is  ail  this?  \Yhat  is  ail  this?"  asked  La  Sauvage. 
"Has  M.  Schmucke  ordered  something?    Who  may  you  be?" 
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*H  represent  the  firm  of  Sonet,  my  dear  madame,  the  big- 
gest  monumental  stone-masons  in  Paris,"  said  the  person  in 
black,  handing  a  business-card  to  the  stalwart  Sauvage. 

"Very  well,  that  will  do.  Some  one  will  go  to  you  when  the 
time  comes;  but  you  must  not  take  advantage  of  the  gentle- 
man's  condition  now.  You  can  quite  see  that  he  is  not  him- 
self " 

The  agent  led  her  out  upon  the  landing. 

"If  5'ou  will  undertake  to  get  the  order  for  us,"  he  said 
confidentially,  "I  am  empowered  to  offer  you  forty  francs." 

Mme.  Sauvage  grew  placable.  "Yery  well,  let  me  hâve  your 
address,"  said  she. 

Schmucke  meantime  being  Icft  to  himself,  and  feeling  the 
stronger  for  the  soup  and  bread  that  he  had  been  forced  to 
swallow,  returned  at  once  to  Pons'  room,  and  to  his  prayers. 
He  had  lost  himself  in  the  fathomless  depths  of  sorrow,  when 
a  voice  sounding  in  his  ears  drew  him  back  from  the  abyss 
of  grief,  and  a  young  man  in  a  suit  of  black  returned  for  the 
eleventh  time  to  the  charge,  pulling  the  poor,  tortured  vic- 
tim's  coatsleeve  until  he  listened. 

"Sir  !"  said  he. 

"Vat  ees  it  now?" 

"Sir!  we  owe  a  suprême  discovery  to  Dr.  Gannal;  we  do 
not  dispute  his  famé;  he  bas  worked  the  miracles  of  Egypt 
afresh;  but  there  bave  been  improvements  made  upon  his 
System.  We  bave  obtained  surprising  results.  So,  if  you 
would  like  to  see  your  friend  again,  as  he  was  when  he  was 
alive " 

"See  him  again  !"  cried  Schmucke.  "Shall  he  speak  to 
me?" 

'TTot  exactly.  Speech  is  the  only  thing  wanting,"  con- 
tinued  the  embalmer's  agent.  "But  he  will  remain  as  he  is 
after  embalming  for  ail  etemity.  The  opération  is  over  in  a 
few  seconds.  Just  an  incision  in  the  carotid  artery  and  an 
injection. — But  it  is  high  time;  if  you  wait  one  single  quar- 
ter  of  an  hour,  sir,  you  will  not  hâve  the  sweet  satisfaction  of 
preserving  the  body.     .     .     ." 
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''Tïn  lo  (lor  Icnfcl!  .  .  .  Roiis  is  i^in  spirit— imd  il;it 
ppirit  i?  in  liofn." 

"'riiai  inan  lias  ^\o  gratitude  in  his  composition,"  rcmarkod 
thc  youthfnl  agent  oï  onc  ot'  tlu>  fainoiis  d'iDinaPs  rivais;  "hc 
will  not  onibalni  his  friond." 

Tho  words  woro  spokon  undor  tlio  archway,  and  addrossod 
to  La  Cibot,  wlio  had  just  subniittcd  her  beloved  lo  the  pro- 
cess. 

''What  would  you  liavo,  sir!''  she  said.  "Tic  is  tb(>  licir,  thc 
uni  versai  logatee.  As  soon  as  they  get  what  they  want,  thc 
doad  are  nolbing  to  thcni." 

An  hour  bitcr,  Sclnnucke  saw  ]\lnic.  Sauvage  eonie  into  thc 
rooni,  followed  by  another  man  lu  a  suit  of  black,  a  work- 
inan,  to  ail  appcarance. 

"Cantinet  has  been  so  obliging  as  to  send  this  gentleman, 
sir,"  she  said  ;  "he  is  colTin-maker  to  the  parish." 

The  coffîn-maker  made  his  bow  with  a  sympathetic  and 
compassionate  air,  but  none  the  less  he  had  a  business-like 
look,  and  seemed  to  know  that  he  was  indispensable.  Ile 
turned  an  expert's  eyc  upon  the  dead. 

"How  does  the  gentleman  wish  'if  to  be  made?  Deal, 
plain  oak,  or  oak  lead-lined?  Oak  with  a  lead  lining  is  thc 
best  style,  The  body  is  a  stock  size,'' — he  felt  for  the  feot  and 
proceeded  to  take  the  measure — "onc  métro  seventy  !"  he 
added.  "You  will  be  thinking  of  ordering  the  funeral  service 
at  the  church,  sir,  no  doubt  ?" 

Schmucke  looked  at  him  as  a  dangerous  madman  might 
look  before  striking  a  blow.    La  Sauvage  put  in  a  word. 

"You  ought  to  find  somebody  to  look  after  ail  thèse  things," 
she  said. 

"Yes "  the  victim  murmiired  at  length. 

"Shall  I  fetch  M.  Tabareau? — for  you  will  hâve  a  good 
doal  on  your  hands  before  long.  M.  Tabareau  is  the  most 
honest  man  in  the  quarter,  you  see." 

"Yes.  Mennesir  Dapareau  !  Somepody  vas  speaking  of 
him  chust  novr "  said  Schmucke,  eompletely  beaten. 

"A^ery  well.  You  can  be  quiet,  sir,  and  give  yourself  up  to 
grief,  when  you  hâve  seen  your  deputy." 
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It  was  nearly  two  o'clock  when  M.  Tabareau's  head-clerk,  a 
yoimg  man  who  aimed  at  a  bailifï's  career,  modestly  presented 
himself.  Youth  bas  wonderful  privilèges;  no  one  is  alarmed 
by  youth.  This  young  man,  Villemot  by  name,  sat  dovvn  by 
Sehmucke's  side  and  waited  bis  opportimity  to  speak.  His 
diffidence  toucbed  Schmucke  very  much. 

"I  am  M.  Tabareau's  head-elerk,  sir,"  he  said  ;  "he  sent  me 
hère  to  take  charge  of  your  interests,  and  to  superintend  the 
f  uneral  arrangements.    Is  this  your  wish  ?" 

"You  cannot  safe  my  life,  I  haf  not  long  to  lif;  but  you 
vill  leaf  me  in  beace  !" 

"Oh  !  you  shall  not  be  disturbed,"  said  Villemot. 

"Ver'  goot.    A^at  must  I  do  for  dat?" 

"Sign  this  paper  appointing  M.  Tabareau  to  act  for  you 
in  ail  matters  relating  to  the  settlement  of  the  aiïairs  of  the 
deceased." 

"Goot  !  gif  it  to  me,"  said  Schmucke,  anxious  only  to  sign 
it  at  once. 

"No,  I  must  read  it  over  to  you  first." 

"Read  it  ofer." 

Schmucke  paid  not  the  slightest  attention  to  the  reading 
of  the  power  of  attorney,  but  he  set  his  name  to  it.  The 
young  clerk  took  Sehmucke's  orders  for  the  f  uneral,  the  inter- 
ment, and  the  burial  service  ;  undertaking  that  he  should  not 
be  troubled  again  in  any  vray,  nor  asked  for  money. 

"I  vould  gif  ail  dat  I  haf  to  be  left  in  beace,"  said  the  un- 
happy  man.  And  once  more  he  knelt  beside  the  dead  body  of 
his  friend. 

Fraisier  had  triumphed.  Villemot  and  La  Sauvage  eoni- 
pleted  the  circle  which  he  had  traced  about  Pons'  heir. 

There  is  no  sorrow  that  sleep  cannot  overcome.  Towards 
the  end  of  the  day  La  Sauvage,  coming  in,  found  Schmucke 
stretched  a.sleep  at  the  bod-foot.  She  carried  him  otl',  put  hiui 
to  bed,  tucked  him  in  luaternally,  and  till  the  morning 
Schmucke  slept. 

When  he  awoke,  or  rather  wl>en  the  truce  was  over  and  he 
again  became  conscious  of  his  sorrows,  Pons'  cofîin  lay  under 
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the  gateway  in  sucli  stato  as  a  thinl-class  fnneral  mav  claim, 
and  Schnnicke,  seeking  vainly  for  his  fiicDcI,  wandcrod  from 
room  to  room,  across  vast  spaccs,  as  it  soonied  lo  liiin,  cmpty 
of  everything  save  hideons  nieniorics.  La  Sauvage  took  liim 
in  hand,  nnich  as  a  nurse  nianages  a  cliild  ;  she  inade  him  take 
his  breakfast  bcfore  starting  for  the  cliurcli;  and  wliilo  the 
poor  sufferer  forccd  himself  to  eat,  she  discovered,  with 
lamentations  worthy  of  Jcrcmiah,  that  hc  had  not  a  black 
coat  in  his  possession.  La  Cibot  took  entire  charge  of  his 
Avardrobc;  since  Pons  fcll  ill,  his  apparel,  like  his  dinner, 
had  bcen  roduccd  to  the  lowest  ternis — to  a  couple  of  coats 
and  two  pairs  of  trousers. 

"And  you  are  going  just  as  you  are  to  M.  Pons'  funeral? 
It  is  an  unheard-of  thing;  the  whole  quarter  will  cry  shame 
upon  us  !" 

"Und  how  vill  you  dat  I  go  ?" 

"Why,  in  mourning " 

"Mourniug  !" 

"It  is  the  proper  thing." 

"Der  bropper  ding  !  .  .  .  Confound  ail  dis  stupid  non- 
sense!"  cried  poor  Schmucke,  driven  to  the  last  degree  of  ex- 
aspération which  a  childlike  soûl  can  reaeh  under  stress  of 
sorrow. 

"Why,  the  man  is  a  monster  of  ingratitude!"  said  La 
Sauvage,  turning  to  a  personage  who  just  then  appeared.  At 
the  sight  of  this  funetionary  Schmucke  shuddcred.  The 
newcomer  wore  a  splendid  suit  of  black,  ■  black  knee- 
breeches,  l)lack  silk  stockings,  a  pair  of  white  cuffs,  an  ex- 
tremely  correct  white  muslin  tie,  and  white  gloves.  A  silver 
chain  with  a  coin  attached  ornamentcd  his  person.  A  typical 
officiai,  stamped  with  the  officiai  expression  of  décorons 
gloom,  an  ebony  wand  in  his  hand  by  way  of  insignia  of  of- 
fice, he  stood  waiting  with  a  thrce-cornered  hat  adorned  with 
the  tricolor  cockade  under  his  arm. 

"I  am  the  mastcr  of  the  cérémonies,"  this  person  remarked 
in  a  subdued  voice. 

Accustomed  daily  to  superintend  funerals,  to  move  among 
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familles  plunged  in  one  and  the  same  kind  of  tribulatlon,  real 
or  feigned,  thls  man,  like  the  rest  of  his  fraternity,  spoke  in 
hushed  and  soothing  tones;  he  was  décorons,  pollshed,  and 
formai,  like  an  allegorical  stone  figure  of  Death. 

Schmucke  quivered  through  every  nerve  as  if  he  were  con- 
fronting  his  executioner. 

"Is  this  gentleman  the  son,  brother,  or  father  of  the  de- 
ceased  ?"  inqiiired  the  officiai. 

"I  am  ail  dat  und  more  pesides — I  am  his  friend,"  said 
Schmucke  through  a  torrent  of  weeping. 

"Are  y  ou  his  heir  ?" 

"Heir?  ..."  repeated  Schmucke.  "Xoding  matters 
to  me  more  in  dis  vorld,*'  returning  to  his  attitude  of  hopeless 
sorrow. 

"Where  are  the  relatives,  the  friends?"  asked  the  master 
of  the  cérémonies. 

"Ail  hère  !"  exclaimed  the  German,  indicating  the  pic- 
tures  and  rarities.  "Xot  von  of  dem  haf  efer  gifn  bain  to 
mein  boor  Bons.  .  .  .  Hère  ees  everydings  dot  he  lofed, 
after  me." 

"He  is  off  his  head,  sir,"  put  in  La  Sauvage.  "It  is  use- 
less  to  listen  to  him." 

Schmucke  had  taken  his  seat  again,  and  looked  as  vacant 
as  bef ore  ;  he  dried  his  eyes  mechanically.  Yillemot  came  up 
at  that  moment  ;  he  had  ordered  the  f  uneral,  and  the  master 
of  the  cérémonies,  recognizing  him,  made  an  appeal  to  the 
newcomer. 

"Well,  sir,  it  is  time  to  start.  The  hearse  is  hère  ;  but  I  hâve 
not  often  seen  such  a  funeral  as  this.  Where  are  the  rela- 
tives and  friends  ?" 

"We  hâve  been  pressed  for  time,"  replied  Villemot.  "This 
gentleman  was  in  such  deep  grief  that  he  could  think  of  noth- 
ing.    And  there  is  only  one  relative." 

The  master  of  the  cérémonies  looked  compassionately  at 
Schmucke;  this  expert  in  sorrow  knew  real  grief  when  he 
saw  it.    He  went  across  to  him. 

"Corne,  take  heart,  my  dear  sir.  Think  of  paying  honor 
to  your  friend's  memory." 
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*'"We  forgot  to  sond  ont  card^  ;  but  I  took  care  to  sond  ;i 
spécial  message  to  M.  le  Président  de  ^farvillc,  tlic  oiic  rela- 
tive that  I  inentloned  to  you. — There  are  no  l'riends. — M. 
Pons  Avas  conductor  of  an  orchestra  at  a  théâtre,  but  I  do 
not  tliink  that  any  one  will  conie. — This  gentleman  is  the 
nniversal  legatee,  I  believe.'' 

"Then  he  ought  to  be  cliief  mourner,"  said  the  master  of 
the  cérémonies. — "Hâve  you  not  a  black  coat?"  he  continued, 
uoticing  Schmucke's  costnme. 

"I  am  ail  in  plack  insite!"  poor  Schmucke  replied  in  heart- 
rending  toncs;  "so  plack  il  is  dot  \  feel  death  in  me.  .  .  . 
Gott  in  hefn  is  going  to  haf  pity  upon  me;  He  vill  send  me 
to  meiu  friend  in  der  grafe,  und  I  dank  Him  for  it " 

He  clasped  his  hands. 

'*I  hâve  told  our  management  before  now  that  we  ought  to 
hâve  a  wardrobe  department  and  lond  the  proper  mouruing 
costumes  on  hire,"  said  the  master  of  the  cérémonies,  address- 
ing  A'illemot  ;  "it  is  a  waut  that  is  more  and  more  f elt  every 
day,  and  we  hâve  even  now  introduced  improvements.  But 
as  this  gentleman  is  chiof  mourner,  he  ought  to  wear  a  cloak, 
and  this  one  that  I  hâve  brought  with  me  will  cover  him 
from  hcad  to  foot;  no  one  need  know  that  he  is  not  in  proper 
mourning  costume. — Will  you  be  so  kind  as  to  rise?" 

Schmucke  rose,  but  he  tottered  on  his  feet. 

"Support  him,"  said  the  master  of  the  cérémonies,  turning 
to  Yillemot;  "you  are  his  légal  représentative." 

Villemot  held  Schmucke's  arm  while  the  master  of  the 
cérémonies  invested  Schmucke  with  the  ample,  dismal-looking 
garment  worn  by  heirs-at-law  in  the  procession  to  and  from 
the  house  and  the  church.  He  tied  the  black  silken  cords 
under  the  chin,  and  Schmucke  as  heir  was  in  "full  dress." 

"And  now  comes  a  great  diflficulty,"  continued  the  master 
of  the  cérémonies;  "we  want  four  bearers  for  the  pall.  .  .  . 
If  nobody  cornes  to  the  f  uneral,  who  is  to  fill  the  corners  ?  It 
is  half-past  ten  already,"  he  added,  looking  at  his  watch; 
"thev  are  waiting  for  us  at  the  church." 

"Oh  !  hère  comes  Fraisier  !"  Villemot  exclaimed,  very  im- 
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prudently;  but  there  was  no  one  to  hear  the  tacit  confession 
of  complicity. 

"Who  is  this  gentleman?"  inquired  the  master  of  the  céré- 
monies. 

"Oh  !  he  comes  on  behalf  of  the  family." 

"Whosefamily?" 

"The  disinherited  family.  He  is  M.  Camiisot  de  Marville'^ 
représentative. 

"Good,"  said  the  master  of  the  cérémonies,  with  a  satisfied 
air.  "We  shall  hâve  two  pall-bearers  at  any  rate — ^you  and 
he." 

And,  happy  to  find  two  of  the  places  filled  up,  he  took-  ont 
some  wonderful  white  buekskin  gloves,  and  politely  presented 
Fraisier  and  Villemot  with  a  pair  apiece. 

"If  you  gentlemen  will  be  so  good  as  to  act  as  pall- 
bearers "  said  he. 

Fraisier,  in  black  from  head  to  foot,  pretentiously  dressed, 
with  bis  white  tie  and  officiai  air,  was  a  sight  to  shudder  at; 
he  embodied  a  hundred  briefs. 

"Willingly,  sir,"  said  he. 

"If  only  two  more  persons  will  corne,  the  four  corners  will 
be  filled  up,"  said  the  master  of  the  cérémonies. 

At  that  very  moment  the  indefatigable  représentative  of 
the  firm  of  Sonet  came  up,  and,  closely  foUowing  him,  the 
man  who  remembered  Pons  and  thought  of  paying  him  a  last 
tribute  of  respect.  This  was  a  supernumerary  at  the  théâtre, 
the  man  who  put  out  the  scores  on  the  music-stands  for  the 
orchestra.  Pons  had  been  wont  to  give  him  a  five-franc  pièce 
once  a  month,  knowing  that  he  had  a  wife  and  family. 

"Oh,  Dobinard  (Topinard)  !"  Schmucke  cried  out  at  the 
sight  of  him,  "you  love  Pons  !" 

"Why,  I  bave  come  to  ask  news  of  M.  Pons  every  morning, 
sir." 

"Efery  morning  !  boor  Dobinard  !"  and  Schmucke  squeezed 
the  man's  hand. 

"But  they  took  me  for  a  relation,  no  doubt,  and  did  not  like 
my  visits  at  ail.  I  told  them  that  I  belonged  to  the  théâtre 
19 
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and  came  to  inquire  af  ter  M.  Pons  ;  but  it  wjis  no  good.  They 
saw  through  that  dodgo,  they  said.  T  asked  to  Bee  the  pnor, 
dear  man,  but  they  never  would  Ict  me  conie  upstairs." 

''Dat  aponiiuable  Zipod  !"  said  Schmucke,  squeczing  Topi- 
nurd's  horny  hand  to  bis  beart. 

"He  was  tbe  best  of  men,  that  good  M.  Pons.  Every  nionth 
he  used  to  give  me  five  francs.  ...  Ile  knew  that  I  had 
tbree  cbildren  and  a  wife.    My  wife  bas  gone  to  tbe  ebnrcb." 

"I  sball  difide  niein  pread  mit  you/'  cried  Scbmucke,  in  liis 
joy  at  finding  at  bis  side  some  one  wbo  loved  Pons. 

"If  this  gentleman  will  take  a  corner  of  tbe  pall,  we  sball 
bave  ail  four  filled  up,"  said  the  master  of  tbe  cérémonies. 

There  bad  been  no  difficulty  over  persuading  tbe  agent  for 
monuments.  He  took  a  corner  the  more  readily  when  he  was 
shown  tbe  bandsome  pair  of  gloves  which,  according  to  cus- 
tom,  was  to  be  bis  property. 

"A  quarter  to  eleven  !  We  absolutely  must  go  down.  They 
are  waiting  for  us  at  tbe  church." 

'i'be  six  personG  thus  assembled  went  down  the  staircase. 

The  cold-blooded  lawyer  rcmained  a  moment  to  speak  to 
tbe  two  women  on  tbe  landing.  "Stop  hère,  and  let  nobody 
come  in/'  he  said,  "especially  if  you  wish  to  remain  in  charge, 
Mme.  Cantinet.    Aha,  l  two  francs  a  day,  you  know  !" 

By  a  coincidence  in  nowise  extraordinary  in  Paris,  two 
hearses  were  waiting  at  tbe  door,  and  two  coffins  standing 
under  the  archway;  Cibot's  funeral  was  to  take  place  at  the 
same  bour.  Nobody  came  to  pay  any  tribute  of  affection  to 
the  "deceased  friend  of  the  arts,"  lying  in  state  among  the 
lighted  tapers,  but  every  porter  in  tbe  neighborbood  sprinkled 
a  drop  of  boly  water  upon  tbe  second  hier.  And  this  contrast 
between  the  crowd  at  Cibot's  funeral  and  the  solitary  state  in 
whicb  Pons  was  lying  was  made  even  more  striking  in  tbe 
street.  Scbmucke  was  tbe  only  mourner  that  followed  Pons' 
cofïin;  Schmucke,  supported  by  one  of  the  undertaker's  men, 
for  he  tottered  at  every  step.  From  the  Rue  de  Normandie 
to  tbe  Rue  d'Orléans  and  tbe  Church  of  Saint-François  the 
two  funerals  went  between  a  double  row  of  curions  onlookers, 
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for  everything  (as  was  said  before)  makes  a  sensation  in  the 
quarter.  Every  one  remarked  the  splendor  of  the  white 
funeral  car,  with  a  big  embroidered  P  suspended  on  a  hatch- 
ment,  and  the  one  solitary  mourner  behind  it  ;  while  the  cheap 
hier  that  came  after  it  was  followed  by  an  immense  crowd. 
Happily,  Schmucke  was  so  bewildered  by  the  throng  of  idlers 
and  the  rows  of  heads  in  the  Windows,  that  he  heard  no  re- 
marks and  only  saw  the  faces  through  a  mist  of  tears. 

"Oh,  it  is  the  nutcracker!"  said  one,  "the  musieian,  you 
know " 

'"Who,  can  the  pall-bearers  be  ?" 

"Pooh  !  play-aetors." 

"I  say,  just  look  at  poor  old  Cibot's  funeral.  There  is  one 
worker  the  less.  What  a  manl  he  could  never  get  enough 
work  !" 

'•'He  never  went  ont." 

"He  never  kept  Saint  Monday." 

"How  fond  he  was  of  his  wife  !" 

"Ah  !  There  is  an  unhappy  woman  !" 

Eémonencq  walked  behind  his  victim's  coffîn.  Peopîe  con- 
doled  with  him  on  the  loss  of  his  neighbor. 

The  two  funerals  reached  the  church.  Cantinet  and  the 
doorkeeper  saw  that  no  beggars  troubled  Schmucke.  Villemot 
had  given  his  word  that  Pons'  heir  should  be  left  in  peace; 
he  watched  over  his  client,  and  gave  the  requisite  sums;  and 
Cibot's  humble  hier,  escorted  by  sixty  or  eighty  persons,  drew 
ail  the  crowd  after  it  to  the  cemetery.  At  the  church  door 
Pons'  funeral  procession  mustered  four  mourning-coaches, 
one  for  the  priest  and  three  for  the  relations;  but  one  only 
was  required,  for  the  représentative  of  the  firm  of  Sonet  de- 
parted  during  mass  to  give  notice  to  his  principal  that  the 
funeral  was  on  the  way,  so  that  the  design  for  the  monument 
might  be  ready  for  the  survivor  at  the  gâtes  of  the  cemetery. 
A  single  coach  sufficed  for  Fraisier,  Villemot,  Schmucke,  and 
Topinard  ;  but  the  remaining  two,  instead  of  returning  to  the 
undertaker,  followed  in  the  procession  to  Père-Lachaise — a 
useless  procession,  not  unfrequently  seen;  there  are  always 
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too  many  coachcs  whon  tlic  dcad  ;in'  unknown  boyond  their 
own  circle  and  Ihcro  is  no  crowd  at  thc  funcral.  Dcar,  in- 
deed,  tho  dead  ninst  havo  bcon  in  thoir  lifctinio  if  rolativo  or 
friond  will  go  with  tlu-m  so  far  as  the  pemetcry  in  this  Paris, 
whero  ovory  ono  would  fain  havc  tweiily-five  hours  in  the 
day.  But  witli  the  coachnien  it  is  diirercnt;  they  lose  their 
tips  if  they  do  not  niake  the  journoy;  so,  empty  or  fiill,  the 
mouruing  coaches  go  to  chnrch  and  cemctery  and  return  to 
the  house  for  gratuitics.  A  dcath  is  a  sort  of  drinking-foun- 
tain  for  an  nnimagined  crowd  of  thirsty  mortals.  The  at- 
tendants at  the  church,  the  poor,  the  undertaker's  nien,  the 
drivers  and  sextons,  are  créatures  like  sponges  that  dip  into 
a  hearse  and  corne  out  again  saturated. 

From  the  church  door,  where  he  was  beset  with  a  swarm  of 
beggars  (proniptly  dispersed  by  the  beadlc),  to  Père-Lachaise, 
poor  Schmucke  went  as  criminals  wcnt  in  old  times  from  the 
Palais  de  Justice  to  thc  Place  de  Grève.  It  was  his  own 
funeral  that  he  followed,  clinging  to  Topinard's  hand,  to  the 
one  living  créature  besides  himself  who  felt  a  pang  of  real 
regret  for  Pons'  death. 

As  for  Topinard,  greatly  touched  by  the  honor  of  the  re- 
quest  to  act  as  pall-bearer,  content  to  drive  in  a  carriage,  the 
possessor  of  a  new  pair  of  gloves, — it  began  to  dawn  upon  him 
that  this  was  to  be  one  of  the  great  days  of  his  life.  Schmucke 
was  driven  passively  along  the  road,  as  some  unlucky  calf  is 
driven  in  a  butcher's  cart  to  the  slaughter-house.  Fraisier 
and  Villemot  sat  with  their  backs  to  thc  horses.  Now,  as 
those  kbow  whose  sad  fortune  it  bas  bcon  to  accompany  many 
of  their  friends  to  their  last  resting-place,  ail  hypocrisy 
breaks  down  in  the  coach  during  the  journey  (often  a  very 
long  one)  from  the  church  to  the  eastern  cemetery,  to  that 
one  of  the  burying-grounds  of  Paris  in  which  ail  vanities,  ail 
kinds  of  display,  are  met,  so  rich  is  it  in  sumptuous  monu- 
ments. On  thèse  occasions  those  who  feel  least  begin  to  talk 
soonest,  and  in  the  end  the  saddest  listen,  and  their  thoughts 
are  diverted. 

"M.    le   Président   had   already   started    for   the   Court," 
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Fraisier  told  Villemot,  "and  I  did  not  think  it  necessary  to 
tear  him  away  from  business;  he  would  hâve  corne  too  late, 
in  any  case.  He  is  the  next-of-kin  ;  but  as  he  bas  been  disin- 
herited,  and  M.  Schraucke  gets  everything,  I  thought  that 
if  bis  légal  représentative  were  présent  it  would  be  enough." 

Topinard  lent  an  ear  to  this. 

"Who  was  the  queer  customer  that  took  the  fourth  cor- 
ner ?"  continued  Fraisier. 

"He  is  an  agent  for  a  firm  of  monumental  stone-masons. 
He  would  like  an  order  for  a  tomb,  on  which  he  proposes  to 
put  three  sculptured  marble  figures — Music,  Painting,  and 
Sculpture  shedding  tears  over  the  deceased." 

"It  is  an  idea,"  said  Fraisier;  "the  old  gentleman  certainly 
deserved  that  much;  but  the  monument  would  cost  seven  or 
eight  hundred  francs." 

"Oh  !  quite  that  !" 

*1f  M.  Schmucke  gives  the  order,  it  cannot  affect  the  es- 
tate.  You  might  eat  up  a  whole  property  with  such  ex- 
penses." 

"There  would  be  a  lawsuit,  but  you  would  gain  it " 

"Very  well,"  said  Fraisier,  "then  it  will  be  his  alïair. — It 
would  be  a  nice  practical  joke  to  play  upon  the  monument- 
makers,"  Fraisier  added  in  Villemot's  ear  ;  "for  if  the  will  is 
upset  (and  I  can  answer  for  that),  or  if  there  is  no  will  at 
ail,  who  would  pay  them?" 

Villemot  grinned  like  a  monkey,  and  the  pair  began  to  talk 
confidcntially,  lowering  their  voices;  but  the  man  from  the 
théâtre,  with  his  wits  and  sensés  sharpened  in  the  world  be- 
hind  the  scènes,  could  guess  at  the  nature  of  their  discourse  ; 
in  spite  of  the  rumbling  of  the  carriage  and  other  hindrances, 
he  began  to  understand  that  thèse  représentatives  of  justice 
were  scheming  to  plungo  poor  Schmucke  into  difficulties;  and 
when  at  last  he  heard  the  ominous  word  "Clichy,"*  the  honest 
and  loyal  servitor  of  the  stage  made  up  his  mind  to  watch 
over  Pons'  friend. 

At  the  cemetery,  where  three  square  yards  of  ground  had 

♦The  old  dcbtors'  prison  in  the  Rue  de  Clichy. 


2S4  fîOT'SIX   l'OXS 

boon  jnirchnscd  through  tlio  good  ollicos  of  thc  finii  of  Soiiot 
(Villeniot  luiving  aiinounccd  Schmucke's  intontion  of  crcctiiif^ 
il  inaiznilicoiit  inonuiiuMit ),  iho  Tiiastcr  of  Ihe  ('crcinonips  I(m1 
Solinuu'ko  through  a  curions  crowd  to  tlie  grave  into  wliicli 
Pons'  codlu  was  about  to  be  loworod  ;  but  herc,  at  the  sigbt 
of  tbe  square  holc,  tlio  four  iucmi  waiting  witli  ropcs  to  lowor 
tbe  bicr,  and  the  clergy  saying  the  bist  prayer  for  the  d(>ad 
at  the  grave-sidc,  soniething  clutchcd  tightly  at  the  German's 
hcart.    lie  faintod  away. 

Sonet's  agent  and  M.  Sonet  liinisolf  cauic  to  help  'roj)inar(l 
to  carry  poor  Schmuckc  into  the  marble-works  hard  by,  where 
'Mme.  Sonet  and  Mme.  A'itelot  (Sonet's  partner's  wife)  were 
oagerly  prodigal  of  efforts  to  revive  him.  Topinard  stayed. 
Ile  had  scen  Fraisier  in  conversation  with  Sonet's  agent,  and 
Fraisier,  in  bis  opinion,  liad  gallows-bird  written  on  bis  face. 

An  hour  later,  towards  half-past  two  o'clock,  the  poor,  in- 
nocent German  came  to  himself.  Schmucke  thought  that  he 
had  been  dreaming  for  the  past  two  days;  if  lie  oould  only 
wake,  he  should  find  Pons  still  alive.  So  many  wet  towels 
had  been  laid  on  bis  forehcad,  bc  had  been  made  to  inhale 
salts  and  vinegar  to  such  an  cxtent,  that  he  opened  bis  eyes 
at  last.  Mme.  Sonet  made  him  take  some  meat-soup,  for  they 
had  put  the  pot  on  the  fire  at  the  marble-works. 

"Our  clients  do  not  often  take  tbings  to  heart  like  this; 
still,  it  happcns  once  in  a  year  or  two " 

At  last  Schmucke  talkod  of  returning  to  the  Rue  de  Nor- 
mandie, and  at  this  Sonet  began  at  once. 

"ïïere  is  the  desigii,  sir,"  he  said;  "Vitelot  drew  it  ex- 
pressly  for  you,  and  sat  up  last  night  to  do  it.  .  .  .  And 
he  bas  been  bappily  inspired,  it  will  look  fine " 

"One  of  the  finest  in  Père-Lachaise  !"  said  the  Httle  Mme. 
Sonet.  "But  you  really  ought  to  honor  the  memory  of  a 
f riend  who  left  you  ail  his  fortune." 

The  design,  supposed  to  bave  been  drawn  on  purpose,  had, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  been  prepared  for  de  Marsay,  the  f amous 
cabinet  minister.  His  widow,  bowever,  had  given  the  commis- 
sion to  Stidmann;  people  were  disgusted  with  the  tawdriness 
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of  the  project,  and  it  was  refused.  The  tliree  figures  at  thafc 
period  represented  the  three  days  of  Jvily  which  broiight  the 
eminent  minister  to  power.  Subsequently,  Sonet  and  Vitelot 
had  tiirned  the  Three  Glorious  Days — "les  trois  glorieuses" — 
into  the  Army,  Finance,  and  the  Family,  and  sent  in  the  de- 
sign for  the  sepulehre  of  the  late  lamented  Charles  Keller; 
and  hère  again  Stidmann  took  the  commission.  In  the  eleven 
years  that  followed,  the  sketch  had  been  modified  to  suit  ail 
kinds  of  requirements,  and  now  in  Vitelot's  fresh  tracing 
they  reappeared  as  Music,  Sculpture,  and  Painting. 

"It  is  a  mère  trifle  when  you  think  of  the  détails  and  cost 
of  setting  it  up;  for  it  will  take  six  months,"  said  Vitelot. 
"Hère  is  the  estimate  and  the  order-form — seven  thousand 
francs,  sketch  in  plaster  not  included." 

"If  M.  Schmucke  would  like  marble,"  put  in  Sonet  (niar- 
ble  being  his  spécial  department),  "it  would  cost  twclve  thou- 
sand francs,  and  monsieur  would  immortalize  himself  as  well 
as  his  friend." 

Topinard  turned  to  Vitelot. 

"I  hâve  just  heard  that  they  are  going  to  dispute  the  will," 
he  whispered,  "and  the  relatives  are  likely  to  corne  by  their 
property.  Go  and  speak  to  M.  Camusot,  for  this  poor,  harm- 
less  créature  bas  not  a  farthing." 

"This  is  the  kind  of  customer  that  you  always  bring  us," 
said  Mme.  Vitelot,  beginning  a  quarrel  with  the  agent. 

Topinard  led  Schmucke  away,  and  they  returned  home  on 
foot  to  the  Rue  de  Normandie,  for  the  mourning-coaches  had 
been  sent  baek. 

"Do  not  leaf  me,"  Schmucke  said,  when  Topinard  had  seen 
him  safe  into  Mme.  Sauvage's  hands,  and  wanted  to  go. 

"It  is  four  o'clock,  dear  M.  Schmucke.  I  must  go  home  to 
dinner.  My  wife  is  a  box-opener — she  will  not  know  what 
bas  become  of  me.  The  théâtre  opens  at  a  quarter  to  six,  you 
know." 

"Yes,  I  know  .  .  .  but  remember  dat  î  am  alone  in 
die  earth,  dat  I  haf  no  friend.  You  dat  haf  shed  a  tear  for 
Bons,  enliden  me;  I  am  in  teep  tarkness,  und  Bons  said  dat 
I  vas  in  der  midst  of  shcoundrels." 


286  COTTSIN   PONS 

"1  havi'  seoii  tluit  })laiiil_v  ulrcady;  1  liavo  jusl  provontcd 
thoni  from  soiulin-;  you  to  Clichy." 

"Gligy!"  rcpeatod  Scliniucke  ;  "i  du  hdI  nndcrslaiul." 

"^Poor  inaii  !  AYcll,  ncvcr  iiiiiul,  1  will  conie  to  you.  Good- 
bye." 

"Coot-byc;  koiniii  a^ain  soon,"  said  Schnuicko,  droppinp; 
lialf-dcad  with  weariness. 

"Good-bye,  niôsicu,"  said  Mme.  Sauvage,  and  there  was 
sometbing  in  her  tone  that  struck  Topinard. 

"Oh,  corne,  what  is  the  inatter  now?"  he  asked,  banter- 
ingly.  "You  are  attitudinizing  likc  a  traiter  in  a  melodrama." 

"Traiter  yourself!  Wliy  havc  you  como  mcddling  hère? 
Do  you  want  to  havc  a  liand  in  the  mastcr's  ailairs,  and  swin- 
dle  him,  eh?" 

"Swindlc  him  !  .  .  .  Your  very  humble  servant!" 
Topinard  answered  with  superb  disdain.  "I  am  only  a  poor 
super  at  a  théâtre,  but  I  am  something  of  an  artist,  and  you 
may  as  well  know  that  I  never  asked  anything  of  any- 
body  3'et  !  Who  asked  anything  of  you  ?  Who  owes  you  any- 
thing ?  eh,  old  lady  !" 

"You  are  employed  at  a  théâtre,  and  your  name  is ?" 

"Topinard,  at  your  service." 

"Kind  regards  to  ail  at  home,"  said  La  Sauvage,  "and  my 
compliments  to  your  missus,  if  you  are  married,  mister.  .  .  . 
That  was  ail  I  wanted  to  know." 

"Why,  what  is  the  matter,  dear?"  asked  Mme.  Cantinet, 
coming  out. 

"This,  child — stop  hère  and  look  after  the  dinner  while  I 
run  round  to  speak  to  monsieur." 

"He  is  down  below,  talking  with  poor  Mme.  Cibot,  that  is 
crying  her  eyes  out,"  said  Mme.  Cantinet. 

La  Sauvage  dashed  down  in  such  headlong  haste  that  the 
stairs  trembled  beneath  her  tread. 

"Monsieur!"  she  called,  and  drew  him  aside  a  few  paces 
to  point  out  Topinard. 

Topinard  was  just  going  away,  proud  at  heart  to  havc  made 
some  return  already  to  the  man  who  had  done  him  so  many 
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kindnesses.  He  had  saved  Pons'  friend  from  a  trap,  by  a 
stratagem  from  that  world  behind  the  scènes  in  which 
everv  one  bas  more  or  less  ready  wit.  And  within  himself  he 
vowed  to  protect  a  rausician  in  bis  orcbestra  from  future 
snares  set  for  bis  simple  sineerity. 

"Do  you  see  tbat  little  wretcb  ?"  said  La  Sauvage.  "He  is 
a  kind  of  bonest  man  that  bas  a  mind  to  poke  bis  nose  into 
M.  Schmucke's  afïairs." 

"Who  is  he?"  asked  Fraisier. 

"Ob  !  he  is  a  nobody." 

"In  business  tbere  is  no  such  thing  as  a  nobody." 

"Oh,  he  is  employed  at  the  théâtre,"  said  she  ;  "bis  name  is 
Topinard." 

"Good,  Mme.  Sauvage!  Go  on  like  this,  and  you  sball 
bave  your  tobacconist's  shop." 

And  Fraisier  resumed  bis  conversation  with  Mme.  Cibot. 

"So  I  say,  my  dear  client,  tbat  you  bave  not  played  openly 
and  above-board  witb  me,  and  that  one  is  not  bound  in  any 
way  to  a  partner  who  cheats." 

"And  bow  bave  I  cheated  you?"  asked  La  Cibot,  hands  on 
bips.  "Do  you  tbink  that  3^ou  will  f  rigbten  me  with  your  sour 
looks  and  A^our  f rosty  airs  ?  You  look  about  for  bad  reasons  for 
breaking  your  promises,  and  you  call  yourself  an  bonest  man  ! 
Do  you  know  what  you  are  ?  You  arc  a  blackguard  !  Yes  ! 
yes  !  scratch  your  arm  ;  but  just  pocket  that " 

"No  words,  and  keep  your  temper,  dearie.  Listen  to  me. 
You  bave  been  feathering  ^-our  nest.  ...  I  found  this 
catalogue  this  morning  while  we  were  getting  ready  for  the 
funeral;  it  is  ail  in  M.  Pons'  handwriting.  and  made  out  in 
duplicate.    And  as  it  chanced,  my  eyes  fcll  on  this " 

And  opening  the  catalogue,  he  read  : 

"No.  7.  Magnificent  portrait  painted  on  marhle,  hy  Sé- 
bastian deJ  Piomho,  in  1546.  Sold  hy  a  family  who  had  it 
removed  from  Terni  Cathedra!.  The  picture,  luhich  repré- 
senta a  Knight-Templar  Tcneeling  in  prayer,  used  to  hang 
above  a  tomb  of  the  Rossi  family  with  a  companion  portrait 
of  a  Bishop,  afterwards  purchased  by  an  Englishman,     The 
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portruil  iitiijhi  hc  aUribulcd  lo  lùipharl.  but  (or  iJic  (hitc 
This  craniplc  <X  (o  mij  mind,  tnipcriur  tu  tlic  portrait  of 
Baccio  Banitinelli  in  ihc  Musée;  tlic  latter  is  a  lit  tic  hnrd, 
irhiîe  ihc  Tcmplar,  hcing  paintcd  npon  'Invngna'  or  slnte, 
has  preserved  ils  frcsluicss  of  coloring." 

''Whcn  I  corne  to  look  for  No.  7,"  continuod  Fraisier,  "T 
fiiid  a  portrait  of  a  lady,  pi;::ned  'Chardin,'  withoiit  a  nuiiihcr 
on  it  !  I  went  through  the  pictures  willi  tlie  catalogue  while 
the  mastcr  of  the  cérémonies  was  making  up  the  number  of 
pall-bearers,  and  found  that  eight  of  thosc  indicated  as  works 
of  capital  importance  hy  M.  Pons  had  disappeared,  and  eight 
paintings  of  no  spécial  merit,  and  without  niimbers.  M'erc 
there  instead.  .  .  .  And  finally,  onc  was  missing  alto- 
gether,  a  little  panel-painting  by  Metzu,  described  in  the 
catalogue  as  a  niasterpiece." 

"And  was  I  in  charge  of  the  pictures?"  demanded  La  Cibot. 

"Xo  ;  but  you  were  in  a  position  of  trust.  Yon  were  M. 
Pons'  housckeeper,  you  looked  after  bis  affairs,  and  he  bas 
been  robbcd " 

"lîobbed  !  Let  me  tell  you  tbis,  sir:  M.  Schmucke  sold  the 
pictures,  by  M.  Pons'  orders,  to  meet  expenses." 

"Andto  whom?" 

"To  Messrs.  Elle  Magus  and  Rémonencq." 

"For  how  mucb  ?" 

"I  am  sure  I  do  not  remcmber." 

"Look  hère,  my  dear  madame;  you  bave  been  feathering 
your  nest,  and  very  snugly.  I  sball  keep  an  eye  upon  you; 
I  bave  you  safe.  Help  me,  I  will  say  notbing  !  In  any  case, 
3'ou  know  that  since  you  deemed  it  expédient  to  plunder  M. 
le  Président  Camusot,  you  ought  not  to  expect  anytbing  from 
liim." 

"I  was  sure  that  tbis  would  ail  end  in  smoke,  for  me,"  said 
La  Cibot,  mollified  by  the  words  "I  will  say  notbing." 

Rémonencq  chimed  in  at  tbis  point. 

"Hère  are  you  finding  fault  with  Mme.  Cibot  ;  that  is  not 
right  !"  he  said.  "The  pictures  were  sold  by  private  treaty 
between  M.  Pons,  M.  Magus,  and  me.     We  waited  for  tbree 
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days  before  we  came  to  terms  with  the  deceased;  he  slept  on 
his  pietures.  We  took  receipts  in  proper  f  orm  ;  and  if  we  gave 
Madame  Cibot  a  iew  forty-franc  pièces,  it  is  the  custom  of 
the  trade — we  always  do  so  in  private  houses  when  we  con- 
clude  a  bargain.  Ah  !  my  dear  sir,  if  j^ou  think  to  cheat  a  de- 
fenceless  woman,  you  wili  not  make  a  good  bargain  !  Do  you 
understand,  master  lawyer  ? — M.  Magus  rules  the  market,  and 
if  you  do  not  corne  down  off  the  high  horse,  if  3'ou  do  not  keep 
your  Word  to  Mme.  Cibot,  I  shall  wait  till  the  collection  is 
sold,  and  you  shall  see  what  you  will  lose  if  you  hâve  M. 
Magus  and  me  against  you;  we  can  get  the  dealers  in  a  ring, 
iustead  of  realizing  seveu  or  eight  hundred  thousand  francs, 
you  will  not  so  much  as  make  two  hundred  thousand." 

"Good,  good,  we  shall  see.  We  are  not  going  to  sell;  or  if 
we  do,  it  will  be  in  London." 

'•'We  know  London,"  said  Eémonencq.  "M.  Magus  is  as 
powerful  there  as  at  Paris." 

"Good-day,  madame;  I  shall  sift  thèse  matters  to  the  bot- 
tom,"  said  Fraisier — "unless  you  continue  to  do  as  I  tell 
you,"  he  added. 

"You  little  pickpocket  ! " 

"Take  care  !  I  shall  be  a  justice  of  the  peace  before  long." 
And  with  threats  understood  to  the  f  ull  upon  either  side,  they 
separated. 

"Thank  you,  Eémonencq  !"  said  La  Cibot  ;  "it  is  very  pleas- 
ant  to  a  poor  widow  to  find  a  champion." 

Towards  ten  o'clock  that  evening,  Gaudissart  sent  for  Top- 
inard.  The  manager  was  standing  with  his  back  to  the  fîre, 
in  a  Napoleonic  attitude — a  trick  which  he  had  learned  since 
he  began  to  command  his  army  of  actors,  dancers,  figurants, 
musicians,  and  stage  carpenters.  He  grasped  his  left-hand 
brace  with  his  right  hand.  always  thrust  into  his  waistcoat; 
his  head  was  flung  far  back,  his  eyes  gazed  out  into  space. 

"Ah  !  I  say,  Topinard,  hâve  you  independent  means  ?" 

"Xo,  sir." 
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"Alv  vdu  (111  tho  lookout  In  bott(M'  voursclf  soincwhore 
clse?" 

"No,  sir "  said  Topin.ud,  with  a  f^hastly  countenance. 

"Wliy,  hang  it  ail,  yoiir  \\\(v  takcs  thc  lirst  row  of  boxea 
ont  of  respect  to  my  prodccessor,  who  came  to  grief;  I  gave 
you  the  job  of  cleaning  Ihe  lamps  in  thc  wiiigs  in  the  day- 
tiiiie,  and  you  put  out  the  scores.  And  that  is  not  ail,  eithcr. 
You  gct  twenty  sous  for  acting  mousters  and  managing  de  vils 
whcn  a  hell  is  required.  There  is  not  a  super  that  does  not 
covet  your  post,  and  there  are  those  that  are  jealous  of  you, 
my  f riend  ;  you  hâve  enemies  in  the  théâtre." 

"Enemies  !"  repeated  Topinard. 

"And  you  hâve  three  children;  the  oldcst  takes  children's 
parts  at  iifty  centimes " 

"Sir  ! -"" 

"Allow  me  to  speak "  thundered  Gaudissart.    "And  in 

your  position,  you  want  to  leave " 

"Sir  ! " 

"You  want  to  meddle  in  othcr  people's  business,  and  put 
your  finger  into  a  will  case. — Why,  you  wretched  man,  you 
would  be  crushed  like  an  egg-shell  !  My  patron  is  His  Ex- 
cellency,  Monseigneur  le  Comte  Popinot,  a  élever  man  and  a 
man  of  high  charactcr,  whom  the  King  in  his  veisdom  has 
summoned  back  to  the  privy  council.  This  statesman,  this 
grcat  politician,  has  marricd  his  cldcst  sou  to  a  daughter  of 
M.  le  Président  de  Marville,  one  of  the  foremost  mcn  among 
the  high  courts  of  justice  ;  one  of  the  leading  lights  of  the  law- 
courts.  Do  you  know  the  law-courts  ?  Very  good.  Well,  he 
is  cousin  and  heir  to  M.  Pons,  to  our  old  conductor  whose 
funeral  you  attended  this  morning.  I  do  not  blâme  you  for 
going  to  pay  the  last  respects  to  him,  poor  man.  .  .  . 
But  if  you  meddle  in  M.  Schmucke's  affairs,  you  will  lose 
your  place.  I  wish  very  well  to  M.  Schmucke,  but  he  is  in  a 
délicate  position  with  regard  to  the  heirs — and  as  the 
German  is  almost  nothing  to  me,  and  the  Président  and 
Count  Popinot  are  a  grcat  deal,  I  recommcnd  you  to  leave 
the  worthy  German  to  get  out  of  his  difficulties  by  himself. 
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There  is  a  spécial  Providence  that  watches  over  Germans,  and 
the  part  of  deputy  guardian-angel  would  not  suit  you  at  ail. 
Do  you  see  ?    Stay  as  you  are — you  cannot  do  better." 

"Very  good,  monsieur  le  directeur,"  said  Topinard,  rauch 
distressed.  And  in  this  way  Schraucke  lost  the  protector  sent 
to  him  by  fate,  the  one  créature  that  shed  a  tear  for  Pons, 
the  poor  super  for  whose  return  he  looked  on  the  morrow. 

Xext  morning  poor  Schmucke  awoke  to  a  sensé  of  his  great 
and  heavy  loss.  He  looked  round  the  empty  rooms.  Yester- 
day  and  the  day  before  yesterday  the  préparations  for  the 
f uneral  had  made  a  stir  and  bustle  whieh  distracted  his  eyes  ; 
but  the  silence  which  follows  the  day,  when  the  friend,  father, 
son,  or  loved  wife  has  been  laid  in  the  grave — the  dull,  cold 
silence  of  the  morrow  is  terrible,  is  glacial.  Some  irrésistible 
force  drew  him  to  Pons'  chamber,  but  the  sight  of  it  was 
more  than  the  poor  man  could  bear  ;  he  shrank  away  and  sat 
down  in  the  dining-room,  where  Mme.  Sauvage  was  busy 
making  breakfast  ready. 

Schmucke  drew  his  chair  to  the  table,  but  he  could  eat 
nothing.  A  sudden,  somewhat  sharp  ringing  of  the  door-bell 
rang  through  the  house,  and  Mme.  Cantinet  and  Mme. 
Sauvage  allowed  three  black-coated  personages  to  pass.  First 
came  Yitel,  the  justice  of  the  peace,  with  his  highly  re- 
spectable clerk;  the  third  was  Fraisier,  neither  sweeter  nor 
milder  for  the  disappointing  discovery  of  a  valid  will  cancel- 
ing  the  formidable  instrument  so  audaciously  stolen  by  him. 

''We  hâve  corne  to  affix  seals  on  the  property,"  the  justice 
of  the  peace  said  gently,  addressing  Schmucke.  But  the  re- 
mark was  Greek  to  Schmucke  ;  he  gazed  in  dismay  at  his  three 
pisitors. 

"We  hâve  corne  at  the  request  of  M.  Fraisier,  légal  repré- 
sentative of  M.  Camusot  de  Marville,  heir  of  the  late 
Pons "  added  the  clerk. 

"The  collection  is  hère  in  this  great  room,  and  in  the  bed- 
room  of  the  deceased,"  remarked  Fraisier. 

"Very  well,  let  us  go  înto  the  next  room. — Pardon  us,  sir; 
do  not  let  us  interrupt  with  your  breakfast." 
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Tlic  invasion  struck  an  icy  chill  of  terror  into  ponr 
Schniuckc.  Fraisier's  vcnomous  glancos  socnied  to  possoss 
somo  magnctic  influcncp  ovcr  his  viotiins,  liko  thc  power  of  a 
spider  ovcr  a  lly. 

''M.  Schmucko  nudcrstood  how  to  tiirn  a  will,  made  in  the 
présence  of  a  notary,  to  his  own  advantage,"  he  said,  "and 
he  surely  must  hâve  expected  some  opposition  from  the  fam- 
ily,  A  faraily  does  not  allow  itself  to  ho  plundored  by  a 
stranger  without  some  protest  ;  and  \ve  sliall  see,  sir,  which 
carries  the  day — fraud  and  corruption  or  the  rightful  heirs. 
.  .  .  We  hâve  a  right  as  next  of  kin  to  affix  seals,  and 
seals  shall  be  affixed.  I  mean  to  see  that  the  précaution  is 
taken  with  the  utmost  strictness." 

"Ach,  niein  Gott  !  how  haf  I  ofïended  against  Hefn?"  cried 
the  innocent  Schmucke. 

"There  is  a  good  deal  of  talk  about  you  in  the  house,"  said 
La  Sauvage.  "While  you  were  asleep,  a  little  whipper-snap- 
per  in  a  black  suit  came  hère,  a  puppy  that  said  he  was  M. 
Hannequin's  head-clerk,  and  must  see  you  at  ail  costs  ;  but  as 
you  were  asleep  and  tired  ont  with  the  funeral  yesterday,  I 
told  hini  that  M.  Villemot,  Tabareau's  head-clerk,  was  act- 
ing  for  you,  and  if  it  was  a  matter  of  business,  I  said,  he 
might  speak  to  M.  Yillemot.  'Ah,  so  much  the  better!'  the 
youngster  said.  'I  shall  come  to  an  understanding  with  him. 
We  will  doposit  the  will  at  the  Tribunal,  after  showiug  it  to 
the  Président.'  So  at  that,  I  told  him  to  ask  M.  Villemot 
to  come  hère  as  soon  as  he  could. — Be  easy,  my  dear  sir,  there 
are  those  that  will  take  care  of  you.  They  shall  not  shear 
the  fleece  off  your  back.  You  will  hâve  some  one  that  bas 
beak  and  claws.  M.  Villemot  will  give  them  a  pièce  of  his 
mind.  I  bave  put  myself  in  a  passion  once  already  with 
that  abominable  hussy,  La  Cibot,  a  porter's  wife  that  sets  up 
to  judge  her  lodgers,  forsooth,  and  insists  that  you  hâve 
filched  the  money  from  the  heirs;  you  locked  M.  Pons  up, 
she  says,  and  worked  upon  him  till  he  was  stark,  staring  mad. 
She  got  as  good  as  she  gave,  though,  the  wretched  woman. 
'You  are  a  thief  and  a  bad  lot,'  I  told  her  ;  'you  will  get  into 
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the  police-courts  for  ail  the  things  that  you  hâve  stolen  froni 
the  gentlemen/  and  she  shut  up." 

The  clerk  came  ont  to  speak  to  Schmucke. 

"Would  you  wish  to  be  présent,  sir,  when  the  seals  are  af- 
fixed  in  the  next  room  ?" 

"Go  on,  go  on,"  said  Schmucke;  "I  shall  pe  allowed  to  die 
in  beace,  I  bresume?" 

"Oh,  under  any  circumstances  a  man  has  a  right  to  die," 
the  clerk  answered,  laughing;  "most  of  our  business  relates 
to  wills.  But,  in  my  expérience,  the  universal  legatee  very 
seldom  follows  the  testator  to  the  tomb." 

"I  am  going,"  said  Schmucke.  Blow  after  blow  had  given 
him  an  intolérable  pain  at  the  heart. 

"Oh  !  hère  comes  M.  Villemot  !"  exclaimed  La  Sauvage. 

"Mennesir  Fillemod,"  said  poor  Schmucke,  "rebresent  me." 

"I  hurried  hère  at  once,"  said  Villemot.  "I  hâve  come  to 
tell  you  that  the  will  in  completely  in  order  ;  it  will  certainly 
be  confirmed  by  the  court,  and  you  will  be  put  in  possession. 
You  will  hâve  a  fine  fortune." 

"/f  Ein  fein  vordune?"  cried  Schmucke,  despairingly. 
That  he  of  ail  men  should  be  suspected  of  caring  for  the 
money  ! 

"And  meantime,  what  is  the  justice  of  the  peace  doing 
hère  with  his  wax  candies  and  his  bits  of  tape?"  asked  La 
Sauvage. 

"Oh,  he  is  affixing  seals.  .  .  .  Come,  M.  Schmucke, 
you  hâve  a  right  to  be  présent." 

"Xo — go  in  yourself ." 

"But  where  is  the  use  of  the  seals  if  M.  Schmucke  is  in 
his  own  house  and  everything  belongs  to  him?"  asked  La 
Sauvage,  doing  justice  in  féminine  fashion,  and  interpret- 
ing  the  Code  according  to  their  fancy,  like  one  and  ail  of  her 
sex. 

"M.  Schmucke  is  not  in  possession,  madame;  he  is  in  M. 
Pons'  house.  Everything  will  be  his,  no  doubt;  but  the  leg- 
atee cannot  take  possession  without  an  authorization — an  or- 
der frora  the  Tribunal.     And  if  the  next-of-kin  set  aside  by 
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the  testator  should  dispute  tho  ordcr,  a  lawsuit  is  thc  rcsult. 
And  as  nobody  knows  what  inay  happen,  cverything  is  sealed 
up,  and  the  notariés  reprcsenting  either  sidc  proeeed  to  draw 
up  an  iuveutory  duriiig  the  dclay  prescribcd  by  the  hiw.  .  .  . 
And  tlu're  you  are  !" 

iSchniucko,  hearing  such  talk  l'or  the  fîrst  time  in  his  life, 
wûs  conipletely  bewildered  by  it;  his  head  sank  dowu  upon 
the  back  of  his  chair — he  could  not  support  it,  it  had  grown 
60  heavy. 

Villemot  meanwhile  went  off  to  chat  with  the  justice  of  the 
peace  and  his  clerk,  assisting  with  prolessional  coolness  to 
affix  the  seals — a  ceremony  which  always  involves  some  buf- 
foonery  and  plentiful  comments  on  the  objects  thus  secured, 
unless,  indeed,  one  of  the  family  happons  to  be  présent.  At 
length  the  party  sealed  up  the  chamber  and  returned  to  the 
dining-room,  whither  the  clerk  betook  hiniself.  Schmucke 
watched  the  mechanical  opération  which  consists  in  setting 
the  justice's  seal  at  either  end  of  a  bit  of  tape  stretched 
across  the  opening  of  a  f olding-door  ;  or,  in  the  case  of  a  cup- 
board  or  ordinary  door,  from  edge  to  edge  above  the  door- 
handle. 

"Xow  for  this  room,"  said  Fraisier,  pointing  to  Schmucke's 
bedroom,  which  opened  into  the  dining-room. 

"But  that  is  M.  Schmucke's  own  room,"  remonstrated  La 
Sauvage,  springing  in  front  of  the  door. 

"We  found  the  lease  among  the  papers,"  Fraisier  said  ruth- 
lessly;  "there  is  no  mention  of  M.  Schmucke  in  it;  it  is 
taken  out  in  M.  Pons'  name  only.  The  wholc  place,  and 
every  room  in  it,  is  a  part  of  the  estate.  And  besides" — 
flinging  open  the  door — "look  hère,  monsieur  le  juge  de  la 
paix,  it  is  full  of  pictures." 

"So  it  is,"  answered  the  justice  of  the  peace,  and  Fraisier 
thereupon  gained  his  point. 

"Wait  a  bit,  gentlemen,"  said  Villemot.  "Do  you  know 
that  you  are  turning  the  universal  legatee  out  of  doors,  and 
as  yet  his  right  has  not  been  called  in  question?" 

"Yes,  it  has,"  said  Fraisier  ;  "we  are  opposing  the  transf  er 
of  the  property." 
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"And  upon  what  groimds?" 

"You  shall  know  that  by  and  by,  my  boy,"  Fraisier  replied, 
banteringly.  "At  this  moment,  if  the  legatee  withdraws 
everything  that  he  déclares  to  be  his,  we  shall  raise  no  objec- 
tions, but  the  room  itself  will  be  sealed.  And  M.  Schmucke 
may  lodge  where  he  pleases." 

"No,"  said  Villemot  ;  "M.  Schmucke  is  going  to  stay  in  his 
room." 

"Andhow?" 

"I  shall  demand  an  immédiate  spécial  inquiry,"  continued 
Villemot,  "and  prove  that  we  pay  half  the  rent.  You  shall 
not  turn  us  out.  Take  away  the  pictures,  décide  on  the 
ownership  of  the  varions  articles,  but  hère  my  client  stops — 
*my  boy.'  " 

"I  shall  go  out  !"  thg  old  musician  suddenly  said.  He  had 
recovered  energy  during  the  odious  dispute. 

"You  had  better,"  said  Fraisier.  "Your  course  will  save 
expense  to  you,  for  your  contention  would  not  be  made  good. 
The  lease  is  évidence " 

"The  lease  !  the  lease  !"  cried  Villemot,  "it  is  a  question  of 
good  faith " 

"That  could  only  be  proved  as  in  a  criminal  case,  by  call- 
ing  witnesses. — Do  you  mean  to  plunge  into  experts'  fées  and 
vérifications,  and  orders  to  show  cause  why  judgment  should 
not  be  given,  and  law  proceedings  generally?" 

"No,  no  !"  cried  Schmucke  in  dismay.  "I  shall  turn  out  ;  I 
am  used  to  it " 

In  practice  Schmucke  was  a  philosopher,  an  unconseious 
cynic,  so  greatly  had  he  simplified  his  life.  Two  pairs  of 
shoes,  a  pair  of  boots,  a  couple  of  suits  of  clothes,  a  dozen 
shirts,  a  dozen  bandana  handkerchiefs,  four  waistcoats,  a 
superb  pipe  given  to  him  by  Pons,  with  an  embroidered  to- 
bacco-pouch — thèse  were  ail  his  belongings.  Overwrought 
by  a  fever  of  indignation,  he  went  into  his  room  and  piled  his 
clothes  upon  a  chair. 

"Ail  dese  are  mine,"  he  said,  with  simplicity  worthy  of 
Cincinnatus.    "Der  biano  is  also  mine." 
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Fraisior  turnod  to  La  Sauvage.  ''Madame,  get  lid]),"  hf 
said  ;  "takc  that  piano  ont  and  put  it  on  tlic  landing." 

"Yon  are  too  rough  into  the  bargain,"  said  V^illeniot,  ad- 
dressiug  Fraisier.  "The  justice  of  the  peace  gives  orders 
hère  ;  he  is  suprême." 

"There  are  valuablcs  in  the  room,"  put  in  the  clerk. 

"And  besides,"  added  tlie  justice  of  the  peace,  "M. 
Schmucke  is  going  ont  of  his  own  frec  will." 

"Did  any  one  ever  sce  such  a  client  !"  Villemot  cried  in- 
dignantly,  turning  upon  Schmucke.     "You  are  as  limp  as  a 


rag- 


"Vat  dos  it  matter  vere  von  dies?"  Schmucke  said  as  he 
went  out.  "Dese  men  haf  tiger  faces.  ...  I  shall  send 
somebody  to  vetch  mein  bits  of  dings." 

"Where  are  you  going,  sir  ?" 

"Vere  it  shall  blease  Gott,"  returned  Pons'  universal 
legatee  with  suprême  indifférence. 

"Send  me  word,"  said  Villemot. 

Fraisier  turned  to  the  head-clerk.  "Go  after  him,"  he 
"whispered. 

Mme.  Cantinet  was  left  in  charge,  with  a  provision  of  fifty 
francs  paid  out  of  the  money  that  they  found.  The  justice  of 
the  peace  looked  out  ;  there  Schmucke  stood  in  the  courtyard 
looking  up  at  the  Windows  for  the  last  time. 

"You  hâve  found  a  man  of  butter,"  remarked  the  justice. 

"Yes,"  said  Fraisier,  "yes.  The  thing  is  as  good  as  done. 
You  need  not  hesitate  to  niarry  your  granddaughter  to 
Poulain  ;  he  will  be  head-surgeon  at  the  Quinze- Vingts."* 

"We  shall  see. — Good-day,  M.  Fraisier,"  said  the  justice  of 
the  peace  with  a  friendly  air. 

"There  is  a  man  with  a  head  on  his  shoulders,"  remarked 
the  justice's  clerk.    "The  dog  will  go  a  long  way." 

By  this  time  it  was  eleven  o'clock.  The  old  German  went 
like  an  automaton  down  the  road  along  which  Pons  and  he 
had  so  often  walked  together.  Wherever  he  went  he  saw  Pons, 
he  almost  thought  that  Pons  was  by  his  side;  and  so  he 

*The  Asylum  founded  by  St.  Louis  for  three  hundred  blind  people. 
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reached  the  théâtre  just  as  his  friend  Topinard  was  coming 
out  of  it  after  a  morning  spent  in  cleaning  the  lamps  and 
meditating  on  the  mauager's  tyranny. 

"Oh,  shoost  der  ding  for  me  !"  eried  Schmucke,  stopping 
his  acquaintanee.  "Dopinart  !  you  haf  a  lodging  someveres, 
eh?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"A  home  ofî  your  own  ?" 
"Yes,  sir." 

"Are  you  villing  to  take  me  for  ein  poarder  ?  Oh  !  I  shall 
bay  ver'  vell;  I  haf  niue  hundert  vrancs  of  inkomm,  imd — I 
haf  not  ver'  long  ter  lif.  ...  I  shall  gif  no  drouble 
vatefer.  ...  I  can  eat  onydings — I  only  vant  to  shmoke 
mein  bipe.  Und — you  are  der  only  von  dat  haf  shed  a  tear 
for  Bons,  mit  me  ;  und  so,  I  lof  you." 

"I    should   be   very   glad,    sir;    but,   to   begin   with,   M. 

Gaudissart  has  given.  me  a  proper  wigging " 

'•Viggîng?" 

"That  is  one  way  of  saying  tbat  he  combed  my  hair  for 
me." 

"Comhed  your  haïr?" 

"He  gave  me  a  seolding  for  meddling  in  your  affaire.  .  .  . 
So  we  must  be  very  careful  if  you  eome  to  me.  But  T  doubt 
whether  you  will  stay  when  you  hâve  seen  the  place;  you  do 
not  know  how  we  poor  devils  live." 

"I  should  rader  der  boor  home  of  a  goot-hearted  manu  dot 
haf  mourned  Bons,  dan  der  Duileries  mit  men  dot  haf  ein 
tiger  face.     ...     I  haf  chust  left  tigers  in  Bons'  house; 

dey  vill  eat  up  everydings " 

"Come  with  me,  sir,  and  you  shall  see.  But — well,  anyhow, 
there  is  a  garret.    Let  us  see  what  Mme.  Topinard  says." 

Schmucke  followed  like  a  sheep,  vvhile  Topinard  led  the 
way  into  one  of  the  squalid  districts  which  might  be  called 
the  cancers  of  Paris — a  spot  known  as  the  Cité  Bordin.  It  is 
a  slum  out  of  the  Rue  de  Bondy,  a  double  row  of  houses  run 
up  by  the  spéculative  builder,  under  the  shadow  of  the  huge 
mass  of  the  Porte  Saint-Martin  théâtre.     The  pavement  at 
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the  liii^hor  oud  lies  bolow  tho  li'vcl  oï  fhc  Rue  de  Bondy  ;  at 
tlu'  \o\\\'v  it  falls  away  towards  tlic  Hue  des  Mathurins  du 
Temple.  Follow  its  eourse  and  you  llnd  tliat  it  terini- 
iiates  in  anotlier  sluni  ruuning  at  riglit  nn<i;les  to  the  first — 
the  Cité  Bordiu  is,  in  faet,  a  T-shaped  blind  alley.  Its  two 
streets  thus  arranged  contain  sonie  thirty  houses,  six  or  seven 
stories  high;  and  every  story,  and  every  room  in  every  story, 
is  a  workshop  and  a  warehouse  for  goods  of  every  sort  and 
description,  l'or  this  wart  upon  the  face  of  Paris  is  a  niin- 
iature  Faubourg  Saint-Antoine.  Cabinet-work  and  brass- 
work,  theatrical  costumes,  blown  glass,  painted  porcelain — ail 
the  varions  fancy  goods  known  as  l'article  Paris  are  made 
hère.  Dirty  and  productive  like  commerce,  always  full  of 
tralhc — foot-passengers,  vans,  and  drays — the  Cité  Bordin  is 
an  unsavory-looking  neighborhood,  with  a  seething  popula- 
tion in  keeping  with  the  squalid  surroundings.  It  is  a  not 
unintelligent  artisan  population,  though  the  whole  power  of 
the  intellect  is  absorbed  by  the  day's  manual  labor.  Topi- 
nard,  like  every  other  inhabitant  of  the  Cité  Bordin,  lived 
in  it  for  the  sake  of  the  comparatively  low  rent,  the  cause 
of  its  existence  and  prosperity.  Ilis  sixth-floor  lodging,  in 
the  second  bouse  to  the  left,  looked  out  upon  the  belt  of 
green  garden,  still  in  existence,  at  the  back  of  three  or  four 
large  mansions  in  the  Eue  de  Bondy. 

Topinard's  apartment  consisted  of  a  kitchen  and  two  bed- 
rooms.  The  first  was  a  nursery  with  two  little  deal  bedsteads 
and  a  cradle  in  it,  the  second  was  the  bedroom,  and  the  kitchen 
did  duty  as  a  dining-room.  Above,  reached  by  a  short  ladder, 
known  among  builders  as  a  "trap-ladder,"  there  was  a  kind 
of  garret,  six  feet  high,  with  a  sash-window  let  into  the  roof. 
This  room,  given  as  a  servants'  bedroom,  raised  the  Topinards* 
establishment  from  mère  "rooms"  to  the  dignity  of  a  tene- 
ment,  and  the  rent  to  a  corresponding  sum  of  four  hundred 
francs.  An  arched  lobby,  lighted  from  the  kitchen  by  a  small 
round  window,  did  duty  as  an  ante-chamber,  and  fîlled  the 
space  between  the  bedroom,  the  kitchen,  and  house  doors — 
three  doors  in  ail.     The  rooms  were  paved  with  bricks,  and 
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hung  with  a  hideous  wall-paper  at  threepoucc  apiece;  the 
chimneypieces  that  adorned  them  were  of  the  kind  callcd 
capucines — a  shelf  set  on  a  couple  of  braekets  painted  to  re- 
semble  wood.  Hère  in  thèse  three  rooms  dwelt  five  human 
beings,  three  of  them  children.  Any  one,  therefore,  can  im- 
agine how  the  walls  were  covered  with  scores  and  scratches 
80  far  as  an  infant  arm  can  reach. 

Eich  people  can  scarcely  realize  the  extrême  simplicity  of 
a  poor  man's  kitchen.  A  Dutch  oven,  a  kettle,  a  gridiron,  a 
saucepan,  two  or  three  dumpy  cooking-pots,  and  a  frying- 
pan — that  was  ail.  Ail  the  crockery  in  the  place,  white  and 
brown  earthenware  together,  was  not  worth  more  than  twelve 
francs.  Dinner  was  served  on  the  kitchen  table,  which,  with 
a  couple  of  chairs  and  a  couple  of  stools,  completed  the  furni- 
ture.  The  stock  of  fuel  was  kept  under  the  stove  with  a 
funnel-shaped  chimney,  and  in  a  corner  stood  the  wash-tub 
in  which  the  family  linen  lay,  often  steeping  over-night  in 
soapsuds.  The  nursery  ceilmg  was  covered  with  clothes-lines, 
the  walls  were  variegated  with  theatrical  placards  and  wood- 
cuts  from  newspapers  or  advertisements.  Evidently  the 
eldest  boy,  the  owner  of  the  school-books  stacked  in  a  corner, 
was  left  in  charge  while  his  parents  were  absent  at  the 
théâtre.  In  many  a  French  workingman's  family,  so  soon  as 
a  child  reaches  the  âge  of  six  or  seven,  it  plays  the  part  of 
mother  to  younger  sisters  and  brothers. 

From  this  bare  outline,  it  may  be  imagined  that  the  Topi- 
nards,  to  use  the  hackneyed  formula,  were  "poor  but  honest." 
Topinard  himself  was  verging  on  forty  ;  Mme.  Topinard,  once 
leader  of  a  chorus — mistress,  too,  it  was  said,  of  Gaudissart's 
predecessor,  was  certainly  thirty  years  old.  Lolotte  had  been 
a  fine  woman  in  her  day;  but  the  misfortunes  of  the  previous 
management  had  told  upon  her  to  such  an  extent,  that  it  had 
seemed  to  her  to  be  both  advisable  and  necessary  to  contract 
a  stage-marriage  with  Topinard.  She  did  not  doubt  but  that, 
as  soon  as  they  could  muster  the  sum  of  a  hundred  and  fifty 
francs,  her  Topinard  would  perform  his  vows  agreeably  to 
the  civil  law,  were  it  only  to  legitimize  the  three  children. 
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whom  lie  worsliipod.  Moantiine,  Mnio.  TopiiKird  yowcd  for 
thc  thcatre  wardrobe  iii  (ho  inornin^;  and  willi  prodif^ious 
effort,  the  brave  couple  made  nine  liundrcd  francs  per  aimum 
between  thein. 

"One  more  fliglit  !"  Topiuard  liad  Iwicc  rcpeated  since  thev 
reached  tho  third  floor.  Schmiicke,  oiigiilfod  in  liis  sorrow, 
did  not  so  niuch  as  kuow  whcther  Ir.'  was  going  iip  or  coming 
down. 

In  another  minute  Topiuard  had  opeuod  the  (h)<)r;  but  bc- 
fore  he  appeared  in  his  white  workniau's  blouse  Mme.  Topi- 
nard's  voice  rang  from  the  kitchen  : 

"There,  tliere  !  children,  be  quiet  !  hère  cornes  papa  !" 

But  the  children,  no  doubt,  did  as  tliey  pleased  with  pajia, 
for  the  oldest  member  of  the  littlc  family,  sitting  astride  a 
broonistick,  continued  to  comuuind  a  charge  of  cavalry  (a 
réminiscence  of  the  Cirque-Olympique),  the  second  blew  a 
tin  trumpet,  while  the  third  did  ils  best  to  keep  up  with  the 
main  body  of  the  army.  Their  mother  was  at  work  on  a 
theatrical  costume. 

"Be  quiet!  or  I  shall  slap  you  !"  shouted  Topinard  in  a 
formidable  voice;  then  in  an  aside  for  Schmucke's  benefit — 
"Always  hâve  to  say  that! — Hère,  little  one,"  he  continued, 
addressing  his  Lolotte,  "this  is  M.  Schmucke.  poor  M.  Pons' 
friend.  He  does  not  know  wherc  to  go,  and  he  would  like 
to  live  with  us.  I  told  him  that  we  wcro  not  very  spick-and- 
span  up  hère,  that  we  lived  on  the  sixth  floor,  and  had  ouly 
the  garret  to  offer  him  ;  but  it  was  no  use,  he  would  come " 

Schmucke  had  taken  the  chair  which  the  woman  brought 
him,  and  the  children,  stricken  with  sudden  shyness,  had 
gathered  together  to  give  the  stranger  that  mute,  earnest,  so 
soon-finished  scrutiny  characteristic  of  childhood.  For  a 
child,  like  a  dog,  is  wont  to  Judge  by  instinct  rather  than  rea- 
son.  Schmucke  looked  up;  his  eyes  rested  on  that  charm- 
ing  little  pieture;  he  saw  the  pcrformer  on  the  tin  trumpet, 
a  little  five-year-old  maiden  with  wonderful  golden  hair. 

"She  looks  like  ein  liddle  Gcrman  girl,"  said  Schmucke, 
holding  out  his  arms  to  the  child. 
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"Monsieur  will  not  be  very  comfortable  here,"  said  Mme. 
Topinard.  "I  would  propose  that  lie  should  hâve  oiir  rooin 
at  once,  but  I  am  obliged  to  hâve  the  chiidren  near  me." 

She  opened  the  door  as  she  spoke,  and  bade  Schmucke  corne 
in,  Such  splendor  as  their  abode  possessed  was  ail  con- 
centrated  here.  Blue  cotton  curtains,  witli  a  white  fringe 
hung  f  rom  the  mahogany  bedstead,  and  adorned  the  window  ; 
the  chest  of  drawers,  bureau,  and  chairs,  though  ail  made  of 
mahogany,  were  neatly  kept.  The  clock  and  candlesticks  on 
the  chimneypiece  were  evidently  the  gift  of  the  bankrupt  man- 
ager, whose  portrait,  a  truly  frightful  performance  of  Pierre 
Grassou's,  looked  down  upon  the  chest  of  drawers.  The  chii- 
dren tried  to  peep  in  at  the  forbidden  glories. 

"Monsieur  might  be  comfortable  in  here/'  said  their 
mother. 

"No,  no,"  Schmucke  replied.  "Eh  !  I  haf  not  ver'  long  to 
lif,  I  only  vant  a  corner  to  die  in." 

The  door  was  closed,  and  the  three  went  up  to  the  garret. 
"Dis  is  der  ding  for  me,"  Schmucke  cried  at  once.  "Pefore 
I  lifd  mid  Bons,  I  vas  nefer  better  lodged." 

"Very  well.  A  truckle-bed,  a  couple  of  mattresses,  a  bol- 
ster,  a  pillow,  a  couple  of  chairs,  and  a  table — that  is  ail  that 
you  need  to  buy.  That  will  not  ruin  you — it  may  cost  a  hun- 
dred  and  fift}»-  francs,  with  the  crockeryware  and  strip  of  car- 
pet  for  the  bedside." 

Everything  was  settled — save  the  money,  which  was  not 
forthcoming.  Schmucke  saw  that  his  new  friends  were  very 
poor,  and,  recollecting  that  the  théâtre  was  only  a  few  steps 
away,  it  naturally  occurred  to  him  to  apply  to  the  manager 
for  his  salary.  He  went  at  once,  and  found  Gaudissart  in 
his  office.  Gaudissart  received  him  with  the  somewhat  stiffly 
polite  manner  which  he  reserved  for  professionals. 
Schmucke's  demand  for  a  month's  salary  took  him  by  sur- 
prise, but  on  inquiry  he  found  that  it  was  due. 

"Oh,  confound  it,  my  good  man,  a  German  can  always 
count,  evcn  if  he  bas  tears  in  his  eyes.  ...  I  thought 
that  you  would  hâve  taken  the  thousand  francs  that  I  sent 
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you  into  account,  as  a  final  ycar's  salary,  ami  that  wc  wcre 
quits," 

"Wo  haf  rcccifed  nodings,"  said  Schniuckc;  "und  gif  I 
konini  to  yoii,  it  ces  bccaiise  I  am  in  dor  shtrcet,  und  haf  not 
ein  bonny.    llow  did  you  scnd  us  der  bonus?" 

"By  your  portrcss." 

"By  Montamc  Zipod  !"  cxclaimcd  Schmucke.  "She  killed 
Bons,  she  robbcd  him,  she  sold  him — she  tried  to  purn  his  vill 
— she  is  a  pad  créature,  a  monstcr!" 

"But,  niy  good  man,  how  corne  you  to  bc  ont  in  thc  strect 
without  a  roof  over  your  hcad  or  a  penny  in  your  pocket, 
whcn  you  arc  tho  sole  heir  ?  That  does  not  necessarily  f ollow, 
as  the  saying  is." 

"They  haf  put  me  out  at  der  door.  I  am  a  voreigner,  I 
know  nodings  of  die  laws." 

"Poor  man  !"  thought  Gaudissart,  foreseeing  thc  probable 
end  of  tlie  uncqual  contcst. — "Listcn,"  he  bcgan,  ''do  you 
know  what  you  ought  to  do  in  this  business  ?" 

"I  haf  ein  mann  of  pizness  !" 

"Very  good,  corne  to  terms  at  once  with  the  next-of-kin; 
make  them  pay  you  a  lump  sum  of  money  down  and  an  an- 
nuity,  and  you  can  live  in  peace " 

"I  ask  noding  more." 

^'Very  vreW.  Let  me  arrange  it  for  you,*'  said  Gaudissart. 
Fraisier  had  told  him  the  whole  story  only  yesterday,  and  he 
thought  that  he  saw  his  way  to  making  interest  out  of  the 
case  with  the  young  Vicomtesse  Popinot  and  her  mother.  Ho 
would  finish  a  dirty  pièce  of  work,  and  some  day  he  would  be 
a  privy  councillor,  at  least  ;  or  so  he  told  himself . 

"I  gif  you  full  powers." 

'^Vell.  Let  me  see.  Now,  to  begin  with,"  said  Gaudissart, 
Kapoleon  of  the  boulevard  théâtres,  "to  begin  with,  hère  are 

a  hundred  crowns "  (he  took  fiftcen  louis  from  his  purse 

and  handed  them  to  Schmucke). 

"That  is  yours,  on  account  of  six  months'  salary.  If  you 
leave  the  théâtre,  you  can  repay  me  the  money.  Now  for 
your  budget.    What  are  your  yearly  expenses?    How  much 
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do  you  want  to  be  comf ortable  ?  Come,  now,  scheme  out  a  lifc 
for  a  Sardanapahis " 

"I  only  need  two  suits  of  clothes,  von  for  der  vinter,  von 
for  der  sommer." 

"Three  hundred  francs,"  said  Gaudissart. 

"Shoes.    Vour  bairs." 

"Sixty  francs." 

"Shtockings " 

"A  dozen  pairs — thirty-six  francs." 

"Half  a  tozzen  shirts." 

"Six  calico  shirts,  twenty-f our  francs  ;  as  many  linen  shirts, 
forty-eight  francs;  let  us  say  seventy-two.  That  makes  four 
hundred  and  sixty-eight  francs  altogether. — Say  five  hun- 
dred, including  cravats  and  pocket-handkerchief s  ;  a  hun- 
dred francs  for  the  laundress — six  hundred.  And  now,  how 
much  for  your  board — three  francs  a  day  ?" 

"No,  it  ees  too  much." 

"After  ail,  you  want  hats;  that  brings  it  to  fifteen  hun- 
dred. Five  hundred  more  for  rent  ;  that  makes  two  thousand. 
If  I  can  get  two  thousand  francs  per  annum  for  3^ou,  are  you 
willing?     .     .     .     Good  securities.' 
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"Und  mein  tobacco.' 


"Two  thousand  four  hundred,  then.  .  .  .  Oh!  Papa 
Schmucke,  do  you  call  that  tobacco  ?  Ver}^  well,  the  tobacco 
shall  be  given  in. — So  that  is  two  thousand  four  hundred 
francs  per  annum." 

"Dat  ees  not  ail  !   I  should  like  som  monny." 

"Pin-money! — Just  so.  Oh,  thèse  Germans!  And  calla 
himself  an  innocent,  the  old  Robert  Macaire  !"  thought 
Gaudissart.  Aloud  he  said,  "How  much  do  you  want?  But 
this  must  be  the  last." 

"It  ees  to  bay  a  zacred  debt." 

"A  debt  !"  said  Gaudissart  to  himself.  "What  a  shark  it 
is  !  He  is  worse  than  an  eldest  son.  He  will  invent  a  bill 
or  two  next  !  We  must  eut  him  short.  This  Fraisier  cannot 
take  large  views. — What  debt  is  this,  my  good  man?  Speak. 
out.  " 
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''Dore  vas  but  von  inann  dot  liaf  mourned  Roiis  mil  nip, 
.  .  .  lie  liaf  a  tcar  liddlc  pirl  mit  wuiulorscluinos  haar; 
it  vas  as  if  I  saw  mine  boor  Dtnitschland  dot  I  sliould  nofer 
liaf  Icft.  .  .  .  Baris  is  no  hiace  for  die  Cermans;  dey 
laugh  at  dem"  (witli  a  littlc  nod  as  lie  spoko,  and  thc  air  of  a 
man  who  knows  something  of  life  in  this  world  below). 

"lie  is  ofT  bis  head,"  Caiidissart  said  to  bimself.  Ami  a 
suddeu  pang  of  pity  for  this  poor  innocent  bcfore  him  brongbt 
a  tcar  to  the  managor's  eyes. 

"Ah  !  you  nnderstand,  nienncsir  le  dircctcnr  !  Ver'  goot. 
Dat  mann  mit  die  liddlc  tanghtcr  is  Dobinard,  vat  tidies  dcr 
orchestra  nnd  lights  die  lamps.  Bons  vas  fery  fond  of  him, 
und  helped  him.  Ile  vas  dcr  only  von  dat  accombanied  mein 
only  friend  to  die  chnrch  und  to  die  grafc.  ...  I  vant 
dree  tausend  vrancs  for  him,  und  dree  tausend  for  die  liddle 
vone " 

"Poor  fellow  !"  said  Gaudissart  to  himself. 

Eough,  sclf-made  man  though  he  was,  he  felt  touched  by 
this  nobleness  of  nature,  by  a  gratitude  for  a  mère  trifle,  as 
the  world  views  it;  though  for  the  eyes  of  this  divine  inno- 
cence the  trifle,  like  Bossuet's  cup  of  water,  was  worth  more 
than  the  victories  of  great  captains.  Beneath  ail  Gaudissart's 
vanity,  beneath  the  tierce  désire  to  succeed  in  life  at  ail  costs, 
to  rise  to  the  social  level  of  his  old  friend  Popinot,  there  lay  a 
warm  heart  and  a  kindly  nature.  Wherefore  he  canceled  his 
too  hastv  indcrments  and  went  over  to  Schmucke's  side. 

"You  shall  hâve  it  ail  !  But  ï  will  do  better  still,  my  dear 
Schmucke.     Topinard  is  a  good  sort " 

"Yes.  I  haf  chust  peen  to  see  him  in  his  boor  horae,  vere 
he  ees  happy  mit  his  children " 

"I  will  give  him  the  cashier's  place.  Old  Baudrand  is  going 
to  leave." 

"Ah  !  Gott  pless  you  !"  cried  Schmucke. 

'^'^ery  well,  my  good,  kind  fellow,  meet  me  at  Berthier's 
office  about  four  o'clock  this  afternoon.  Everything  shall  be 
ready,  and  you  shall  be  secured  from  want  for  the  rest  of  your 
davs.    You  shall  draw  your  six  thousand  francs,  and  you  shall 
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hâve  the  same  salary  with  Garangeot  that  you  used  to  hâve 
with  Pons." 

"No,"  Schmucke  answered.  "I  shall  not  lif.  ...  I 
haf  no  heart  for  anydings;  I  feel  that  I  am  attacked " 

"Poor  lamb  !"  Gaudissart  muttered  to  himself  as  the  Ger- 
man  took  his  leave.  '"But,  after  ail,  one  lives  on  mutton; 
and,  as  the  sublime  Béranger  says,  Toor  sheep  !  you  were 
made  to  be  shorn,'  "  and  he  hummed  the  political  squib  by 
way  of  giving  vent  to  his  feelings.  Then  he  rang  for  the 
office-boy. 

''Call  my  carriage,"'  he  said. 

"Rue  de  Hanovre,"  he  told  the  coachman. 

The  man  of  ambitions  by  this  time  had  reappeared  ;  he  saw 
the  way  to  the  Council  of  State  lying  straight  before  him. 

And  Schmucke?  He  was  busy  buying  flowcrs  and  cakes 
l'or  Topinard's  chiidren,  and  went  home  almost  joyously. 

"I  am  gifing  die  bresents  .  .  ."  he  said,  and  he  smiled. 
It  was  the  first  smile  for  three  months,  but  any  one  who  had 
seen  Schmucke's  face  would  hâve  shuddered  to  see  it  there. 

"But  dere  is  ein  condition " 

"It  is  too  kind  of  you,  sir,"  said  the  mother. 

"De  liddle  girl  shall  gif  me  a  kiss  and  put  die  flowers  in 
her  hair,  like  die  liddle  German  maidens " 

"Olga,  child,  do  just  as  the  gentleman  wishes,"  said  the 
mother,  assuming  an  air  of  discipline. 

"Do  not  scold  mein  liddle  German  girl,"  implored 
Schmucke.  It  seemed  to  him  that  the  little  one  was  his  dear 
Germany.    Topinard  came  in. 

"Three  porters  are  bringing  up  the  wholc  bag  of  tricks," 
he  said. 

"Oh!  Hère  are  two  hundred  vrancs  to  bay  for  eferydings 
.  .  ."  said  Schmucke.  "But,  mein  friend,  your  Montame 
Dobinard  is  ver'  nice;  you  shall  marry  her,  is  it  not  so? 
I  shall  gif  you  tausend  crowns,  and  die  liddle  vone  shall  haf 
tausend  crowns  for  her  toury,  and  you  shall  infest  it  in  her 
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naino.  .  .  .  Und  you  are  uot  lo  pe  ciu  ziipcr  any  more — 
vou  arc  to  jie  de  oashior  at  do  teatrc " 

"/f— iDslead  of  old  Baudrand?" 

"Yes." 

"Who  told  you  so  T* 

"MciiDcsir  Gautissart  !" 

"Oh  !  it  is  cnough  to  scnd  one  wild  with  joy  !  ...  Eh  ! 
I  sa}',  Eosalic,  what  a  rumpus  thcrc  will  bo  at  the  théâtre  ! 
But  it  is  not  possible " 

"Our  benefaetor  luust  not  live  in  a  crarret " 


"Pshaw  !  for  die  few  tays  dat  I  haf  to  lif  it  ees  fery  kom- 
fortable,"  said  Schmucke.  "Goot-pye;  I  am  going  to  der 
zemetery,  to  see  vat  dey  haf  don  mit  Bons,  und  to  order  som 
flowers  for  his  grafe." 
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Mme.  Camusot  de  Marville  was  consumed  by  the  liveliest 
appréhensions.  At  a  council  held  with  Fraisier,  Berthier, 
and  Godeschal,  the  two  last-named  authorities  gave  it  as  their 
opinion  that  it  was  hopeless  to  dispute  a  will  drawn  up  by 
two  notariés  in  the  présence  of  two  witncsses,  so  precisely 
was  the  instrument  worded  by  Léopold  Hannequin.  Honest 
Godeschal  said  that  eveu  if  Schmucke's  own  légal  adviser 
should  succeed  in  deceiving  him,  he  would  find  out  the  truth 
at  last,  if  it  were  only  from  some  officious  barrister,  the  gen- 
tlemen of  the  robe  being  wont  to  pcrform  such  acts  of  gener- 
osity  and  disintorestedness  by  way  of  self-advertisement.  And 
the  two  officiais  took  their  leave  of  the  Présidente  with  a  part- 
ing  caution  against  Fraisier,  concerning  whom  they  had  nat- 
urally  made  inquiries. 

At  that  very  moment  Fraisier,  straight  from  the  affixing 
of  the  seals  in  the  Rue  de  Xormandio,  was  waiting  for  an 
interview  with  Mme.  de  Marville.  Berthier  and  Godeschal 
had  suggested  that  he  should  be  shown  into  the  study;  the 
whole  afïair  was  too  dirty  for  the  Président  to  look  into  (to 
use  their  own  expression),  and  they  wished  to  give  Mme.  de 
Marville  their  opinion  in  Fraisier's  absence. 

"Well,  madame,  where  are  thèse  gentlemen?"  asked  Frai- 
sier, admitted  to  audience. 
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"They  are  gone.  They  advise  me  to  give  up,"  said  Mme. 
de  Marville. 

"Give  up  !"  repeated  Fraisier,  suppressed  fury  in  his  voice. 
"Give  up!     .     .     .     Listen  to  this,  madame: — 

"*At  the  request  of  .  .  .  and  so  forth  (I  will  omit 
the  formalities)  .  .  .  *Whereas  there  lias  been  deposited 
in  the  hands  of  M.  le  Président  of  the  Court  of  First  In- 
stance, a  will  drawn  up  by  Maîtres  Léopold  Ilannequin  and 
Alexandre  Crottat,  notariés  of  Paris,  and  in  the  présence  of 
two  witnesses,  the  Sieurs  Brunner  and  Schwab,  aliens  domi- 
ciled  at  Paris,  and  by  the  said  will  the  Sieur  Pons,  deceased, 
has  bequeathed  his  property  to  one  Sieur  Schraucke,  a  Ger- 
man,  to  the  préjudice  of  his  natural  heirs  : 

"■  'Whereas  the  applicant  undertakes  to  prove  that  the  said 
will  was  obtained  under  undue  influence  and  by  unlawful 
means  ;  and  persons  of  crédit  are  prepared  to  show  that  it  was 
the  testator's  intention  to  leave  his  fortune  to  Mlle.  Cécile, 
daughter  of  the  aforesaid  Sieur  de  Marville,  and  the  applicant 
can  show  that  the  said  will  was  extorted  from  the  testator's 
weakness,  he  being  unaccountable  for  his  actions  at  the  time  : 

"  'Whereas  as  the  Sieur  Schmucke,  to  obtain  a  will  in  his 
favor,  sequestrated  the  testator,  and  prevented  the  family 
from  approaching  the  deceased  during  his  last  illness;  and 
his  subséquent  noterions  ingratitude  was  of  a  nature  to  sean- 
dalize  the  house  and  résidents  in  the  quarter  who  chanced 
to  witness  it  when  attending  the  funeral  of  the  porter  at  the 
testator's  place  of  abode: 

"  'Whereas  as  still  more  serions  charges,  of  whicb  applicant 
is  colleeting  proofs,  will  be  formally  made  before  their  wor- 
ships  the  judges  : 

"  'I,  the  undersigned  Eegistrar  of  the  Court,  etc.,  etc.,  on 
behalf  of  the  aforesaid,  etc.,  hâve  summoned  the  Sieur 
Schmucke,  pleading,  etc.,  to  appcar  before  their  worships 
the  judges  of  the  first  chamber  of  the  Tribunal,  and  to  be 
présent  when  application  is  made  that  the  will  received  by 
Maîtres  Hannequin  and  Crottat,  being  evidently  obtained  by 
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unduo  influonco.  sliall  bo  n\<,fiirdo(l  ns  iiull  aiid  void  in  law; 
and  1,  tlu'  uiulorsi<^nc'd,  on  boluill'  o\'  (lie  aforcsaid,  etc.,  havc 
likcwiso  «,MVt']i  notice  of  jirotost,  shoiild  tlie  Sieur  Sclnnuckc 
as  uni  versai  legatee  makc  ajiplication  for  an  ordcr  to  be  put 
into  possession  of  tbe  estatc,  seeing  that  the  applicant  opposes 
sucli  order,  and  niakes  objection  by  his  application  bearing 
date  of  to-day,  of  wbieb  a  copy  bas  been  duly  depositcd  vvitb 
tbe  Sieur  Scbniucke,  costs  being  cbarged  to  .  .  .  etc., 
etc.' 

"I  know  tlie  nian,  Mme.  la  Présidente.  He  will  corne  to 
terms  as  soon  as  be  reads  tbis  little  love-letter.  île  will  con- 
sult  Tabareau,  and  Tabareau  will  advise  biin  to  take  our 
tenus.  Are  you  going  to  give  tbe  tbousand  crowns  per 
annum?" 

"Certainly.  I  only  wisb  I  were  paying  tbe  first  instalment 
now." 

"It  will  be  doue  in  tbree  days.  The  summons  will  corne 
down  upon  him  wbile  be  is  stupofied  with  grief,  for  tbe  poor 
Boul  regrets  Pons  and  is  taking  the  deatli  to  beart." 

"Can  the  application  be  witbdrawn?"  inquired  the  lady. 

"Certainly,  madame.     You  eau  withdraw  at  any  time." 

"Very  well,  monsieur,  let  it  be  so  .  .  .  go  on  !  Yes, 
tbe  purchase  of  laud  that  you  bave  arranged  for  me  is  worth 
the  trouble;  and,  besides,  I  bave  managcd  ViteFs  business — 
he  is  to  retire,  and  you  must  pay  Vitol's  sixty  tbousand  francs 
eut  of  Pons'  property.    So,  you  see,  you  must  succeed." 

"Hâve  you  Vitel's  résignation?" 

"Yes,  monsieur.  M.  Vitel  bas  put  himself  in  M.  de  Mar- 
ville's  hands.'"' 

"Yery  good,  madame.  I  bave  already  saved  you  sixty 
tbousand  francs  which  I  expected  to  give  to  that  vile  créature 
Mme.  Cibot.  But  I  still  require  the  tobacconist's  license  for 
tbe  woman  Sauvage,  and  an  appointment  to  the  vacant  place 
of  head-phvsician  at  the  Quinze-Vingts  for  my  friend  Pou- 
lain." 

"Agreed — it  is  ail  arranged." 
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"Very  well.  There  is  no  more  to  be  said.  Every  one  is 
for  you  in  this  business,  even  Gaudissart,  the  manager  of  the 
théâtre.  I  went  to  look  him  up  yesterda}^  and  he  undertook 
to  crush  the  workman  w\\o  seenicd  likely  to  give  us  trouble." 

"Oh,  I  know  M.  Gaudissart  is  devoted  to  the  Popinots." 

Fraisier  went  out.  TJnluckily,  he  missed  Gaudissart,  and 
the  fatal  summons  was  served  forthwith. 

If  ail  covetous  minds  will  sympathize  with  the  Présidente, 
ail  honest  folk  will  turn  in  abhorrence  from  her  joy  when 
Gaudissart  came  twenty  minutes  later  to  report  lus  con- 
versation with  poor  Schmucke.  Slie  gave  her  full  approval; 
she  was  obliged  beyond  ail  expression  for  the  thoughtful  way 
in  which  the  manager  relieved  her  of  any  remaining  seruples 
by  observations  which  seemed  to  her  to  be  very  sensible  and 
just. 

"I  thought  as  I  came,  Mme.  la  Présidente,  that  ihe  poor 
devil  would  not  know  what  to  do  with  the  money.  'Tis  a 
patriarchally  simple  nature.  He  is  a  ehild,  he  is  a  German, 
he  ought  to  be  stufïed  and  put  in  a  glass  case  like  a  waxen 
image.  Which  is  to  say  that,  in  my  opinion,  he  is  quite  puz- 
zled  enough  already  with  his  income  of  two  thousand  five  hun- 
dred  francs,  and  hère  you  are  provoking  him  into  extrava- 
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"It  is  very  generous  of  him  to  wish  to  enrich  the  poor  fellow 
who  regrets  the  loss  of  our  cousin,"  pronounced  the  Prési- 
dente. "For  my  own  part,  I  am  sorry  for  the  little  squabble 
that  estranged  M.  Pons  and  me.  If  lie  had  come  back  again, 
ail  would  hâve  been  forgiven.  If  you  only  knew  how  my 
husband  misses  him!  M.  de  Marville  received  no  notice  of 
the  death,  and  was  in  despair;  family  claims  are  sacred  for 
him,  he  would  hâve  gone  to  the  service  and  the  interment, 
and  I  myself  should  bave  been  at  the  mass " 

*^^ery  well,  fair  lady,"  said  Gaudissart.  "Be  so  good  as  to 
bave  the  documents  drawn  up,  and  at  four  o'clock  I  will  bring 
this  German  to  you.  Please  remember  me  to  your  charming 
daughter  the  Vicomtesse,  and  ask  her  to  tell  my  illustrious 
friend  the  great  statesman,  her  good  and  excellent  father-in- 
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law,  liow  (IcH'jily  1  aiii  iK'Voti'il  U>  liini  niid  lus,  ami  ask  liiiii 
tu  contiiiui'  liis  valiicd  favors.  1  owr  iiiy  lil'c  Lo  Iiis  iiiu'le  tlu' 
judge,  and  iny  success  in  lilV  (o  hiin;  and  1  shonld  wish  (o 
be  bound  to  botli  you  and  your  daughter  by  the  high  esteem 
which  links  ns  with  persous  of  rank  and  influence.  1  wish 
to  leave  the  tlieatrc  and  beeonio  a  serions  person." 

"As  you  are  already,  monsieur!"  said  Ihe  Présidente. 

"Adorable!"  returned  Gaudissart,  kissing  the  lady's  shriv- 
eled  fingers. 

At  four  o'clock  that  afternoon  several  people  were  gathercd 
togethcr  at  Bortliier's  oilice;  Fraisier,  arcli-concocter  of  the 
Avhole  scheme,  Tabareau,  appearing  on  behalf  of  Schmucke, 
and  Schmucke  hiuiself.  Caudissart  had  conie  with  hini. 
Fraisier  had  been  careful  to  spread  out  the  money  on  Ber- 
thier's  desk,  and  so  dazzled  was  Schmucke  by  the  sight  of  the 
six  thousand-franc  bank-notes  for  which  he  had  asked,  and  six 
hundrcd  francs  for  the  first  qnartcr's  allowance,  that  he  paid 
no  hccd  whatsoever  to  the  reading  of  the  document.  Poor  man, 
he  was  scarcely  in  full  possession  of  his  faculties,  shaken  as 
they  had  already  been  by  so  many  shocks.  Gaudissart  had 
snatched  him  up  on  his  return  from  the  cemetery,  where  he 
had  been  talking  with  Pons,  proraising  to  join  him  soon — 
very  soon.  So  Schmucke  did  not  liston  to  the  preamble  in 
which  it  was  set  forth  that  Maître  Tabareau,  bailiff,  was  act- 
ing  as  his  proxy,  and  that  the  Présidente,  in  the  interests  of 
her  daughter,  was  taking  légal  proceedings  against  him.  Al- 
together,  in  that  preamble  the  German  played  a  sorry  part, 
but  he  put  his  name  to  the  document,  and  thereby  admitted 
the  truth  of  Fraisier's  abominable  allégations;  and  so  joyous 
was  he  over  receiving  the  money  for  the  Topinards,  so  glad  to 
bestow  wealth  according  to  his  little  ideas  upon  the  one 
créature  who  loved  Pons,  that  he  heard  not  a  word  of  lawsuit 
nor  compromise. 

But  in  the  middle  of  the  reading  a  clerk  came  into  the  pri- 
vate  ofhce  to  speak  to  his  employer.  "There  is  a  man  hère,  sfr, 
who  wishes  to  speak  to  M.  Schmucke,"  said  he. 
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The  notary  looked  at  Fraisier,  and,  taking  his  eue  from 
him,  shrugged  his  shoiilders. 

"Never  distiirb  us  when  we  are  signing  documents.  Just 
ask  his  name — is  it  a  man  or  a  gentleman  ?    Is  he  a  créditer?'' 

The  clerk  went  and  returned.  "He  insists  that  he  must 
speak  to  M.  Schmucke." 

"His  name?" 

"His  name  is  Topinard,  he  says." 

"I  will  go  out  to  him.  Sign  without  disturbing  your- 
self,"  said  Gaudissart,  addressing  Schmucke.  "Make  an  end 
of  it;  I  will  find  out  what  he  wants  with  us." 

Gaudissart  understood  Fraisier  ;  both  scented  danger. 

"Why  are  you  hère?"  Gaudissart  began.  "So  you  hâve  no 
mind  to  be  cashier  at  the  théâtre?  Discrétion  is  a  cashier's 
first  reeommendation." 

"Sir " 

"Just  mind  your  own  business  ;  you  will  never  be  anything 
if  you  meddle  in  other  people's  affairs." 

"Sir,  I  cannot  eat  bread  if  every  mouthful  of  it  is  to  stick 
in  my  throat.  .  .  ,  Monsieur  Schmucke  ! — M.  Schmucke  !" 
he  shouted  aloud. 

Schmucke  came  out  at  the  sound  of  Topinard's  voice.  He 
had  just  signed.    He  held  the  money  in  his  hand. 

"Thees  ees  for  die  liddle  German  maiden  und  for  you/'  he 
said. 

"Oh  !  my  dear  M.  Schmucke,  you  hâve  given  away  your 
wealth  to  inhuman  wretches,  to  people  who  are  trying  to  take 
away  your  good  name.  I  took  this  paper  to  a  good  man,  an 
attorney  who  knows  this  Fraisier,  and  he  says  that  you  ouglit 
to  punish  such  wickedness;  you  ought  to  let  them  summon 
you  and  leave  them  to  get  out  of  it. — Eead  this,"  and 
Sclimucke's  imprudent  friend  held  out  the  summons  delivercd 
in  the  Cité  Bordin. 

Standing  in  the  notary's  gateway,  Schmucke  read  the  docu- 
ment, saw  the  imputations  made  against  him,  and,  ail  igno- 
rant as  he  was  of  the  amenities  of  the  law.  the  blow  was 
deadly.    The  little  grain  of  sand  stopped  his  heart's  beating. 
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Topinard  cau^lil  liiiii  in  liis  anus,  luiilcd  a  passing  cal),  and 
put  tlio  poor  CJernian  into  it.  He  was  sulloring  froni  conges- 
tion of  tho  brain  ;  his  eyes  woro  dini,  his  head  was  tlirobhing, 
but  bo  bad  cnougb  slrcngtb  Icl't  to  ]nit  tbc  nionoy  into  Toi)i-. 
nard's  bands. 

Scbmucke  rallied  from  tbe  fîrst  attack,  but  he  never  recov- 
ered  consciousness.  and  rcfuscd  to  eat.  Ten  days  afterwards 
he  dicd  without  a  eoniplaint;  to  the  last  he  bad  not  spoken 
a  Word.  Mme.  Topinard  nursed  liini,  and  Tojiinard  laid  bim 
by  Pons'  side.  It  was  an  obscure  funeral  ;  Topinard  was  the 
only  mourner  who  followed  the  sou  of  Germany  to  his  last 
resting-plaee. 

Fraisier,  now  a  justice  of  the  peace,  is  very  intimatc  with 
the  Presidcnt's  family,  and  niuch  valued  by  tbe  Présidente. 
She  could  not  thiuk  of  allowing  bim  to  marry  "that  girl  of 
Tabareau's/'  îind  promises  infinitely  better  things  for  the 
élever  man  to  wliom  she  considers  that  she  owes  not  merely 
the  pasture-land  and  the  English  cottage  at  Marville,  but  also 
the  Présidents  seat  in  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  for  M.  le 
Président  was  returned  at  the  gênerai  élection  in  184(5. 

Every  one,  no  doubt,  wishes  to  know  what  became  of  the 
heroine  of  a  story  only  too  veracious  in  its  détails  ;  a  chronicle 
which,taken  with  its  twin  sister  the  preceding  volume,*  proves 
that  Character  is  the  great  social  force.  You,  0  amateurs, 
connoisseurs,  and  dealers,  will  guess  at  once  that  Pons'  col- 
lection is  now  in  question.  Wherefore  it  will  suffice  if  we  are 
présent  during  a  conversation  that  took  place  only  a  few  days 
ago  in  Count  Popinot's  house.  He  was  showing  his  splendid 
collection  to  some  visitors. 

"M.  le  Comte,  you  possess  treasures  indeed,"  remarked  a 
distinguished  foreigner. 

"Oh  !  as  to  pictures,  nobody  can  hope  to  rival  an  obscure 
collector,  one  Êlie  Magus,  a  Jew,  an  old  monomaniac,  the 
prince  of  picture-lovers,"  the  Count  replied  modestly.  "And 
when  I  say  nobody,  I  do  not  speak  of  Paris  only,  but  of  ail 
Europe.    When  the  old  Crœsus  dies,  France  ought  to  spare 

*  la.  Cousine  Bette. 
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seven  or  eight  millions  of  francs  to  buy  the  gallery.  For 
curiosities,  my  collection  is  good  enough  to  be  talked 
about '' 

"But  how,  busy  as  you  are,  and  with  a  fortune  so  honestly 
earned  in  the  first  instance  in  business " 

"In  the  drug  business,"  broke  in  Popinot;  "you  ask  how  I 
can  continue  to  interest  myself  in  things  that  are  a  drng  in 
the  market " 

"Xo,''  returned  the  foreign  visitor,  "no,  but  how  do  you 
find  time  to  collect?  The  curiosities  do  not  corne  to  find 
you." 

"My  father-in-law  owned  the  nucleus  of  the  collection," 
said  the  young  Vicomtesse;  "he  loved  the  arts  and  beautiful 
work,  but  most  of  his  treasures  came  to  him  through  me." 

"Through  you,  madame? — So  young!  and  yet  hâve  you 
such  vices  as  this  ?"  asked  a  Eussian  prince. 

Eussians  are  by  nature  imitative;  imitative  indeed  to  such 
an  extent  that  the  diseases  of  civilization  break  out  among 
them  in  épidémies.  The  bric-cà-brac  mania  had  appeared  in 
an  acute  form  in  St.  Petersburg,  and  the  Eussians  caused 
such  a  rise  of  priées  in  the  "art  line,"  as  Eémonencq  would 
say,  that  collections  became  impossible.  The  prince  who 
spoke  had  corne  to  Paris  solely  to  buy  bric-à-brac. 

"The  treasures  came  to  me,  prince,  on  the  death  of  a  cousin. 
He  was  very  fond  of  me,"  added  the  Vicomtesse  Popinot,  "and 
he  had  spent  some  forty  odd  years  since  1805  in  picking  up 
thèse  masterpieces  everywhere,  but  more  especially  in 
Italy " 

"And  what  was  his  name?"  inquired  the  English  lord, 

"Pons,"  said  Président  Camusot. 

"A  charming  man  he  was,"  piped  the  Présidente  in  her 
thin,  flûte  tones,  "very  clever,  very  eccentric,  and  yet  very 
good-hearted.  This  fan  that  you  admire  once  belonged  to 
Mme.  de  Pompadour;  he  gave  it  to  me  one  morning  with  a 
pretty  speech  which  you  must  permit  me  not  to  repcat,"  and 
she  glanced  at  her  daughter. 
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"M  1110.  la  Vicomtesse,  toll  us  tlic  i)rctly  spt'oeli,"  l)r_rr(T0fl 
tlio  Ixussian  prince. 

"Tiie  speech  was  as  prclty  as  tlie  l'an/"  rcturned  tlio  \i- 
comtcssc,  who  broiiglit  ont  the  stercotypcd  renia rk  mi  ail 
occasions.  "Jlc  tokl  niy  iiiotlici-  that  it  was  quite  tinie  Ihat 
it  should  pass  from  the  hands  ol'  vice  inlo  those  of  virtnc.'' 

The  Knglish  lord  looked  at  Mme.  Camusot  de  Marvillo  willi 
an  air  of  doubt  not  a  little  gratil'ving  to  so  wilhercd  a  woman. 

"He  used  to  dine  at  our  house  tvvo  or  thrce  times  a  wcek,^ 
she  said;  "he  was  so  fond  of  us!  We  could  apprcciatc  him, 
and  artists  like  the  society  of  those  who  relish  thcir  wit.  ]\Iy 
husband  was,  besides,  his  one  surviving  relative.  So  whcn, 
quite  unexpcctedly,  M.  de  Marville  came  into  the  property, 
M.  le  Comte  preferred  to  take  over  the  wholc  collection  to 
save  it  from  a  sale  by  auction;  and  we  oursclves  much  pre- 
ferred to  dispose  of  it  in  that  wa}^  for  it  would  hâve  been  so 
painful  to  us  to  see  the  beantiful  things,  in  which  our  dcar 
cousin  was  so  much  interested,  ail  scattered  abroad.  Elie 
Magus  valued  them,  and  in  that  way  I  became  possesscd  of 
the  cottage  that  your  uncle  built,  and  I  hope  you  will  do  us 
the  honor  of  coming  to  see  us  there." 

Gaudissart's  théâtre  passed  into  othor  hands  a  year  ago, 
but  M.  Topinard  is  still  the  cashier.  M.  Topinard,  however, 
has  grown  gloomy  and  misanthro])ic;  he  says  little.  Peoplc 
think  that  he  has  something  on  his  conscience.  Wags  at  the 
théâtre  suggest  that  his  gloom  dates  from  his  marriage  with 
Lolotte.  Honest  Topinard  starts  whenever  he  hears  Fraisiers 
name  nientioned.  Some  pcople  may  think  it  strange  that 
the  one  nature  worthy  of  Pons  and  Schmucke  should  be  found 
on  the  third  floor  beneath  the  stage  of  a  boulevard  théâtre. 

Mme.  Eémonencq,  much  impressed  with  Mme.  Fontaine's 
prédiction,  déclines  to  retire  to  the  country.  She  is  still  living 
in  her  splendid  shop  on  the  Boulevard  de  la  Madeleine,  but 
she  is  a  widow  now  for  the  second  time.  Eémonencq,  in  fact, 
by  the  terms  of  the  marriage  contract,  settled  the  property 
upon  the  survivor,  and  Icft  a  little  glass  of  vitriol  about  for 
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his  wife  to  drink  by  mistakc;  but  lus  wife,  with  the  very  bcst 
intentions,  put  the  glass  elsewhere,  and  Rémonencq  swallowed 
the  draught  himself.  The  rascal's  appropriate  end  vindicates 
Providence,  as  wcll  as  the  chronicler  of  manners,  who  is 
sometimes  accused  of  neglect  on  this  head,  perhaps  because 
Providence  has  been  so  overworked  by  playwrights  of  late. 
Pardon  the  transcriber's  errors. 
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